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Fighting Words wanted to do something to help.
  Following the 2020 Christmas holidays, Ireland found itself back in lockdown due to the 
Covid-19 pandemic. There had been an easing of restrictions in November and December, 
which quickly led to a sharp increase in cases, hospitalisations and deaths. The vaccines that 
had been developed had not reached Ireland yet, but the new and more contagious variants 
of the virus had. 
  The return to Level 5 restrictions, the highest level in the Government’s Plan for Living 
with Covid-19, made the darkest time of the year feel even darker.
  Fighting Words wanted to do something to help.
  The initial period of restriction, announced on Christmas Eve, was initially set to last 
until 12 January, but the public was told to expect the period to be extended for much longer, 
most likely for several months. Schools, which had been open from September to December, 
were due to remain closed, returning students to the remote learning model that had been in 
place during the previous spring.
  There seemed very little to be cheerful about in early January, which is rarely regarded as 
a cheerful time of year in the best of circumstances.
  Fighting Words decided on how we might help – help people to cope, to give them a way 
to express themselves creatively. 
  Among the Level 5 restrictions announced by the Government was to stay at home, 
except for work, education or other essential reasons or “to exercise within 5km of your 
home.” The 5km restriction was the inspiration for this book.
  Five kilometres is not a big area – or is it? Ireland is a beautiful island, with 
inspiration to be found in all kinds of places. We understood that going outside 
was important to so many people for their mental well-being. So we considered:  
why not encourage people to look around? To really see what was all around them, to write 
about it and to share it with us?
  We decided to call it 5x5 – Five Is No Limit and that we would publish all the submissions 
received both as a celebration of creativity and as a document of this unique time. The call for 
submissions was announced on 19 January 2021.
  We wanted to know: “What is inside the 5km boundary where you are?” We encouraged 
people to engage their five senses and discover the stories within their own 5km. 
  The brief was to take a photograph of something within your 5km limit and write its 
story in five...five what? The suggestions we included:

  • A poem in 5 words or 5 lines 
  • A story in 5 paragraphs
  • A poem in 5 words or 5 lines
  • A comic in 5 panels
  • An illustration in 5 colours
  • A song with 5 lines or verses
  • 5 objects in the photo that tell a story

We prepared lesson plans and shared photography tips to help inspire people and hoped that 
they would be inspired.
  The call went out in late January through a social media, accompanied by a beautiful 

Introduction
Theastaigh ó Fighting Words rud éigin a dhéanamh le cúnamh a thabhairt. 
  Tar éis saoire na Nollag 2020, cuireadh dianghlasáil i bhfeidhm in Éirinn mar gheall 
ar an aicíd Covid-19. Maolaíodh na srianta le linn mí na Samhna agus mí na Nollag, rud 
a chiallaigh gur ardaigh líon na gcásanna go tobann, go raibh níos mó daoine curtha san 
ospidéal agus go bhfuair níos mó daoine bás. Ní raibh aon vaicsín tagtha chomh fada linn fós, 
ach bhí an aicíd ag scaipeadh go tréan. 
  Cuireadh srianta ag Leibhéal 5 i bhfeidhm. Shílfeá go raibh dorchadas an gheimhridh 
faighte ní ba dhorcha fós. 
  Theastaigh ó Fighting Words rud éigin a dhéanamh le cúnamh a thabhairt. 
  Nuair a fograíodh an dianghlasáil ar Oíche Nollag, dúradh i dtosach go mairfeadh na 
srianta go dtí an 12 Eanáir, ach gur chóir do dhaoine a bheith ag súil go gcuirfí síneadh ama 
leis seo; cúpla mí seans. Bhí na scoileanna le fanacht dúnta agus d’fhillfeadh na scoláirí ar an 
gcianfhoghlaim a bhí i bhfeidhm cheana san earrach. 
  Bhraith sé nach raibh mórán dóchais i ndán do dhaoine ag tús mí Eanáir. Shocraigh 
Fighting Words ar shlí go mbeadh muid in ann cúnamh a thabhairt- trí bhealach a thabhairt 
do dhaoine dul i ngleic leis an méid a bhí ag tarlú agus deis a thabhairt dóibh iad féin a chur 
in iúl go cruthaitheach. 
  D’fhógair an Rialtas go raibh ar dhaoine fanacht sa mbaile, ach amháin do chúrsaí oibre, 
oideachais nó do chúiseanna riachtanacha eile, nó chun aclaíocht a dhéanamh laistigh de 
5km dá mbaile. Ba é srian an 5km an inspioráid don leabhar seo. 
  Ní achar mór é cúig chiliméadar - nó an ea? Is tír álainn í Éire, áit a bhfuil inspioráid le 
fáil i ngach saghas áit. Thuig muid go raibh sé tábhachtach do dhaoine a bheith ag dul amach 
taobh amuigh ar mhaithe lena sláinte. Cheap muid gurbh fhiú do dhaoine súil a chaitheamh 
thart timpeall orthu fad’s a bhí siad amuigh, go bhfeicfidís a raibh mórthimpeall orthu, ansin 
scríobh faoi agus é a roinnt linn. 
  Shocraigh muid 5x5 – Níl Aon Teorainn le Cúig a thabhairt air agus go bhfoilseodh muid 
chuile iarratas mar cheiliúradh ar an gcruthaitheacht agus mar thaifeadadh ar na laethanta 
aisteacha seo. Fograíodh an glaoch d’iarratais an 19 Eanáir 2021. 
  Theastaigh uainn fáil amach: “Céard atá laistigh den teorainn 5km san áit a bhfuil tusa?” 
Thug muid spreagadh do dhaoine a gcúig chéadfa a chur ag obair agus fáil amach cén na 
scéalta a bhí laistigh dá 5km féin. 
  An treoir a tugadh ná grianghraf a thógáil laistigh de do theorainn 5km agus an scéal a 
bhain leis a scríobh ag úsáid cúig…cén saghas cúig? Mhol muid: 

 •  Dán i 5 fhocal nó 5 líne
 •  Scéal i 5 alt
 •  Greannán i 5 phainéal
 •  Dán i 5 fhocal nó 5 líne
 •  Pictiúr le 5 dhath
 •  Amhrán le 5 líne nó 5 bhéarsa
 •  5 rud sa ghrianghraf a insíonn scéal

D’ullmhaigh muid pleananna ceachta agus roinn muid leideanna grianghrafadóireachta chun 
daoine a spreagadh. Chuir muid fógra amach ar na meáin shóisialta ag deireadh mí Eanáir 
in éineacht le físeán álainn a rinne Aedín Ní Thiarnaigh. Chuaigh muid i dteagmháil leis na  

Réamhrá
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video made by Aedín Ní Thiarnaigh in English and in Irish. We contacted all the teachers, 
parents and volunteer mentors on our mailing lists. We were contacted by local media. The 
word was spread far and wide.
  The poetry, stories, illustrations and photographs started rolling in immediately, 
from Wexford to Dublin, from Louth to Galway, from Kerry to Derry - and everywhere in 
between. In the end, we received over 320 submissions from authors ranging in age from 
12 to over 70. The images were of sweeping vistas and everyday objects, urban and rural, 
indoors and out. The writing raged from poignant and sad to wry and laugh-out-loud funny.  
All of it reflected people’s intensely personal experience of their own surroundings during 
this strange time.
  As I write, the 5km restrictions are still in place, but there is talk of them easing in the 
coming weeks. The vaccination programme is now well under way. The days are longer and 
the weather is brighter. It looks like better times really are on the way. While Ireland looks 
forward to opening up, we are grateful for the opportunity we had to encourage people to 
express themselves during the time of restrictions. 
  We hope that Five Is No Limit inspires you to both look forward and to look back.

Sara Bennett
General Manager, Fighting Words 

21 April 2021

múinteoirí, na tuismitheoirí agus leis na meantóirí ar fad a bhí ar ár liosta seoltaí. Tháinig 
lucht na meáin chumarsáide ag caint linn agus scaip an focal i bhfad ‘is i ngearr. 
  Ba ghearr gur thosaigh na dánta, na scéalta, na léaráidí agus na grianghraif ag teacht 
chugainn, as Loch Garman go Baile Átha Cliath, as Co. Lú go Gaillimh, as Ciarraí go Doire – 
agus áiteanna eile nach iad. Sa deireadh, fuair muid os cionn 320 iarratas ó údair a bhí dhá 
bhliain déag go húdair a bhí os cionn seachtó bliain d’aois. Fuair muid íomhánna de radhairc 
mhaorga, de ghnáthrudaí laethúla, de cheantair cathrach agus de cheantair tuaithe, laistigh 
agus lasmuigh. Bhí cuid den scríbhneoireacht tochtmhar agus brónach agus cuid de barrúil 
agus tráthúil. Ba léir go raibh taithí pearsanta na ndaoine le linn an ama aistigh seo le feiceáil 
sna píosaí scríbhneoireachta. 
  Tá na srianta 5km fós i bhfeidhm agus mé á scríobh seo, ach tá caint go maolófar iad sna 
seachtainí atá amach romhainn. Tá na vaicsíní á dtabhairt amach. Tá na laethanta níos faide 
agus tá an aimsir níos deise. Tá an chosúlacht air go bhfuil rudaí ag dul i bhfeabhas. Tá muid 
ag súil go mbeidh rudaí ag oscailt suas arís, ach tá muid buíoch go raibh deis againn daoine 
a spreagadh chun iad féin a chur in iúl i rith aimsir na dianghlasála. 
  Tá súil againn go dtabharfaidh Níl Aon Teorainn le Cúig deis daoibh féachaint ar aghaidh 
chomh maith le deis a thabhairt daoibh súil a chaitheamh siar. 

Sara Bennett
General Manager, Fighting Words

21 Aibreán 2021
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Antrim
John Caulfield

Lorraine Caulfield

Fiona Ní Cathmhaoil

1110
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Across the Lough 
John Caulfield
 

Cobbles remain, hard as the human toil,
Day and night shifts to raise the mighty hull.
The heater - boys rivets, thrown with a yell
White hot to be caught in the catch - boys pail,
Reaching in, the holder - up, quickly then
Placed the rivet flange for the hammer - men.
And a penny was shared between the five
If the tappers rap brought the ship alive.
 
Now rusting gantry rails begin the story
Of men and ship born of toil and glory
Nomadic rests, still proud but quite silent,
Perhaps on the breeze a gentle lament?
Five musicians remained forever true
When the glory faded and legend grew.     

adult

The Spring sees the daffodils, the crocus
             the joyful gift of new life.
The Summer flower beds fill with colours
             birds sing sweetly in leafy trees.
The Autumn turns the falling leaves to gold
             curious squirrels are watchful.
The Winter brings the delight of first footprints
             in the gently falling snow.
I watched the sun rise and felt the park fill
             with a new hope for the future.

No one’s at the bus stop, everyone’s inside,
No one’s at the bus stop, it’s time to go and hide,
Close windows, doors, shut the shops, no one needs 
 them anymore,
Live life, see friends, a digital illusion through a  
 screen 
Villainous virus we’re all stuck indoors and NO ONE’S  
 AT THE BUS STOP ANY MORE!

No One’s At 
The Bus Stop
Fiona Ní Cathmhaoil

student

Walking in 
Woodvale 
Park

Lorraine Caulfield

adult
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Cavan
Michael Lafferty

Síofra Nic Mhánais The Kinnypottle River flows to Abbeyland, 
Aghnaskerry, Drumalee, Keadew, Killynebber, 
Townpark and Tullymongan Lower.

I can hear waves splashing,
I can smell horrible rubbish,
The river has no taste,
The squelchy, mushy grass sucks my foot down. 

Kinnypottle 
River

Michael Lafferty

adult

Baile beag bídeach, in aice Belcoo,
Gan mórán le déanamh seachas an bhia- 
 lann cháiliúil,
Ach síos bóthar Cornagee tá áit dheas  
 chaoin, áit a théann an ghrian ina luí,
Loch Mac Nean an t-ainm atá air, áit a  
 mbuaileann an loch leis an spéir,
An Ghrian ina luí, an Bonnán Buí, an Blaic  
 i gcónaí i mo chroí.

Loch Mac 
Nean
Síofra Nic Mhánais

dalta

An Cabhán
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Clare
Grainne Burke

Holly Keena

She was born; too early
Blue uniforms dashed around,
Trying to save the sickly baby,
From her mother; she’s unbound.
Whispers of sorrow, glances fleeting,
Rushed phone calls made.
Mother sang her hymns and rhymes,
Both grey in the hospital bed.
They said she wouldn’t live, but she did.

She called her Jo, not Josephine. 
Who has the time to say that?
So little Jo grew up a bit,
Strawberry hair in a plait.
Itchy green jumper, stripy old tie,
Black shoes stiff as wood.
The boys said she “breathed like a dog”
So, she decked them, fists and blood
They said she wouldn’t learn, but she did.

Jo was fierce, yet loveable
Loyal, strong and kind,
Her mother, Maura, single, taught her,
‘Til she no longer had to remind.
She’d say, “just because you were born,
With lungs that toil and labour,
Doesn’t mean you can’t be good,
Give life a little flavour.”
They said she couldn’t try, but she did.

Holly Keena

Jo:
A Poem In 
Five Verses

age 13

An Clár
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Cork
Murtaza Ahmed

Ruth Flanagan

Rían Conway

Sean O’Sullivan

Corcaigh

There’s no one to blame in accidents,
No one’s fault nor error, 
But all the same, age twenty-three,
Came a global viral terror.
She was eating with a friend,
On a Tuesday, just last year,
Days later, her breath began to ebb,
Affirming her mother’s worst fear,
They said it wouldn’t reach us, but it did.

Back to hospital she went,
Her frail lungs pumped with air,
Days, weeks, then a month went by
Still in intensive care.
But our Jo refused to die,
Not before she’d made her mark,
So, with every heaving breath she thought:
“I will emerge from the dark.”
They said she wouldn’t live, but she did.
So, to anyone who’s losing,
Or has lost a battle with death,
Just remember that your life will not
Be based upon your breath.
They say we won’t survive, but we will.

Outside is cold and damp and dark,
I live near nowhere, not even a park.
I can’t wait to go outside,
somewhere other than home,
Because right now I feel like I’m living in a dome. 

Lockdown Blues
Grainne Burke

age 15
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Confines
Murtaza Ahmed

age 16

Listen… I’m not going to lie,
Lockdown one, two and three have been fairly tough.
It’s been hard not seeing each other,
And this time apart has been pretty rough.

Smiles have been hidden by masks,
And voices cracked over zoom.
I’m really trying to have a half-filled cup,
But I feel like we’re all doomed.

And Soon Will 
Be Too
Ruth Flanagan

adult
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I’m excited for summer,
For crowds and for friends.
Being able to stand side by side,
For closeness not to offend.

I suppose in the meantime, we will have to continue,
Chatting over the phone and through a lens.
Until we can meet in person,
This will simply have to contend.

While I wait, there are a few things to make me smile,
A text, or chat, and updates from you,
And reminding myself that we were all once together,
And soon will be too.

Eminent paramountcy, laid to rest. 
For the unrelenting cruelty of time  
 ever-present.
Forceful decay of what once stood.
Moss and leaves strewn about, granting 
  new life to ruin;
sprouting new existence, free of past  
 ostentation. 

Depicted is an image of the last remaining visible ruins 
of a structure dating back centuries. While there is little 
certainty it is believed by residents in the local area to 
have been the residence of an affluent family in the area. 
Looking closely at the picture, the ruins tower-like struc-
ture can be seen. The area surrounding it is a woodland 
with a distinctive mount and other less noticeable stone 
structures scattered throughout, however, covered far 
more. I decided to do the project on it, as it’s about as it 
is a short three-minute walk from my home and is only 
known to those within a short proximity to the area.

Solitary 
Renewal
Rían Conway

age 16

I walked through the empty fields where 
cows graze in summer. I was accompa-
nied by my brother and cousin. Although 
our thick puffy jackets were fighting off the 
cold, I could still feel the frosty air on my 
bare hands.
  We were on a quest to find a wa-
ter trough, in the hope that it was frozen 
over. We were in luck. A circular trough 
sat peacefully in the farmer’s top field. It 
was perfect, just what we were hoping to 
discover. As we got closer to it, we saw the 
sun’s light reflecting off the thick coating 
of ice. To others our idea was mad for such 
cold weather. I cracked the ice sheet into 
quarters to make it easy to move. It was as 
if the ice was trying to escape, the way it 
slid on our hands.
  It was I who thought that the pieces of 
ice seemed like a big jigsaw. So we decided 
that the only logical thing to do was to as-
semble it as if it were. It worked out better 
than predicted. A perfect circle.
  We began to walk home, now covered 
in muck and with numb hands. My blue 
hands reminded me of Jack Frost. Despite 
the cold we still had enough energy to get 
up to some mischief. My brother and I told 
our cousin to run to the fence and back and 
we would time him. We had the upper hand 
as we knew the terrain well. As soon as he 
started running, we jumped through the 
ditch. When he turned around there was a 
look of confusion on his face. He ran back 
to where we were originally, and we jumped 

Sean O’Sullivan

The Ice 
Jigsaw

age 14

out from the ditch to scare him. The look on 
his face was priceless. 
  I was dreaming of my hot shower when 
I got home, but my other two companions 
had different ideas, they asked me to play a 
game of soccer with them and after begging 
and begging, I finally gave in. At least I can 
say that I won. What a day.
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Donegal
Callum McCallion

Lucas McDonald

Aod McGroarty

Aine Meehan-McCormick

This house I live in teems with unsightly creatures.
Yellow eyes in shadows, crooked figures peering  
 around corners.
Each day a new fable arises, to torment me ‘til I sleep
What fears are born tonight, I wonder?
Will I ever get to counting sheep?

This house I live in teems with unspeakable horrors,
Growling mumbles beyond on door, sorrow in its  
 utmost form
Each day a new fable arises, to torment me ‘til I  
 sleep,
What fears are born tonight, I wonder?
Will those sheep I count ever stop shaking?

Counting 
Sheep
Lucas McDonald

age 15

My eyes wander through water-stained windows.
My solemn gaze brushes across endless meadows,
A great expanse; a fragment of everyday life.
Gratifying to most, a most pleasant scenery,
The exception to everything is me.

The Perception 
of Many

Callum McCallion

age 15

Dún na nGall
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I lie awake at midnight
Weightless in my bed
Listening to the deafening silence
Is this real or in my head?
My restless mind races in endless circles.

Midnight

Aod McGroarty

age 15

To be one with the water
To come and go as I please
When there’s so much time has to offer
I can forget about this awful disease 
And be swept away by my senses.

One With Water
Aine Meehan-McCormick

age 15

Down
Grainne Coll

An Dún
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There it stands both high and tall,
This metal light will never fall.
Boring and dull it is in the daylight,
These poles are truly beautiful in the night.
They light the way for all.

Lamp Post
Grainne Coll

student

Dublin
Amy Carter

Cathal Ó Maolchaoin

Kate Chandler

Florence Chipperfield

Srijani Chowdhury 

Sunny Conboy

Ava Copelin

Adelina Coptu

Dorina Coptu

Jennifer Corcoran

Abbie Coyle

Leia Lee Croasdell

Padraig Darcy

Emily Heavey

Mira Hendrickson

Rory Honan

Aoife Hosty 

Caoimhe Kavanagh

Chloe Kearney

Jade Keating

Daniel Keegan

Shauna Kellett

Kate Kelly

Adamina Kiemanga

Elisha King

Kathleen Lawless

Orin Ó Conghaile

Jack Ahearn

Hannah Gail Alagano 

Edward Amusat 

Adrian Badinas

Ruby Barry

Hannah Barry

Lucy Bateson

Rachel Blake

Ciara Bolger

Kayla Boyle

Zoe Bracken

Alex Brackfield

Caroline Brannigan

Jennifer Breathnach

Jennifer Breathnach

Lara Burch

Sadhbh Burns-Teeling

Conn Butler

Larissa Candido

Jenny Andreea Capatan

Fabiana Carbonell

Miriam Carroll

Rachel De Bhál 

Cian de Creag

Conor Ó Néill

Una Dixon

Katie Dixon

Julianne Dodd

Cian Donnelly

Poppy Dornan

Kian Doyle

David Drew

Erica Elliott

Amy Ferris

Jennifer Finglas

Darragh FitzGerald

Caitriona Fitzgerald

Rian Furlong

Donal Óg Geraghty

Edwin Giles

Irene Gonzales

Ella Grogan 

Aedin Hannigan

Abby Hannon Moran

Leah Harton

Sophie Lawlor

Ruairí Lynch

Cathal Mac Aoidh

Luke Mac Gormáin

Sophie MacDonnell

Caoilainn Macneil

Sarah Maguire

Senna Manigo

Isabelle Martin

Ciara Maxwell

Kesia Mboko

Alana McCrohan 

Sean McDermott

Isabella McMahon

Julia Mierzwa

Lilly Anne Moran Bridgeman

Martha Mosley

Conal Murphy

Lucian Neumann

Eimear Ní Cheallaigh

Caoimhe Ní Cheileachair 

Abby Ní Cholmáin

Eve Ní Dhonnaile

Sadhbh Ní Néill

Leah Ní Shúilleabháin

Aisling ní chatháin 

Caoimhe Nic Oireachtaigh

Nikita Nichitin

Riabel Nicole Nunez

Barra Ó Beolláin

Oliver Ó Braonain 

Conall Ó Broin

Johnny Ó Flannagáin 

Conor Ó Muileor

Eoin Ó Tuathaláin

Niall Ó Maoilmhín 

Eve O’Callaghan

Grace O’Halloran

Sophie O’Hanlon

Niamh O’Kane

Saisha Dumy Okeke

Jessica Okongo

Joseph O’Laoi 

Joan O’Neill

Divine Onwuegbusi 

Bernadette O’Reilly

Lucy O’Rourke

Sarah Pettigrew

Matthew Porter

Ema Prava

Emma Reilly

Mariangela Rotaru 

Nollaig Rowan

Conor Savage

Hanna Scherer

Pratiksha Singh

Seán Spain

Kate Stinger

Chris Stokes

Baile Átha Cliath

Beibhinn Stone

Patrycja Sykula  

Keane Tiernan

Katelyn Treacy

Maksims Viskrebencevs

Michelle Walshe

Eve Wang

Eoin Wayne

Klavdia Wilson

Amy Elise Winter

Kim Woolfson
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Mórghiúis dhúdach lasmuigh de mo bhunscoil
A tháinig chugainn i bhfad i gcéin
Mórghiúis dhúdach a d’fhás in airde
díreach cosúil liomsa féin
Mórghiúis Dhudach – cad é do scéal?

Mórghiúis Dhúdach 
Orin Ó Conghaile

dalta

When the construction was finally done 
in the field outside your house, you took a 
walk out there to see what was new. You 
walked around the new smooth tarmac 
pathway that circled the muddy grass. You 
assumed this is what they were doing. You 
get to the electric tower that sticks out like 
a splinter in the field. You’ve been here a 
thousand times, but something felt differ-
ent this time.
  It doesn’t take long for you do notice 
a grassy pathway that leads deep into the 
trees behind the field. You turn on your 
phone’s flashlight to look in, but it’s too 
dark, so you start walking down to it out 
of curiosity. The nettles that used to cov-
er this pathway are gone and the moonlight 
begins to be blocked out by the tall trees and 
crowding bushes.
  The light from your phone shuts off, so 
you turn around to go back. But when you 
look back, it’s pitch black. You start to feel 

cold because you stopped moving and you 
don’t know what to do. You start to shake 
because you don’t remember how far you 
walked down this path and now, you’re 
scared. 
  The moon his risen to the top of the sky 
now and it’s beaming down on you. Luck-
ily, it illuminates a part of the path where 
there’s a dry rock you can sit on. Some-
thing starts to smell, and your eyes start to 
sting, a red mist starts to fill the air. It’s 
red smoke from a flare and you hear voices 
saying things like, “I found something” and 
“look over here.”
  The guards found you in the bush that 
night. Just when you thought you were in 
there for maybe three hours it turns out you 
were in there for three years. No one knows 
how you survived and you don’t know how 
you got so far in, all you know is that you 
only remember walking and then sitting on 
the rock.

Sucked In
Jack Ahearn

age 15
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The reflection stares back at Lea, as her eyes 
trail to all of the imperfections.

Thick thighs.
Chubby stomach.
Non-existent jawline.
Crooked teeth.
Rough skin.

All of those flaws, she noticed. She may have 
been working out but to her, the efforts still 
haven’t paid off. For what stared right back 
at Lea wasn’t just her reflection, but who 
she really was.

“I’m not good enough.”
“I’m ugly.”

Tears begin to well up in Lea’s eyes as she 
continues to stare. She can still remember 
all of the names, all of the times when your 
parents shamed her for her body.

“Why is it that every time you walk, it sounds so 
heavy? When I was your age, I wasn’t like that.”
“Honestly all you ever DO is sit on your bed. You 
never exercise!”

Truth is, Lea actually has been exercising 
and trying to get the perfect body. But their 
comments still keep coming and coming. 
Her mouth begins to quiver as she pinch-
es the excess skin in her stomach. Muffled 
sobs wracked her chest as she tried to get 
her thoughts to quiet down.
  All of a sudden, a ringing tune. Lea 
slowly shifts her gaze to see that it is coming 
from her laptop. Dan calling. Lea vigorously 
wipes her tears before picking up. Dan’s face 
appears on her screen but out of sheer panic, 
she switches off her camera.
  “Hey, there’s my ray of sunshine! 
What’s up?”

Insecurities
Hannah Gail Alagano

age 15

Dan squints at the camera. “Lea, how come 
I can’t see your camera? I think it’s off. You 
should turn it on!”
  Lea gulps and says nothing. She would 
hang up but she doesn’t want to seem rude.
  “I... I just don’t want to, Dan.”
  “What do you mean, silly? Turn the 
camera on now! I need to know that there’s 
still some civilisation out there, despite 
quarantine!”
  Lea bites her lip. Reluctant to do so, she 
turns on her video camera and waves.
  “Happy now?” 
  Dan’s whole body freezes.
  “Hang on... your eyes look swollen. Lea, 
are you okay?”
  Lea looks down at her hands, tugging at 
the hem of her shirt. Her eyes fixate on her 
thighs. “Yeah, I’m fine...”
  A sigh escapes Dan’s lips. “Girl, I can tell 
when you’re lying to me - you do realise you 
can tell me anything, right?”
  The emotions pour out once again. Lea 
buries her face in her arms. “Why did I have 
to be born like this?! I’m so ugly, Dan. I can’t 
take this anymore. The names, the taunting, 
it’s all too much for me to handle…”
  Dan slams his fist on his desk, gaining 
her attention. “Lea, I want you to listen to 
me very carefully. You’re legit so beautiful. 
You may not see that, but I do. You don’t see 
how your eyes light up when you’re happy, 
you don’t see your smile when you laugh. I 
do, I see that. And let me tell you now, it’s so 
beautiful. You’re beautiful.”

Thick thighs.
Chubby stomach.
Non-existent jawline.
Crooked teeth.
Rough skin.

They didn’t matter. 

In life a balance is needed
Much like a sturdy brick wall
The call for support must be heeded
In life a balance is desired
And your limits cannot be exceeded

A Sturdy 
Foundation
Lucy Bateson

age 12

Looking back at the house once settled, 
it’s time to let go. 
Just looking at the building site 
The bricks take force to tear apart;  
foliage clings to the fortress. 

On a fresh patch in spring,  
new foundations begin to form- 
the structure blossoms.
Still reminiscing about the times 
Just looking at the building site.

Building Site
Edward Amusat 

age 15
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The sun is so bright,
It gives the world light.

The clouds are so fluffy,
They make you feel so lucky.

The sea is so blue,
You might see a canoe. 

The rocks are so hard,
Like you see in a yard

The reflection is so pretty,
But it only stays for a bit oh what a pity.

Sunrise
Ruby Barry

age 12

Good Vibes
Hannah Barry

age 14

A portal that not many people see. It’s ba-
sic, one big, huge grey box filled with aero-
planes. You see an occasional plane land 
from here. “I hope they’re okay and happy,” 
I say in my head, hoping they are. This place 
is in my thoughts, every time I talk to a new 
boy from a different country. 

BOY NUMBER 1 – 8 HOURS APART
This was the first boy I met online and had 
mutual feelings. It was fun, it was fresh, 
to feel a new feeling. To feel lifted. I even 
planned to fly over there and meet him - 
so naïve of me. I made an excuse and said 
it was like destiny that my parents wanted 
to visit the country where this boy happens 
to live. I was excited and dumb. He wasn’t 
good to me after a while, he made me think 
things were my fault, that it was all in my 
head and he couldn’t do anything about it. I 
ended things as soon as I realised my worth. 
For a while, even after, I still didn’t know 
my worth, because this is not the first and 
last time that I let a boy do that to me. 

BOY NUMBER 2 – 5 HOURS APART
I met this boy online as well. He was sweet, 
kind and generous. He was everything I 
needed emotionally. Until he had no time for 
me. Maybe I’m still making excuses for him. 
I don’t know if I’m fully healed from that 
or even healed from the boys before and af-
ter him. I imagined living happily with this 
boy. He gave me a glimpse of something I 
wanted, and I made a whole new world in 
my head. It wasn’t realistic. I ghosted him.
 
BOY NUMBER 3 – 8 HOURS APART 
I met him online as well. We started off 

The Time We Shared 
Hours Apart
Adrian Badinas

age 16

strong, which would be the downfall lat-
er on because we had nowhere to go from 
there, or at least he didn’t want to progress. 
He was too emotionally unavailable, they 
all were. He was perfect in my eyes, but he 
didn’t see that in himself. At the same time, 
I didn’t know him. He was so close to being 
the perfect person for me. He was ignoring 
me; he was giving himself space from ev-
eryone so he could heal. He never told me 
that though, I only realised after I told him I 
felt underappreciated because I tried so hard 
to be there for him.

Each boy was hours apart. I learned some-
thing new from every single one of them. I 
learned some things about myself as well. 
So, I don’t regret my decision. 
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My favourite memory of the winter season 
would have to be when it snowed. I love the 
snowy days, as the view is always so pretty. 
I was out in the snow and I thought what 
better thing to do than to make a snow-
woman. The snowwoman’s name was Pe-
tunia, and Petunia was the most stylish 
snowwoman of the year.  
  In the cold air you could see people 
having a lot of fun, having snowball fights 
and building snowmen, but nobody could 
beat my snowwoman Petunia. After a while 
touching the snow, my hands got cold and 
numb, but it was all worth it in the end. 
When breathing in the fresh and cold air, 
it was very refreshing and soothing, which 
made it peaceful, even though there were 
many people there. 
  I loved the sound of families playing out 
in the snow, the excited screams of children 
and the sound of snowballs crashing off 
their fluffy winter jackets.
  I went inside as it got too cold and tast-
ed the hot chocolate. Sadly, the snowwom-
an couldn’t come in or else she would have 
melted - and nobody would want Petunia 
to die. 

The Snow-
woman
Ciara Bolger

age 15

Geimhreadh 
Tráthnoná
Amharc
Síochánta
Spéir

The gravel road takes me down a winding 
path among the countryside. I smile and 
admire my surroundings. From the earthy 
scent left by the rain that fell the night 
before, the sound of my shoes crunching 
against the gravel and the faint noise of a 
car engine in the distance, I walk along the 
meandering trail, admiring nature around 
me and pleased I chose to walk the trail 
early, at a time there is barely any people. 
Sadly, I don’t notice the car speeding to-
ward me.   
  The driver was coming back from a 
21st. His friends told him not to drive but he 
didn’t listen, reassuring them he was fine 

Five Senses
Kayla Boyle

age 13

and had “only had a few.” He’s in a haze as 
he jerks around corners, tapping his fingers 
on the smooth steering wheel to a slow song 
on the radio. I’m too deep in a state of seren-
ity, so I don’t notice the car until it’s too late. 
I’m faced with a bright light from and then, 
I’m hit.
  Everything slows and for a short moment, 
I’m able to think. But then it’s quiet and I 
can’t hear the tyres screeching anymore or 
see the headlights of the car. I can’t smell the 
earthy scent or feel the pain in my head and 
my side, and then it’s dark and I know I’m 
never going to feel, see, smell, hear or touch 
these things again.     

The Birds 
In The Sky

Rachel Blake

aois 15
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(This story is based on Booterstown Marsh) 

The marsh. The bleak, haunting marsh. Not a soul had gone near the place in over 
twenty years. Until now. 
  Ghastly rumours and dark tales of the marsh monster swirled around amongst the 
locals like a persistent plague, never fully being put to rest. No one really knew if it 
was still there. The tale would have been declared fiction long ago if it wasn’t for the 
bodies…
  Ben and his friends shoved each other playfully as they sauntered home from the 
local school. Insults and good-humoured banter were thrown at one another in a boy-
ish, boisterous manner. All of a sudden, an idea sparked in Ben’s mind. What better 
way to impress his friends than with a dangerously daring deed? He would go out to 
the marsh, tonight, and prove his valiant fearlessness to his classmates. He would 
come back a hero. The entire school would gawk at him in utter admiration and awe as 
he strutted the halls on Monday.
  Later that evening, Ben picked his way slowly through the undergrowth, strewn 
with old litter from the town’s inhabitants. The place was eerily quiet. Ben suddenly 
wished that he had stayed with his buddies, and not decided upon some foolhardy ad-
venture. No. He would do this. Surely that silly old yarn about the monster was all just 
some make-believe rubbish?
  Finally, Ben had managed to reach the edge of the marsh. The overgrown grass 
itched against his leg, and a heavy dampness hung like massive curtains in the air. 
Somehow, this moment felt anticlimactic. A wave of disappointment and frustration 
washed over him. All that bother for nothi -- something grabbed Ben’s leg. He let out 
a yelp, but of course there was no one nearby to hear his desperate cries. Another hefty 
yank, and before he knew it, he was gone.
  It burped loudly, the sound reverberating in the air like a large gong that had just 
been struck. That meal was an unexpected one, pleasant, but unexpected. It smiled, a 
hideous, snarling grimace. Perhaps those humans had gotten too complacent. Perhaps 
they needed to be taught a lesson. 
  It rose, its colossal limbs making it an effort to do so. It exited the marsh and be-
gan making its way towards the town….

The Marsh Monster
Zoe Bracken

age 15

The holy fish stands upright,
His skin shines and glimmers  
  through all day and night.
Leaping from shore to air,
His face is now in despair,
As the oxygen left him in fright.

Fish out 
of Water

Alex Brackfield

age 16

Spiorad ar shlí na fírinne 
Gan socracht is gan suaimhneas
Ag tiomáint timpeall na tíre
Na hanamacha troma ag sleabhcadh  
  le tuirse
Ag spaisteoireacht na sráide ó mhaidin  
  go hoíche.

Spiorad 
Sleabhctha
Jennifer Breathnach

dalta
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Spring is for new beginnings, getting out and starting fresh. Forget about January. 
January brings too much baggage from the year before. No, spring is the perfect time 
to begin. Begin to clear out your wardrobe or your headspace. Begin your new journey 
of self-discovery. Go for that walk and take in that view. So, she does. She puts on her 
winter woollies and her new sports leggings that she got for Christmas. She heads out 
on that first walk of spring.
  The path along the canal stretches for miles. If her feet can carry her, she would 
keep going. But then she remembers she can only go 5km. She can go no further; she 
follows the rules. Even if her feet can take her, she won’t. Once her walking app tells 
her she’s reached 5km, she will turn around and head back home. 
  The canal is alive with wildlife. There’s the herring staring straight into the water, 
waiting for its perfect moment. There are the beautiful swans, gracing the canal with 
their presence. Then the ducks are there, as always watching and waiting. Even though 
its busy with life it’s still the most calming place she knows. She loves to watch the 
wildlife; it calms her during these uncertain times.
  She thinks about the fact the herring never breaks its focus. It keeps, its eye on 
the prize, ready to pounce. No other thought occupies its mind. Her mind isn’t like the 
herring’s. She envies its concentration. Her thoughts are scattered, rippling like the 
water below. One thought triggers another and they get bigger and bigger. Sometimes 
she feels like she’s drowning in worry. Her worries grow with each minute. This new 
normal is unsettling. The hopelessness has set in. She can’t see hope for the future, she 
has no room for those thoughts. But the herring never gives up hope. It has a one-track 
mind. It will catch the fish. It will succeed. 
She thinks about this thought as she walks along the canal. She wonders what it would 
be like to have so little worry. She imagines herself carefree. Suddenly there’s a spring 
in her step. She realises that by just imagining herself carefree she has become free 
from her worries. She has pushed any negative thoughts to the back of her mind. She 
knows that this feeling won’t last but she’ll enjoy it for now. For now, she is on a cool, 
spring walk along the beautiful canal. For now, there are ducks quacking, a herring 
stalking prey and swans majestically taking to the skies.

5km For Now
Caroline Brannigan

adult

Ag seasamh ón seansaol, go láidir
An t-uisce suaimhneach ag sciurdadh
An saol ag dul thar bráid
Miotal iomaíocht meirgeach anois
Ag seasamh ón seansaol, scriosta ag smoirt.

An Droichead
Jennifer Breathnach

dalta

Building Site
Edward Amusat 

age 15
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Bíonn na héin agus na coiníní ag dul timpeall go saor. 
Féachann an áit sin i gconaí draíochta dom.
Nuair a théann an ghrian síos, agus nuair a lastar soilse na cathrach, 
Níl aon oileán eile gur mhaith liom a bheith air. 
Oileán an Bhulla.

An tOileán
Sadhbh Burns-Teeling

aois14

Fear sneachta, fear sneachta,
ag seasamh amuigh sa bhfuacht.
Ó níl ach tá an ghrian ag taitneamh go 
hard,
Tá tú ag tosú ag imeacht
Slán, a fhear sneachta.

Fear 
Sneachta

Lara Burch

aois 16

Earth is to Air is to Nature
is to Light is to Water!

Elem-
ents

Miriam Carroll

adult

4342



Colours
Fabiana Carbonell

age 17

desire to be free 
recurring memories
alas tis the day 

Groundhog Day
Kate Chandler

age 15

Is é Áras an Uachtaráin baile ár n-uachtarán faoi láthair.
Gach seachtain rithim thart ar Áras an Uachtaráin ar mo rith seachtainiúil.
Tógadh Áras an Uachtaráin i 1751.
Tá sé suite i bPáirc álainn an Fhionnuisce.
Tá an t-ádh linn uachtarán iontach a bheith againn a chuireann teanga agus 
cultúr na hÉireann chun cinn.

Áras an Uachtaráin
Conn Butler

dalta
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The Snowman and 
the Flower
Larissa Candido

age 15

My Lockdown
Jenny Andreea Capatan

age 17
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Green and grey, in contrast
Time and turmoil, outlast
Untouched by passing years
History that perseveres
Countless moments, amassed.

‘Clontarf, 
still in time 
limerick’

Ruairí Lynch

age 14

Quarantine Walks
Amy Carter

age 15

Tree
Bare tree
Bare tall tree
Bare tall grey tree
Bare tall grey gnarled tree

The Tree

Srijani Chowdhury 

age 12

Nílim in ann iománaíocht a imirt mar  
  gheall ar COVID-19.
Ach bhí an bua againn i bhFéile 2019.
Is geall le Club Gaelach muid, 
mar is teaghlach mór amháin muid,
Ag traenáil, bím an-chainteach.

Cathal Ó Maolchaoin

aois 15

‘Nílim in ann iomán-
aíocht a imirt mar 
gheall ar COVID-19’
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A Day in 5K
Florence Chipperfield

age 12

Mo shaoirse faoi ghlas 
(my freedom in lock down)

Saoirse 
(Freedom) 
Sunny Conboy

aois 14

I wish to know the past of the wall that is  
 forgotten beside the seaside cliff.
Before time had let its structure dissolve  
 into the grainy dirt.
Before the ivy slowly consumed its broken,  
 crumbled structure.
Before it withered away with the howling  
 wind and the unforgiving rain.
I wish I knew why it was lost and over 
 looked by the cruel ways of time.

The Cliff-
side Ruins
Ava Copelin

age 13

There’s the letter begging for a break from their  
 mortgage repayments
And the get well soon card to the sister who got  
 Covid working on the front line
And the An Post card to Nanny letting her know that  
 they are thinking of her
And the birthday, Easter and Christmas cards be 
 cause we couldn’t all come together
And the mass card because condolences couldn’t be  
 offered in person.

The Post Box
Jennifer Corcoran

adult
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It was dawn. The sun had not risen yet. 
Ami’s mesmerised look was staring into 
the distance, at the astonishing view. 
The longing silence created a calming 
moment, the first one in a while. She was 
waiting for the break of day. She wanted 
to enjoy a peaceful moment alone.
Her attention was seized by a darkened 
cloud stretching in the horizon. She was 
hypnotised in its puffiness. Ami found 
herself shifting to the thought of its 
soft-looking appearance, trying to cov-
er the dominating darkness. She was so 
absorbed in her thoughts, she forgot to 
focus on the sunrise.
Instantly, the sunrise struck the window 
and it all came back to her: the vague 
memories, the lights flickering with 
the vibrant colours of red and blue, the 
wailing sirens, the piercing sound in her 
ears. Her agitated breath was uncon-
trollable. The panic was taking over. In 
her inward eye, she could vividly see the 
shattered glass on the cold ground as 
people’s alarmed voices were echoing in 
the background. The impact was unpre-
dictable, unavoidable.
At once, the bright sunrise was covered 
by the menacing clouds. Ami snapped 
from the encountered trance, however, 
was welcomed back by the magical pan-
orama in front of her.
She didn’t know how much more the 
memories of that frightening night 
would be hunting her, but she knew this 
wasn’t something you could avert. She 
could only endure it.

Adelina Coptu

age 14

Breaking 
Down

Some might describe you as shy,
I would rather say you are a fighter.
To wake up before anybody is awake,
To rise against the pale, soft back 
 ground,
It takes great effort.

To push against the thickness of dense  
 cotton balls,
To spread your golden ribbons as far as  
 the horizon lets you,
To reach our lifeless windows,
To let your dazzling colours drip slowly  
 on the frozen pavement,
It takes great courage.

To overflow with warmth, a bitter day,
Into a heaven covered in golden foil,
To fire up the sky until all of the houses  
 in view,
Bathe in a puddle of pure light.
It takes great strength.

Today, however, you slept in,
As if you were weakened by the chilly  
 air of the morning.
And I was gripped by the overwhelming  
 feeling,
That you will slowly extinguish,
Until everything left is the cold gloom of  
 the dark.

Morning 
Sun
Dorina Coptu

age 14
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Look into his eyes, for he sees no worry. 
Look at his paws, so soft and furry.

Look at his face, flying through the air.
For as long as he lives, he’ll feel no despair.

From dogs there is so much to learn.
They’re happy, we’re sad about what we earn.

This dog’s demeanour brings joy to me
Because his lack of sadness is all I see.

But it makes me sad, enough to cry,
That he hasn’t a notion, he’ll one day die.

Dogs
Padraig Darcy

age 16

Bookshelf oh bookshelf you hold so many books
You make it so easy to read all I want,

Bookshelf oh bookshelf you may not hold all my books,
But you hold enough for me,

Bookshelf oh bookshelf you hold my favourite books
They sit between your shelves,

Bookshelf oh bookshelf you may not be shiny and new,
But you still do the job better than the rest,

Bookshelf oh bookshelf thank you for caring for my books,
Thank you for helping me store them too.

Leia Lee Croasdell

age 13

Bookshelf

This year has been like no other. 
  For Christmas, I got loads of nail stuff to practice my nail skills. I have been doing the 
same five fingernails, because I can’t do anyone else due to COVID-19 restrictions. There 
is nothing better to do than practicing doing nails. All of this practice will pay off one day. 
The smell of the nail stuff is so strong it stinks up my whole house. 
  Every time I practice nails, my mam gives out. She says,“Oh my god, the smell is hor-
rible. Open a window.” She gets the same reply back, all of the time: “It’s too cold to open 
a window.” 
  I never realised about the smell until I took a five-minute break and walked back up the 
stairs. It wasn’t the best smell; it really does stink up the house! But I like doing it so I’m 
going to stick to it. Doing these nails makes me really calm. 
  With this lockdown and not being allowed out, not even allowed to go to school, I feel 
I’m getting more annoyed as the days go on. Doing nails makes me happy and calm and 
ever since I started doing them, I feel less annoyed and less lazy. Doing and practicing nails 
gives me a reason to get out of bed every day and do something productive with my life 
during these times. 
  I have at least five deliveries on the way with more nail stuff and I just can’t wait to get 
them. Exciting times all around. Everything comes to an end one day; I just hope it’s not 
my passion for nails. 

Nails by Abbie
Abbie Coyle

age 16

Bím ag cleachtadh anseo gach lá,                                             
Don pheil agus iomáint, níl agam ach grá.                                 
Ag bualadh na liathróide thar an trasnán,                            
Ag súil nach dtéann sí isteach i gcrann.
Ag ullmhú do laethanta níos fearr atá amach romhainn.

Cian de Creag

dalta

Bím Ag Cleachtadh 
Anseo Gach Lá
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An pháirc trasna an bhóthair 
Láthair an dúlra gach mí den bhliain, 
Spás le spraoi ,
Peil ann ag an deireadh seachtaine,
Daoine ar na bealaí siúil, 
Solas na gealaí i gcónaí draíochtúil.

An Pháirc Trasna An 
Bhóthair
Rachel De Bhál 

dalta

I wander out the door with my mask in hand. The cold air feels nice on my face, the 
trees dance while the wind blows. The roads seem empty, as all the cars that usually 
fill the roads are now parked and lifeless. The neighbours are walking down the road 
with their necks turned sideways to have a chat with the person behind. 
  I get in the car and pull out of the driveway, in search of a new oven. And a fry-
ing pan. Turns out frying rashers and day drinking do not mix. Who knew? It wasn’t 
so bad - I got to roast marshmallows on an open oven fire. I might have to buy a new 
air freshener, the whole house smells like burnt toast. With no butter. But I finally 
got to use my fire extinguisher as more than just a dance partner. 
  Day drinking on my only day off, I must have missed work. It’s kind of funny 
thought. I usually run into fires, not away from them, screaming in my fluffy pink 
robe, running up and down the road, calling for help. They had to save my bottle of 
vodka. When I finally get to the store, after queuing outside in the lashings of rain 
with my mask on and people standing LESS than six feet away from me, I finally 
find the perfect new oven. It was modern and had an A + rating that reassured me 
that it was perfect. 
  I get to the cashier and there is a short plump man standing in front of me with 
a long blond moustache. He has a balding head of hair that is slicked back with what 
looked like the grease from my frying pan. He asks me, “Do you need help carrying 
it to your car?” I think to myself, “He couldn’t even carry a sack of potatoes to his own car. 
How was he gonna get a 500-pound oven to my car?”
  I then somehow think, “He’s mocking me” as I’ve gained the COVID 20 pounds, 
but I roll up my sleeves, lean over and pick up my new oven. I lift the oven up three 
feet off the ground before I accept the help that a cashier has offered me. Once the 
oven is securely in my car, I head off down the road and go through the drive through 
at McDonald’s in Airside and get myself a Big Mac as a reward for a hard day’s work.

An Uneventful Day 
in Lockdown
Chloe Kearney

age 16
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My Dublin five kilometres is full of interesting animals enjoying life in the wild!
The fox likes to hang out in the woods while the otter likes to eat fish from the river.
The beautiful blue and orange kingfisher is brilliant at catching small fish for a tasty lunch.
The brown and white dipper dives into the water in search of some snacks.
Ireland’s favourite bird, the lovely robin, can be seen perched on branches or fences and is  
 usually heard singing its heart out. 

My Favourite Animals 
in My Dublin 5km
Una Dixon

adult

Green trees are beautiful, 
Especially in Autumn.

When the leaves fall, 
And hit the wall. 

The branches are bare, 
With nothing to spare. 

The birds chirping 
Away in the trees. 

Making beautiful songs 
That last so long. 

Trees
Katie Dixon

age 12

Sean- 
Eaglais 
Eiscir
Conor Ó Néill

dalta
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Green- the bushes rustling in the breeze,
Black- the park river’s water that glitters like jewels,
White- the snow on the garden trampoline,
Yellow- the daffodils that grow prettier every day,
Pink- the colour of the world as the sun slips away,
A rainbow that guides me through the grey blankness of life in lockdown.     

Julianne Dodd

age 12

Colours of My 5K

The year is 2020.

The year is 2020, the outbreak has been  
 going on for two years.

The zombies were outside, and we were  
 inside the fence,

We thought that the virus would be  
 gone by now, but it is not.

We want our world back and the free- 
 dom we had.

So, we will fight for what is rightfully  
 ours.

The Out-
break
Cian Donnelly

age 15

Two fat birds 
I don’t know where they’ve been 
I don’t know their names 
Or if they have one, but I do know 
They’re fat

Two Fat 
Birds

Poppy Dornan

age 14

Five-word short story:
Hungry buzzard, cute crows scared.

Covid 
Corvids
David Drew

age 14
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This football field is where I play.
The only time bad thoughts and memories go away.

A full 90 minutes played with heart,
Football is a sport of elegance and art.

This is my home.

Kian Doyle

age 17

The Beautiful Game

The sun is tired and shy,                                                                                                  
Just visible behind the houses.
The grass is a soft, fluffy green blanket,                                                                                   
Comforting you as you walk.
The colours in the sky are a paint pallette,                                                                           
With all colours complementing each other.
The trees are sculpture without their leaves,                                                       
With bare and defined branches.
The path is a winding road of adventure,                                                                  
Ready for you in the distance.

Evening 
Walk
Amy Ferris

age 12

Seo é an túr cruinn. Thángthas air sa 
séú haois i Sord, Baile Átha Cliath. 
Tá sé fós ina sheasamh inniu agus tá 
sé an-sean. Tá an láithreán stairiúil 
agus tá sé in aice le mo bhunscoil. Tá 
sé suite i mbaile agus thángthas ar an 
mbaile idir an dara haois déag agus an 
naoú haois déag, agus thángthas air an 
mhainistir i 512AD. Tá an túr cruinn in 
aice leis an eaglais. 

An Túr 
Cruinn
Erica Elliott

aois 15
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He liked to go to the skate park
To get out of his house and away from work
It kept him calm
And helped him think.

He liked to take time to look at the graffiti 
  on the walls
He loved how much imagination and colour
Go into the symbols, words
And drawings

He liked to go down the ramps so
He could feel the air turn into the wind
On his face
He smelt the flower from beside the park  
 and the slight

Skate Park
Abby Hanan Moran 

age 15

Smell of smoke from the group of teenagers  
 that walked by

He liked to use his own personalised skate- 
 board
That he made to down the ramps and get the  
 motivation to 
Learn new tricks
Every day

What he never knew was how quickly acci- 
 dents
Like chipped teach and broken bones can  
 change to a
Life-threatening accident
One that they hope he can overcome

6564



As I woke, I looked outside,
I jumped right up, what a feeling inside.
As I opened the front door, snow was  
 falling,
I knew straight away, it would be my sis- 
 ter I was calling.
I knew right there it would be fun, but I 
better watch out because Covid might  
 come. 

The Snow 
Day
Darragh FitzGerald

age 14

Saol an mhúinteora sa bhaile.

Jennifer Finglas

duine fásta

Cian-
mhúineadh 

Flowers, flowers you smell so sweet but  
 I think you would be toxic to eat.
Flowers, flowers everywhere, in the  
 garden, in my hair.
In the vase, at the store.
Flowers bloom every year, 
Bringing everybody cheer.

Flowers

Caitriona Fitzgerald

age 12

Seanuaigh uaigneach, ag seasamh go hard 
Níl éinne ag teacht ar cuairt ag seasamh ar  
 an bhfód 
Na séasúir go léir ag scriosadh na cloiche 
Ach ag deireadh an lae tarlaíonn rud éigin  
 draíochtúil 
Tagann na spioraid amach ag canadh go  
 hanamúil

Rian Furlong 

dalta

Seanuaigh 
Uaigneach 

6766



Enjoy the snow.
We will get through.
It will be slow.
But we need you.
Do your part, please. 

We Will 
Get 
Through
Donal Óg Geraghty

age 14

The soft white sand with an ice cream  
 in hand.
The ice cream is nice and sweet it is the  
 perfect summer treat.
Running on the beach isn’t the view just  
 stunning.
The cool sea water on your toes as the  
 sea air blows. 
The mountains in sight, oh this place is  
 just right. 

Why I Love 
the Beach
Emily Heavey

age 13

Lockdown. It’s a messy business.

Edwin Giles

age 13

Lockdown
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I’ve never needed anyone,
That’s a lesson I’ve learned since I was young
Always picked me up when I’d cry, 
Because no one was around the day I opened my eyes

Everyone’s saying they’re there for me,
Always saying, “you’ll be happy eventually”
All they say is words, but they don’t really mean them
All that talk when I’m the one feeling,
All you do is let me down
I don’t need no one, 
I don’t need anyone

Because I will always have myself,
The one person there for me when no one else is,
I have my shoulder to cry on, rely on
I know I’m alone, but I’ve always been on my own

I’m sure once in a while, 
It’d be nice to have someone there for me

I never asked for this
There’s people I really miss, 
I don’t want to be alone, 
I don’t want to be alone
On my own, 
Never asked for this

On My 
Own
Irene Gonzales

age 15

My 5k 
Ella Grogan 

age 14
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The rain brings dread,
It brings fear to hearts,
But to me it brings, 
A hope, a spark.

The water fell and
Dropped it came,
And out did come,
A lake of rain.

Your heart would skip,
 a beat or two,
When springs would form,
A lake for you.

This all happened
a year back now, 
when water fell,
And the rain came down.

So, when you look,
upon the drops,
Always feel,
You’re at your top.

The 
Shower
Leah Harton

age 13

Coughing, breathing difficulties, loss of taste or smell.

On the edge of insanity. 

Very boring. 

I can’t believe I’m saying this, but I want to go back to  
 school.

Disney +, Spotify, Netflix, YouTube, TikTok, Snapchat,  
 Instagram, Facebook, Twitter, WhatsApp.

COVID
Aedin Hannigan

student

Online school, oh what fun 
A learning curve for everyone 

Clean my room because it’s a mess 
When my camera’s on, so I don’t stress 

Mum stop vacuuming! I’m on a call! 
No one can hear me at all! 

Which outfit will I wear today? 
Uniform? No. Comfy clothes all day 

Online school, oh what fun
A learning curve for everyone

Online 
Aoife Hosty

age 13

We Will Meet Again
Rory Hanon

age 14
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I live in a place in Dublin called Ballymun. And about four kilometres away from there is a 
place called the Botanic Gardens. 
  It does not cost any money to get in. It’s FREE. In that park there is a café where you can 
eat and have a cuppa. There is also a gallery with photos and other things. 
There’s a lot of flowers in the summer so there are a lot of bees everywhere. People try not 
to disturb them as they are very aggressive insects! They like to bring the sting! Honeybees 
aren’t as aggressive as bumblebees. You cannot get bumblebee honey because of their ag-
gression but killer bees are the most aggressive bees in the world. We don’t have them in 
Ireland, thank god! But for safety don’t get too close to honeybee hives. 
  A lot of squirrels live in the Botanic Gardens. They are grey squirrels. We don’t have red 
squirrels in Ireland. In the greenhouse there’s a lot of heat and a waterfall. One time there 
was colourful butterflies. There is a fruit orchard too. It has lots of fruit and berries. 
There are many flowers and plants from around the world too, like roses, tulips, lilies, daffo-
dils and lots more. There is a frog pond in the park as well.  If you get hungry, you can go to 
the café for lunch and a cup of tea or coffee - but keep two metres away from other people. 
  In the old days, we could get the 13A bus from where I lived and that would take us di-
rectly outside the park. But since that is no longer a bus, we now get the Number 4 or 155 and 
walk around the corner from the stop. 
  I drew a picture of five animals and five insects and drew what I like about The Botanic 
Gardens. 

Botanic Gardens
Jade Keating

adult

Feel the wind...
It’s cold outside…

See the sunset…
It’s getting dark…

Hear the cars…
Driving past…

Taste the frosty air…

Smell the flowers…
Spring is coming...

Sensing 
the Park
Mira Hendrickson

age 13

Trees clean the air,
Trees and plants can be used for 
certain medicines,
Trees prevent soil erosion,
Trees help reduce noise pollution,
Trees cool our homes and streets.

5 Reasons 
Why Trees Are 
Important
Caoimhe Kavanagh

age 13
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I chose this as my picture because this church is 
the centre of my area’s community. It is called 
St. John the Evangelist Church and it hosts lots of 
events in my community such as family fun days, 
cake sales and weddings.

Nearly 
Home
Daniel Keegan

student

I saw a robin yesterday
So, I took step closer to see him play
But as soon as I moved
He went off in a mood
And went on with his day.

Robin 
Limerick 
Kate Kelly

age 12

I can hear you from a mile away, 
Calling for me to stay,
You blow the wind towards me face,
Whilst I watch the waves race,
I cannot leave for I might lose my special 
place.

The Sea Niamh O’Kane

age 13

Closed shops and Christmas lights
The sorrowful feeling driving past
Not a single star in sight, 
Not knowing how long this will last
This peace and loneliness I will overcome,

Nothing can explain it,
The eerie vibe at night 
Constant sirens back and forth 
We’re putting up a fight
All will get better, after tonight.

Empty playgrounds all around 
No one to be seen
All fun places out of bounds
‘til we get a vaccine 
This is nearly over 

The smiles around are bare 
Just like the lifeless city streets 
This all feels unfair 
As history repeats 
Without change it continues 

It’s hard to describe this
Along with how we got here
The past we reminisce  
All fulfilled with fear 
Will this go on for another year 

2020
Shauna Kellett

age 15
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Shoot your shot like CURRY.
Fly high like JORDAN.
Help others like LEBRON.
Be determined like KOBE.
Don’t give up like IRVING.
Be unique like ZION.
Stay humble like HARDEN.
Be strong like O’NEAL.
Stay on your grind like NOWIZKI.
 but most of all,
be your own MVP like ANTETOKOUMPO.

Be Your 
Own MVP
Adamina Kiemanga

age 14

Here I see a place I used to be, 
With many friends I would gather, 
This can’t happen anymore, 
There is light at the end of the tunnel, 
I hope sometime that we can do this  
 once more. 

The Old 
Times
Elisha King

age 15

Oh, all the memories of this place are rushing back to me. The hazy and cloudy sky shadowing 
the grass. The delicate snow laying on the ground untouched. The air so fresh and crisp 
after the rain from the night before. The smell of trees was so intoxicating all the time. 
The beautiful colours, green and golden brown, of the scenic field and garden. It always 
looked like it was straight out of a painting. Everything playing back in my head when I did 
gymnastics in this garden for hours with my little sister. Our laughs bringing me joy all the 
time. It was the best summer of my life. 
  Then I was taken….
  This is where the story really begins. No sugar coating, just the pure truth. If you can’t 
handle it, I suggest you leave and hide under your bed because this is one bone-chilling story. 
  I woke up to the faint sounds of a vehicle. I still couldn’t fully open my eyes to have 
the smallest idea of where I was. I could hear someone talking on a phone. I tried to move 
my hand then came to the sudden realisation that they were tied behind my back. A painful 
headache hit me then it all came rushing back. I had been kidnapped. I opened my eyes to be 
faced with a woman staring at me.
  She had dark black hair and smoky brown eyes. Her eyes were piercing into my soul, like 
she was trying to take little of what I had left. I sat there waiting for her to say something. 
The silence was deadly. Suddenly the van we were in came to a halt. I was forced onto my 
feet. I remember one second I was with my sister in the field and now I’m here fearing for 
my very existence. I was rushed into some sort of warehouse.
  Impatiently waiting, I sat there tied up trying to figure out - why me? Then the door 
creaked open and that’s when he walked in. It was my primary school teacher! Questions 
came flooding into my mind. Before I could speak, he hushed me. The silence was stifling. 
Then he said that life-changing sentence. The field and garden that I had once carefree 
played in was where a murder took place many years ago. He said I was mysteriously linked 
to it. I stood there shaking and trying to process his words. Am I connected to a murder I 
know nothing of?
  To this day, I think about this experience as if it had happened yesterday. I’m still trying 
to piece all those events together but never get the answers I need so badly to get even one 
inch of sleep at night. You are probably wondering what happened after I found out that 
information. I never got to ask anything before the police stormed the warehouse. I was 
brought to safety and questioned but I never spilt anything. I snooped around and found out 
he wasn’t an actual teacher he was stalking me. 
  I live in wonder thinking about that dreaded day and the little old field with a dark 
secret….

Kathleen Lawless

age 16

Mystery in the Field
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Laistigh de mo cheantar, laistigh de mo chroí, gan imní ná eagla, 
is mé i mo luí,

Ag smaoineamh ar thada, an radharc os mo chomhair, níl aon rud 
ag teastáil, táim sásta go leor,

Is mé i mo shuí ann ar mo sháimhín só, mo chuid fadhbanna caill-
te, ní bhacaimse leo,

Is mé i mo shuí ann, an t-uisce’s an sruth, 

Tá na héin ag canadh, is táim ag éisteacht lena nguth.

Ar Mo 
Shuaimneas
Cathal Mac Aoidh

dalta

Mother of all waters
Your grace has filled us all
Nursing your sons and daughters
Your breasts nurture us when we bawl
With your son you had a strife
When raped, you had to flee
And when you’ve taken your life
Your sacrifice gave us the seven seas

None are safe when you lose your temper
Your anger transfers to the ocean
Cast up a storm and strike down any offender
The chains that we bare are now broken

Ódaya Yemoja
Ki Orisa ya ona ire ko ni 
We bow to you on our knees
Eternal spirit lay within in our rivers
Cure our women of infertility
Cleanse us of our sorrows
You will be forever known as our mother
For all of eternity

Our angel in disguise
There is nothing greater than your power.
Arise from the sea and give us life
And in your demise
Your death creeping in an hour

Ódaya Yemoja
Ki Orisa ya ona ire ko ni 
We bow to you on our knees
Eternal spirit lay within in our rivers
Cure our women of infertility
Cleanse us of our sorrows
You will be forever known as our mother
For all of eternity

Yemoja
Jessica Okogo

age 16
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Teach Bhaile an Chaisleáin ar maidin,
an spéir le feiceáil ar scáileán na habhann.
An ghrian ag soilsiú an fhéir agus na gcrann.
Níl aon saol le feiceáil
Ach na héin ag canadh agus na lachain ag ithe aráin.

Teach 
Bhaile an 
Chaisleáin 
Ar Maidin
Luke Mac Gormáin

dalta

Sióg, mistéar, dorchadas, féile, 
damhsa faoin spéir.

Na Síoga 

Senna Manigo

dalta

Each morning I awake,                              
My best friend is beside me.
She looks at me with loving eyes,
And excitement to start the day.

Polly is her name, with fur as soft as a feather, 
Her eyes are brown like chocolate,
With a bark that scares the postman, 
And chases the cats away.

She is not the cleverest of animals at all,
She would never run and chase the ball.
But she sits faithfully by my side, 
Forever offering her love and devotion.

If I have had a bad day,
And had a little cry, 
She would cuddle up close, 
And never ask why.

She really is a best friend, 
That will always be there, 
Because she is a best friend, 
That always will care.

Sophie Lawlor

age 13

My Best Friend
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Bhí leabharlanna lán le smaointe- b’fhéidir an ceann is cumhachtaí agus 
is contúirtí dá gcuid arm- Celaena Sardothien, Throne of Glass le Sarah 
J. Maas. 
  Do dhaoine áirithe, níl sa léitheoireacht ach breathnú ar leathanaigh 
agus na focail a léamh. Éalú do dhaoine eile, is áit é ina bhfuil grá, sonas, 
brón, briseadh croí agus bás. Is féidir le daoine nasc a bheith acu leis na 
carachtair toisc go bhfuil suim acu sna treochtaí nó sna rudaí céanna leo. 
Titeann na carachtair i ngrá, faigheann siad bás; is féidir leo sonas nó 
brón a chur ort. Is éalú ón domhan mór é agus gach rud gur mhaith leat 
fáil réidh leis. 

Books Transport 
Me To Wonderful 
and Interesting 
Places
Sophie MacDonnell

student

Feithidí agus féileacáin ag teacht ón spéir 
go cúramach, scartha le spás eadarthu. 
Fuacht fós le brath ó na míonna dúnta síos, 
ach teocht ag teacht ar ais, chomh mall 
le seilide, leis na cailíní is buachaillí ag 
bualadh le chéile thart timpeall ar chrainn 
na mbóithre go mall malltrialach.
  Laethanta lonracha den scoth a bhíonn 
ann sa samhradh. Cairdeas láidir gleoite tar 
éis fás,  díreach na duilleoga ceangailte den 
chrann. Sioscadh na ndéagóirí ag rith suas 
síos coirt na gcrann, agus gáire séimh le 
clos.
  Atmaisféar réidh ag rolladh isteach le 
titim na nduilleog lom. Níl tada le clois-
int anois, ó bhuairt go bród. Crann brónach 
ina sheasamh go séimh. Dorais na dtithe 
glasáilte arís eile, le chuile dhuine beo ar 
an taobh istigh. “Cúpla seachtain eile,” a 
gheall siad dúinn cúpla seachtain ó shin. 
An tuirse ag snámh isteach inár gcnámha 
laga. Ag súil le braoinín sneachta a mhothú 
go luath. 
  An talamh tuilte le huisce, agus grúpa 
níos lú i láthair. Aghaidh ghleoite clúdaithe 
le héadach fuar, caint throm agus chiúin ag 
teacht as béil na bpáistí. Buairt i súile gach 
duine acu, ach dóchas acu bualadh le chéile 
arís sa bhliain úrnua. An crann seasta, reo-
ite, ag cur a dhóchas isteach sa phota leo. 
  Suaimhneas searbh san aer. Níl ach 
duine amháin i láthair inniu. Braithim 
uaim an caidreamh, an cairdeas seasta sin. 
An gheonaíl shéimh ag rith síos mo chlu-
asa ó chraobha an chrainn loim. Níl fuaim 
na gcarranna, ná sioscairneach na n-ain-
mhithe le cloisteáil agam anois. Mó dhó-
chas lag, ach fós ann go fóillín. Braithim 
uaim mo chairde. Seasaim. 

Seasaim
Caoilainn Macneil 

dalta
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Costa 
Peace

age 16

Sarah Maguire

What happens on a windy day?
Sometimes things blow away,
Hats and hoods just won’t stay,
All the trees and bushes sway,
This has been a long Sunday.

What Happens 
on A Windy Day?

Isabelle Martin

age 12
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Ciara Maxwell

student

Within the bushes, there lives a heart of  
 metal.  
Why, of all places, did it choose leaves to  
 settle? 
When was it placed here? Who knows when!
I just hope it will still be here When I come  
 back again.

Isabella McMahon

student

Croí 
Miotail

Five Colours of 
Sea Point
Alana McCrohan

age 13
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This morning I woke up playing piano, 
Then I got transported back to baroque. 
I was peacefully tapping all the keys, 
And got thrown back 500 years.
 
I took some time to rub my eyes, 
And when I opened them, I got a big surprise.
I was in a ballroom and all I could see, 
Was my hero Vivaldi. 

Playing the violin happy as could be, 
Then he turned around and winked at me.
I pinched myself because I thought it was a 
dream,
I’m looking at Vivaldi! I thought I would scream.

With my willpower I held it in,
And then he gave me his violin.
I played a bit and gave it back,
And after that all went black.

I opened my eyes and I was home,
In time to finish this boring poem.
I looked to my left and to my surprise,
On my bed his violin lies.

Time 
Travelling
Kesia Mboko

age 16

5 Lines 5 
Colours
Sean McDermott

student
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The sky is blue with clouds of white
The day is warm as the sun rays shine
Children are out playing with their kite
Our worries fade away while everything  
 is fine

Birds still singing in the trees
But no butterflies show up
Rich green grass dances with the breeze
And flowers begin to close up

Soon the sun begins to fade
Waiting for the moon to take its place
flaming red scene in the horizon is made
afterglow on the water leaving a trace

Few bother to look at the blessing
too busy to notice mother nature’s gift
only two stand in silence observing  
 the scene
that only comes once a day

And quickly darkness covers as light is  
 leaving
and rainclouds gather to water the plants
and then it’s all gone
the rare pink ethereal site that comes  
 once a day

Sunset 
Poem
Julia Mierzwa

age 16

I found this sign while on my walk. I 
live near a blind school and I think that 
it’s important to watch out for blind 
people nearby. 

Martha Mosley

student

Mind
Our Blind 
People

This box is near where I live. It’s very 
creative and pretty. I’ve seen a few other 
boxes like this around Dublin. This one 
is closes to my house and I’m grateful 
that I get to see this beautiful artwork 
every time I drive by.

The Box That 
Delights In 
A Difficult 
Time
Lilly Anne Moran Bridgeman

student
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Leanann an nádúr ar aghaidh, 
Ag leanúint a amchláir féin, gan dul go tapa,
Tugann an normalacht seo compord dom,
I rith am atá úafásach lom, 
Leanann sé ar aghaidh.

Leanann sí 
ar aghaidh
Eimear Ní Cheallaigh

dalta

Here’s to a brighter 
future
Conal Murphy

age 13

An caife sa tsráidbhaile álainn 
Daoine difriúla ann gach lá 
Téim ann tar éis siúlóide  
I bpáirc lán le crainnte 
Is breá liom mo cheantar beag.

An Caifé 
ar an 
gCoirnéal

Caoimhe Ní Cheileachair

dalta

Ciara Maxwell

age 14
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Príosún Chill 
Mhaighneann Abby Ní Cholmáin

dalta

Glacaimid go deonach le laethanta mar seo
Laethanta grianmhara gan aon sioc
Ghlac muid go deonach leis an am lenár  
 gclann
Agus leis na laethanta gan rialacha dubh  
 agus bán
Ó 2019, airím uaim thú.

Suaimh-
neas
Leah Ní Shúilleabháin

dalta

Ag suí i mo sheomra 
an radharc céanna chuile choicís. 
Athraíonn an aimsir, 
athraíonn na huillinneacha,
Ach an radharc céanna atá romham.

An Fhuinneog
Eve Ní Dhonnaile

dalta
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It was a Friday evening. The perfect temperature, with just the right amount of 
wind. I had been excited all day to go and sail. 
  It was around seven o’clock when we left to go. It didn’t seem like there was 
going to be any bad weather, which was good. When we arrived, I immediately 
went to my boat. I got everything ready so I could start rigging it. After that, I got 
into my wetsuit. I had slightly outgrown it, but that wouldn’t have stopped me 
from going out on the water. I brought the boat on to the patch of grass where I 
began to rig it.
It was time for us to go onto the water. I put my boat back on its trailer and wheeled 
it down to the water. I carefully placed my boat onto the water and brought it up to 
shore, so it wouldn’t sail off without me. I put my trailer to the side and got back 
to my boat. I began to get ready to sail off. I got the boat facing the right direction 
and jumped onto it. I pulled my ropes to tighten the sail and began to sail away.
  I started off by following a triangular course, so I would be able to figure out 
if I rigged my boat correctly. I did three rotations around the course and began to 
fix the rig on my boat. The sun was beginning to go. There was a beautiful sunset, 
which made everyone stop and gaze. By this time of the day, the wind started to die 
down and people started to head back to shore.
  My way back was very slow. The wind had died down so much that I was barely 
moving. The rescue boats circled everyone, making sure that everyone was getting 
on well. They assisted anyone who was new and people who were having troubles 
on their boat. I got on well, but it took thirty minutes to reach the shore. I got off 
my boat and put it back on its trailer. I took the sails down and then began helping 
others with their boats. After everyone was on shore, I brought my boat back up the 
patch of grass where everyone began to derig their boats.
  Everyone had begun to get cold, including me. We tried to get our boats in as 
quickly as possible. But due to everyone’s hands being frozen from the cold air 
and water, we all struggled with our tightly knotted ropes and masts. In the end, 
everyone managed to get their boats derigged safely and we all brought our boats 
back. We covered the boats so nothing would rust from the rain and then we went 
into the clubhouse where we got back into our normal clothes. Most had a cup of 
tea to warm themselves up. 

On the 
Water 
Nikita Nichitin

age 15

Far from the chaos, but from ashore I was  
 sinking,
Deep in the ocean of thoughts they were  
 thinking
The sound of peace fills the air
Reminding the once known little baby girl  
 in the womb
Transcending into an independent woman.

A Blessing
Riabel Nicole Nunez

age 15

Anois tá an oíche ag teacht
Níl fuaim, ard nó íseal le cloisteáil
Tá sé leathuair tar éis a seacht
Tá an ghealach mhór le feiceáil
I mBaile Átha Cliath’.

Baile Átha 
Cliath san 
Oíche

Barra Ó Beolláin

dalta
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Istigh de 5km
Sadhbh Ní Néill

student

Páirc álainn in aice le mo theach
Áit álainn chun suí síos don chraic
I lár Leamhcáin atá sí 
Riachtanach do ghach éinne
Clainne agus cairde buailte le chéile.

An Pháirc
Aisling Ní Chatháin 

dalta

Radharc an Mheán Lae
Caoimhe Nic Oireachtaigh

dalta
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Ezramon: Five hours
He dons a chain shirt over his stained red tu-
nic. He wraps studded leather straps around 
his legs and fastens them tightly. He puts his 
helmet over his thick brown hair. He pants 
with the weight of it. As the army around 
him constructs ballistas and catapults, Ez-
ramon takes his whetstone to his iron axe, 
and sharpens the blade. He then slings the 
axe onto his back. He stretches thin leather 
gloves over his weathered hands, and then 
stretches studded gauntlets over them. He 
stares at his sword. As his allies open their 
texts, Ezramon sits in his hut, waiting.

Dunrath: Four hours
Inside the gatehouse, Dunrath reads from 
The Book of Silk - the Seventh Testament, 
Verse Four. The people around him either 
open the same text or pray on their knees. 
His eyes slowly savour the words in front 
of him, as they build hope in his shattered 
heart. Camaia. Her loss still stings him. 
He finishes the verse, and slowly begins to 
kneel. He prays for his success in battle, may 
he live to see the end of the siege, and may 
he avenge a lost friend. Many more minutes 
are passed in reflection, before the generals 
rouse them, and they gather information.

Ezramon: Three hours
They stand in three groups. Each group, 
twenty rows by thirty columns. Ezramon 
feels the air vibrate, as every man breathes 
in sync. On the opposing side, the men had 
begun chanting: “May the Gods guard our 
souls, may the Gods guard our souls.’”
  In return, Ezramon’s army begins a folk 
song, the lyrics adjusted to perfectly insult 
the Azaltonians. They sing of stripping their 
enemies’ masks from their faces, letting the 

Five Hours
Conor Savage

age 13

“sinful air’”burn their throats. Their foe, 
unfazed. 

Dunrath: Two hours
Dunrath tenses. The general gives the cry 
and every soldier readies their weapons. 
Their breaths, ragged. The archers perch 
on the ramparts, poised to strike. Dunrath 
grips his claymore tightly. His people be-
lieve in naming their weapons, so Dunrath 
had called his Camaion. He doesn’t know the 
men beside or in front of him. He had only 
one friend, and that one was lost. 
  “May they guard our souls,” he whis-
pers. He will avenge his love.

One hour
The gate opens, and the army surges out.

Dunrath and Ezramon: Zero hours

Sweat. Dirt. Heat. Azaltonians charge. 

Hacking. Shoving. 

Dead.

Body in front.

“Darlo!”

Dead.

Screaming.

Deafened.

Arrows whizz past.

Turns-

Arrow hits shoulder.

Grabs. Yanks.

Blood.

Numb.

Spins. 

Cry.

“Faithle-”

Hacks. Spray.

Dead.

Falls.

Grime. Dirt. Bloodstained.

Hears again.

Roaring.

“Zealot!”

Stares. Swipes.

Misses.

Laughs. Thrusts.

Dodges.

Pain.

Grimace.

Jumps. Swipes down. Strikes.

Dead.

Yell.

Turns. Enemy. Runs-

Missiles fly past.

Explosion. Launches back.

-

Hacking. Kills.

Bleeding. 

Pain.

Turning.

Swipes.

Dead.

Roaring.

Screaming.

Turning.

Enemy-

Missile lands.

BOOM. 

Launches back.

-

“Get UP.”

Dust. Smoke.

Pain.

“Fight, you-”

Vision clears.

Azalton soldier.

Stands up. Unscathed.

Enemy had disappeared.

Stumbles. Swipes. Kills.

Dirt. Blood. Sweat.

Tears. Wipes away.

Enemy.

-

Azaltonian.

Their eyes meet.

Pause. Gasp.

“TRAITOR!”

Claang. “Dunra-”
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Foirgnimh i bhfad uainn 
Clann lachain ag snámh ar an abhainn
Suaimhneas i ngach áit seachas,
Éin sna crainn
Is lacha ag ithe aráin.

Suaimhneas 
Sa Nádúr 
Niall Ó Maoilmhín 

aois 15

Díonghlasáil
Oliver Ó Braonain 

dalta

Maireann fréamhacha na Gaeilge go 
smior inár gcnámha, inár gcuislí agus 
inár gcroíthe istigh, i ngan fhios dúinn 
féin. 

Fill ar do dhúchas.
Fill arís ar do chuid. 
Gráigh an Ghaeilge.
Is leatsa í.

Grá Don 
Ghaeilge 
Johnny Ó Flannagáin 

duine fásta

Clontarf Castle
Conall Ó Broin

age 13

105104



The librarian looked through the books.  Each one felt older than the last. The paper 
was dusty with stains and rips or scribbles. No one had been to the library in ages. 
May I remind you, this was the year 4780, and everyone had forgotten about old li-
braries and their threadbare books. All the people cared about were electronics these 
days. The librarian sighed, maybe a cup of tea and some biscuits with a good story 
would cheer her up.
  Once snuggled up with her warm cup of tea and a few digestives, the librarian 
began to think of which book she would read. Then a book fell down a shelf with a 
THUD! She instantly turned around and looked at the book, it said... 2020 The Disas-
ter. She flipped through the pages and found one story called “The 5km Distance.” 
And the story started with two words: five thousand. 
  Five thousand. My grandma turned five thousand today, at least I think she did. She seems 
like an alien from another world. How? I’ll tell you how: she doesn’t speak, not to anyone! 
She doesn’t like soap operas, cartoons or action movies and all she eats is soup. She’s weird. 
And she’s stuck here. Mom and Dad said it was only for the night, but after these new restric-
tions came, she couldn’t go back. We don’t have a car and she doesn’t like local transport. I 
once heard Mom saying the Gran’s traumatised after her diagnosis. She’s sick, she wants to go 
home. It would be her birthday wish.
  So I decided to make her birthday wish come true. That night I hoisted Gran, in her night-
ie, outside the window and jumped out of our bungalow. I used Mom’s phone and looked up 
Gran’s address. I packaged her luggage and put it on my bike and let Gran sit on the back. 
Although she was startled, I was determined to get her home. After a few metres, I felt myself 
getting weary! But I pushed myself, for Gran. 
  Speaking of Gran, once I was out of the county, Gran started pointing to a house up at a hill. 
  “There!” she said out of nowhere. 
  I turned back. “You can speak?!” 
  But I let my hands off the steer and before I knew it- CRASH!
  When I woke up, I was surrounded by a bunch of Gardaí with masks and my parents in an 
ambulance. There was no sign of Gran. It was 5am. No one said anything about Gran until I 
asked. 
  “W-where’s Gran?”
  It was silent.
  “She’s at home. Her real home,” Mom finally said. 
  When I looked out the window to see the house on the hill it was no longer there. Just a hill 
and the sunlight. 
  The librarian’s biscuit cracked, and the crumbs sprinkled onto the page. She was 
intrigued, but when she flipped the page, the pages were ripped. She needed to read 
the rest and share this story. It was final - the library is back to business!

The Five Kilometres
Saisha Dumy Okeke

age 12

I
Architecturally beautiful... magical to view
On a sunny day such as this
Or grey and dismal hues
A safe haven to everyone, comforting and soothing.
Always there to keep us strong,
Sun shining brightly, or maybe clouds gather?
Then the rainbow comes along. 

II
Vibrant and colourful, adding to the majesty
It’s not hard to see where miracles belong
In this garden of odyssey.
Tears of sadness and letting go
Regular occurrence
In this blessed space.

Also

III
Great joy and happiness frequent
The joyous occasion... celebratory event!
Children of all ages gather to peek
A spiritual home to all who seek
This pride and joy of our area,
Ethereal and Romanesque on holy ground

IV
Family flock here all year round.
Reflection, mindfulness and maybe a tear
Always and forever St. Agnes will be here.

V
Maybe un a decade or two 
Someone will stand here and think of you
Amazed at your splendorous beauty and 
Ambiance
To welcome us home to your patient presence. 

Reflections of St Agnes 
Church Crumlin Dublin

Joan O Neill

adult

In memory of Joan O Neill Snr (25th 
June 1934- 31st December 2020)
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Sa phictiúr seo tá sliabh i bPáirc na Mílaoise. 
Is í seo an áit a bhuail mé le mo chairde su-
lar thosaigh an dianghlasáil. Freisin cúpla céad 
bliain ó shin bhí caisleán ar an gcnoc. Chuaigh 
seandálaithe ag tochailt san áit agus fuair siad 
a lán creatlach ann. An fáth go mbuailimid san 
áit seo ná go bhfuil sé in aice leis an ionad si-
opadóireachta agus in aice le páirc peile.

An Sliabh 
i bPáirc na 
Conor Ó Muileor 

student

Tranquillity circles the pond,
in Poppintree Park.
Ducks and swans swim with their young,
Children and dogs play on the steps.
The fountain glitters underneath a blue 
sky. 

Finglas

Bernadette O’Reilly

adult

As I stalked across the shifting sands, 
I looked towards the sea, taking a moment to 
 relax as I was hit by a steady breeze.
I was taking in the scenery, 
when the sun began to set over the glistening  
 Irish Sea,
I looked over the shiny sand to Lambay Island  
 and I thought hurray this would make a  
 good photo with the sun scattered across  
 sand and sea.

Sun Scat-
tered Across 
Sand and Sea
Joseph O’Laoi 

age 15

Pictúir le 5 dhath
Eoin Ó Tuathaláin

student

109108



She sits in her mother’s lap, rocking
An alien world above her.
Magic dances in her blood as danger dances on the edge of a knife.
The world knew then it would never be the same.

She raises herself to her feet, watching
Exploring the world around her.
She loses her voice, becoming less passionate.
Less angry.
Less awake.
Breaking apart.
But those who once knew her were sure of her return.
When they called the women witches, they heard it as an admission
That magic really did exist.

Forward she walks, tall.
She learns to stand tall instead of falling to her knees
When times are hard.
The sun sinks to its knees in envy when it hears her speak
Yet by morning, she raises it up once more.
She sits alone
Conquering the world within her.
The orphic quality of her eyes entrances the others
To sit in the silhouette of her brilliance.
Never again would she lend a hand to the destruction of her soul.
She spoke for those whose voices had been shattered.

She returns once more to the bench
Weary now. 
Noticing everything and nothing, 
She remembers the days she fought 
For years she had existed only passionately, only unapologetically
Her love a burning a flame, her outrage a stronger one. 
But now she sits
Watching the women before her grow
And reach the heights she could not.
Fluent in silence, she observes the world beneath her.
Her eyes contained multitudes.
Her silver hair powerful as thunder on a stormy day.

The Things She’s Seen
Eve O’Callaghan

age 15

The years went on, without her
She was stardust, a distant memory 
Of fury, of pain, of struggle.
Those who remembered her speak of her essence,
How her essence whispers to them still:
Come sit with me a while.

Deerpark Bench with the inscription ’Come sit with me a while, Sheila Dunne’

You look up at the clouds at dusk, looking so pink 
  and soft like you could eat them,
Wondering where they can be from and where  
 they’re going, hoping that one day you will be  
 able to reach them.
You want to go out and see them but instead you  
 watch from your window,
Will you ever see a nice sky like this again? Want- 
 ing to stay like this forever.
But just like clouds, time moves on but if only  
 things could be as peaceful as clouds.

Clouds

Divine Onwuegbusi 

age 16
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There’s a boy who stands with the birds at his hands
And there still he stands for days
Until it comes time for the trees to sway
And for the birds to leave his hands of clay

Only then will he frolic and sing all day
Only then will he snooze in grass and hay
Only then will his little birds migrate south
Until then they must withstand the cold and the grout

He and his swallows will soon return
To the river where he once waited for them
There where his mother has waiting in turn
To sing lullabies for her son once again

Until then he must smell the wafts from the shops
A Chinese, a chipper and laundromat 
And watch the children as they walk about
Grimacing at their words as they laugh and shout

How he longs for the hills of Galway
For a moment to worry if his birds will fly away
But until then he must sit and wait
For a time when his biggest worry was when he last ate

Grace O’Halloran

age 13

The Statue 
of Eoinín 
na nÉan

At first glance, a lonely tree.
Dull and dirty it seems to be.
I rub my hand along its spine,
Rough and rigid against the test of time.

The tree stands alone, the tree stands bare.
Is it not cold in the winter air?
People walk by, don’t stop, don’t cry,
Our world is dying, can they not try.

Walk closer, and take it in – 
Birds that chirp and birds that sing,
Taste the fresh air on your tongue,
And realise you’re too high strung.

Touch the tree and feel release.
Stress and fear give way to peace.
Dull and dirty, it seemed to be,
Magnanimous and majestic it is to me.

The tree is alone, an era of solitude,
It must stay strong, it must show fortitude.
The long, cold winter will come to an end,
Appear the leaves, the sun: his family, his friend.

The Tree

Sophie O’Hanlon

adult
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Three kilometres away is
where the fairies stay in their

little houses.

Fairy Forest
Lucy O’Rourke

age 15

I think the fairies’ houses are very 
pretty. And so does everyone else 

because it is always very busy!

With doors of every colour, 
this fairy forest is like no other.

Each door has its own tree 
and is decorated beautifully.

It’s best to visit at night 
time, as the fairy lights will 

sparkle and shine.

Slant shade, slight shower,
Seagulls squawking, slurry smell,
Salt swim – Where’s sixth sense?

SSSSenses
Nollaig Rowan

adult

Béascna
Stairiúll
Comórtas
Ainmhian
Radhairc dhochreidte

Páirc an 
Chrócaigh
Matthew Porter

dalta

To be a cat it may be tough,
but the perks that come with it is a buff,
From being perched at the top of the shelf in spite,
With a cat not being limited to the ‘campsite,’
So, they venture past a Gardaí Covid spot-check in the moonlight.

It may be weird for the cat though,
As the silence steadily lingers in any glow,
Moon or sun, it doesn’t matter,
As this virus hits any ‘platter.’
Although the cat may not know, 
That the humans are laying low,
So, it pounces around in freedom, 
So, if we ever need ‘em,
We will see it bounce around in its habitat.
This is why I wish I was a cat.

Sarah Pettigrew

I Wish I Was A Cat
age 15
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Nobody really knew the purpose of these monoliths. They stand in their respective estates, 
towering above both man and boy. Each one is surrounded by houses and grass. Many cit-
izens assume it’s just a thing of architecture. Many imagine it’s a monument to those who 
departed from this world. Whatever it is, it towers above the children, screaming and laugh-
ing with joy. No spotlight shines on them, all but one. 
  This monolith, with a flower decoration, lies surrounded by concrete. An arch looms just 
before it. During the day, children light the monotone courtyard with joy and happiness. At 
night, when the sky is dark, and the streetlights glow a warm orange, a lamp lights it up 
from beneath. The pillar appears otherworldly and tempting. Walking to the pillar beneath 
the echoey arch makes you think that this is something that hides power beyond this world.
  How do I explain it? Sometimes I catch myself thinking about the things that are inac-
cessible and unusual. Are they magical? What lies beyond the fence by the hill in my estate? 
Is there something otherworldly about these monoliths? Are they connected to a prophecy 
long lost? Was it set there by the aliens or ancient humans looking for power? I might be 
seventeen soon but looking at all the weird trivial things surrounding me makes me bust 
with questions.
  There is an earthly explanation, far more boring other than ‘decoration.’ Maybe it’s a 
memorial? Maybe it means something to the estate owner? The council thought the green 
looked boring with nothing but grass and trees? Whatever it is, I still imagine that it’s some-
thing more otherworldly. What reason is there to erect a monolithic decoration other than “I 
think it looks nice?” I am a fan of aesthetics for the sake of them, but at least I could inspire 
some thinking by adding runes.
  Aside from anything else, these monolithic decorations are a nice touch to an other-
wise monotone neighbourhood. Speaking of which, parts of them remind me of something I 
dreamt of. I walk through a neighbourhood, on a mission to help someone, or just run away 
from an enemy or crime. Maybe if the monolith was a dream-like manifestation of some-
thing and the neighbourhood was set out to protect it? Or maybe it’s just standing there as a 
statue that towers above me that I took as shelter from something?

The Mys-
terious 
Monument
Ema Prava

age 16

Stepping outside on a cold winter’s morning, you’re expected to be filled with misery as 
the cold from the air got to your toes. Streets filled with thick fog, leaving you unable to 
see the road ahead, people rushing around in hats and scarves, trying desperately to be 
unbothered by the chill in the air.
  However, sometimes winter throws you a curveball, making you pause from your 
busy schedule for a moment to admire the simpler things around you. Like when Oc-
tober rolls around and you notice the rustle of leaves beneath your feet as you walk. Or 
seeing a sycamore seed fall from a tree like a helicopter.
  Seeing a beautiful array of colours mixed together in a winter sky is one of those 
curveballs. You get up, expecting another miserable morning of unruly wind or puddles 
on the path, but instead you’re greeted with a sky full of autumnal colours, which looks 
like an edited picture for social media. 
  Everyone around you notices it too, and almost in unison take out their phones to 
capture the beauty of the morning sky, knowing soon enough it will be replaced with 
the miserable sky you know all too well.
  When everyone is satisfied with the pictures they’ve taken, life moves on once again. 
The sky follows you around for a while, reminding you of the memory of it that will now 
last forever on your phone, but as the hours go by, the unusual mirage of colours soon 
fades away, returning to the normal winter sky.

Emma Reilly

age 16

Winter 
Sky
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From my roof, the sun is rising, 
Though not what I’m focused on, is it surprising? 
I see homes, a car, trees and a mountain in the distance 
As I sit here in awe, glad of all this existence. 
Because this isn’t just Swords, this is our canvas of creation.  
 
My neighbours are at slumber, but I have risen, 
‘I wake up when the sun does’ - it’s always a given. 
But I’m not alone, no, another has awoken, 
A little boy on his window, viewing the sky, taking it in, 
Then starts to paint a beauty of his own, on his canvas of creation. 
 
Then I look to the side, notice a building past the houses, 
It’s my primary school, years of mine, spent in their classes. 
For being in my past, I’m recalling déjà vu, 
Of the lessons of life, I was bound to do. 
I, their canvas of creation, as they the paintbrush of my formation. 
 
Trees, trees and more trees galore, 
Enough to count as an army at war. 
Except there is no battle between nature and nature, 
Together their vibrant shades, create a perfect portraiture. 
Doubtlessly, plants feature themselves on our area’s canvas of creation. 
 
Young, old, or an age in between, 
You should prepare yourself, for the unforeseen. 
It’ll add on to the blank edges of this aberration.  
In front of us, lies Swords, our developing canvas of creation. 

The Can-
vas We’ve 
Built for 
Ourselves

Mariangela Rotaru 

age 16

When the raindrops fall,
Down from the sky,
As the rain comes pondering down,
I sprint half-wet,
To the umbrella tree.

The Um-
brella 
Tree
Pratiksha Singh

age 12

Seán Spain

age 14

Twelve 
Jerseys 
for Eight 
Years
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Wave after wave like
days, each one the same
leaving me untouched,
but wondering how 
long can this go on.

Chris Stokes

The Sea
adult

Ballaí ceathair faoi cheathair,
Mar an gcéanna le inné,
Fanann glaonna Zúm liom,
Arán úr san oigheann,
Lá eile sa dianghlasáil.

Four by four walls,
Same as yesterday,
Zoom calls await,
Fresh bread in the oven,
Another day in lockdown.

Dianghlasáil - 
Lockdown 

Kate Stringer

dalta

I can’t believe this! I could write a whole novel about what happened in the last half year… 
And now I am walking down the beach with all of my friends, together. 
  We are coming from this awesome hike today. It was wonderful! The sun was shining, 
the sky was coloured dark blue and the sea sparkled in turquoise. We had been walking down 
in the mountains, a bit over the water. Around us only green grass, a few stones and trees. It 
felt like endless freedom. You want to catch such moments and let them stay forever. 
  I am so happy right now. Life feels so easy and everything is exactly how I ever dreamed 
it should be. I can´t describe how thankful I am for this feeling, after all of the good -  but 
also the really bad and hard things over the time - that I am here.
  I had wanted to go to Canada. One week before, they told me it would not be possible and 
so I decided to go to Ireland. My life in two suitcases, me and all these feelings starting this 
adventure. Saying goodbye to my family was definitely the worst and hardest thing I have 
ever done. But at the same time, it was also the best day of my life, because the greatest ten 
months were starting when I went onto the airplane.
  The first few weeks were so exciting. Everything was new. New country, new language, 
new people, new school, new possibilities. But after a while I began to realise that this was 
not as easy as I thought. It is not your dream life, where everything is perfect and you are the 
main point. Exchange year is a dream, but not one where you sleep. It´s one in life. 
  Nothing was how I expected. Since the first day I came to this host family, I felt so un-
comfortable. I had the feeling that I would never be part of the family and this made me so 
sad, because I always wanted the experience of a second family. I wanted Ireland to become 
my second home. But also, at school it was more difficult than I ever believed. People weren´t 
that open, and it was hard to make friends. And being in lockdown was not my idea of a good 
exchange as well. 
  But I never gave up. Also, when I thought of leaving everything here to go back to Ger-
many, to an easier life – it was never a real option. I gave everything and fought for the 
things I wanted. 
  Now I have this big group of friends and memories of all the adventures I have had here. 
Ireland became my second home, but only because so many people have supported me. They 
are happy for me and sad with me and always believe in me. 
  Thank you all for always walking beside me!

The Way 
with My Two 
Suitcases

Hanna Scherer

age 17
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Resting
Beibhinn Stone

age 16

Patrycja Sykula  

You Can Make 
A Change

age 16

As I walk, rabbit in my arms,
leaving footprints in the white snow, we get fresh air.
Condensation on the car windows. 
The warm air leaving our bodies 
each moment more 
that we spend 
taking in the snowman that my cousin made.
It’s black rocks for eyes 
piercing through us. 
His big orange carrot nose 
and the Dubs jersey 
draped over his back.

Snow 
Day

Katelyn Treacy

age 16
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An Bhaois
Keane Tiernan

dalta

Ar chuala tú an scéal faoin mbean bhán?

An bhean bhán a bhíonn ag screadaíl chuile oíche,

An bhean bhán a tháinig i láthair i bpictiúr gan chúis,

An bhean bhán a sceimhligh na gasóga ag campáil,

Níl a fhios ag éinne tada eile faoin mbean bhán, seachas, má fheiceann tú í, is í an rud 
deireanach í a fheicfidh tú.

An Bhean Bhán

Pratiksha Singh

aois 12

Glóir na 
spéire sa 
bhaile
Kim Woolfson

aois 16

Parked
Lonely Car
Burnt and destructed.

Lonely Car
Maksims Viskrebencevs

age 16
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Every day, I walk past the twin red and white towers on my way to Sandymount Beach. 
Or, if I am feeling energetic, on my way to the Poolbeg Lighthouse, another local splash 
of red against the blue skyline.
  The distinctive candy stripe chimneys cheer me every time I see them, especially 
if the weather is dull and grey. They stand tall and defiant, literal pillars of strength, 
stretching into the sky. I have always thought they look like lost sweets, blown from a 
bag of pick n’ mix, or that they could be oversized barber shop poles, maybe for a giant’s 
barber shop in a fairy tale. They have a story book presence, perched onto the edge of 
the Dublin coastline like friendly, uniformed sentries guarding a gateway to a magical 
other world. 
  But now, during these claustrophobic lockdown days, as I stand on the beach, my 
eyes prickling and smarting in the salty sea air, I imagine the gap between the chimneys 
as a portal to our collective past, a possible point of entry to a place without rampant 
infection, fear or social distance. A gateway to the past, but the past is a foreign country 
now. 
  As I gaze at the chimneys, I realise they look outwards to the sea, to the horizon, to 
the future. The future seems frightening, filled with questions without answers, feel-
ings of uncertainty and perhaps most frightening of all - change. This time of lockdown 
and restriction, that is somehow not a time at all but a long, extended pause, feels like 
living on a tectonic plate, every shifting underfoot, grinding against, and wearing away 
old structures, making way for the new, as it forces its way to a different but hopefully, 
better place.
  I am lost in thought for so long, the sky darkens as daylight thins and fades. The air 
temperature drops and windows light up intermittently around the headland as switch-
es are flicked on indoors. Clouds gather on the horizon, and rain looks imminent. I pull 
my hood over my head as I shove my hands deep into the warm pockets of my coat. As 
I turn towards home, a white light blinks on one of the chimneys. It winks at me, as if 
to say, do not worry, everything will be ok.

Michelle Walshe

adult

The 
Poolbeg 
Chimneys

When I woke up in middle of the morning, as I felt a little biddle in my eyes.
But I still lay in bed as I wondered what day it is.
When I realised it’s Monday, I was dismayed.
But I must get up since I can’t be a pig, snoring and lying. 
But I wished I can sleep peacefully and regularly. 

The Day Is Passing 
So Quickly
Eve Wang

age 13
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There’s a flock of cranes 
That perch outside my sister’s bedroom window,
Keeping an eye 
On the houses that they helped 
Create. 

The cranes are empty now.
No building can be done in the midst of an apocalypse.
They wait patiently;
Metal does not become
Restless.

Are the cranes alone?
I pay no attention until the rumbling winds of a storm
Drag my gaze outside 
The window and in their
Direction. 

A blinking light 
Is coming from the cockpit of the closest crane. 
A sort of SOS,
Illuminating with each flash 
A figure.

A human silhouette 
Appears and disappears against the light like a ghost. 
I close the curtains. 
In the morning I look again
And see the cranes are still empty. 

The Crane 
Person

Klavdia Wilson

age 18

This tapestry looks just how it used to when we would drive home
And although night was collapsing, we never heard it bemoan
Outside, leaves fell, lives progressed, stories found
Each smiling through their days, and we expected not a sound

All tales were rewound as new pages were lost
Houses’ walls grew taller, partitions were dismayed by what they cost
Streets were struck silent, stationary, void of thrill
For solidarity is a cacophony that we had to instill

Air then weighed us down, drowning just outside
Many fell, lives crawled, stories pushed aside
A year passed, and our tales remained unmaintained
But we were the lucky ones, whispered those whose loss held them pained

This tapestry looks just how it used to when we would drive home
Azure fading to blush for shame, because different days we now roam
Night falls, but the stars remain vanished since we lost sight 
For we look and we fear that they are no longer ours to write

Stars will rise again, arise with our patient await
Hope whispers how they never left, simply waiting for our storm to abate
And this tapestry will be ours again, stories always nearby
For look up, and stay up
We all watch the same sky

Amy Elise Winter

age 15

Midnight
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Galway
Clara Mantu

Clodagh McDonagh

Amanda Ní Bhradaigh

Alyssa Ní Bhrolchain

Fé Ní Chionnaith

Aisling Ní Chonghaile

Meabh Ní Chualain

Máire Ní Chualáin

Caoimhe Ní Chualáin

Aimée Ní Eidhin

Déithín Ní Fhátharta

Doireann Ní Fhoighil

Maggie Ní hAogáin

Niamh Ní Mhainnín

Ailbhe Ní Neachtain

Aisling Ní Nuanáin

Aisling Ní Rállaigh

Ava Nic Lochlainn

Eamonn Ó Ceallachain

Oisín Ó Coinceanainn

Marcus Ó Conghaile

Jonathan Ó Domhnallaín

Aodhán Ó Donnchadha

Cormac Ó Dubhláine

Aonghus Ó Fátharta

Damien Ó Fátharta

Charlie Ó Gríofa

Luka Ó Heára

Cathal Ó Laoire

Fioch Ó Murchú

Stephen Ó Nuanaí

Cathal Ó Tuairisg 

Holly Robertson

Alanah Skehan

Sienna Sullivan

Cillian Tollett

Matilde Warsop

Brian Mac Thomáis

Diarmad Ó Fátharta

Lea Breathnach

Iarfhlaith Canny

Pippa Cashburn

Saoirse Cormican

Evan Costello

Rachel Cox

Áine Deane

Saorla Gallagher

Rebecca Houston Nic 

Dhonnacha

Tommy Howley

Kelly Lynn

Eamonn Mac Airt

Darragh Mac Aodha

Anthony Mac Donnacha

Keelan Mac Donnacha

Daniel Mac Eochagáin

Lá fuar a bhí ann,
Ní raibh aon rud ar an gcrann,
Bhí dhá chapall ina luí ar an dtalamh
Spideog bheag bhídeach in aice leo
Ach ní raibh aon cheo!

An Dá Chapall 
agus An Spideog
Brian Mac Thomáis

aois 13

Gaillimh
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Thosaigh an sneachta ag titim ag a hocht agus nuair a dhúisigh muid bhí 
an sneachta chuile áit. Léim mé amach as mo leaba agus chuir mé gean-
saí ar mo mhadra agus cóta orm féin. Nuair a chuaigh mo mhadra amach 
ní raibh a fhios aige céard a dhéanfadh sé. Rinne muid fear sneachta. Bhí 
lá maith agam ach bhí sé an-fhuar.  

Sneachta 

Lea Breathnach

dalta

An Crann

Iarfhlaith Canny

dalta

Clabhtaí boga, 
Ins an spéir, 
Chomh bog le leaba, 
Ach fós chomh mór le caisleán,
agus chomh hálainn in aice na gréine.

Na Clabhtaí
Diarmad Ó Fátharta

dalta

Crann mór críonna,
A bhí ann ó am na bhFianna,
Tá sé mór agus ard,
Ní chuireann sé rudaí as ord,
Is breá liom an crann agus táim sásta go 
bhfuil sé ann.
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The Secret 
Door
Pippa Cashburn

aois 12

An ghrian ag éirí 
Is na héin le cloisteáil ag comhrá 
An t-aer úr timpeall orainn 
Le boladh feamainne breá 
Muintir an Spidéil ag tosú an lae 

An 
Spidéal

Saoirse Cormican

dalta

Who knows what’s behind this door, 
Fairies, monsters, humans or more,
Its mysteries are yet to discover... 
It’s neglected and overgrown, 
Who lives here, what’s to be known??...

An Nádúr

Rachel Cox

dalta

Tá tú in ann an loch a fheiceáil ó mo  
 theach.
Tá sé ildaite le toir agus crainn.
Is deas an radharc atá le feiceáil agam, 
Téim ag iascaireacht ar an loch seo i  
 rith an tSamhraidh.
Is loch deas é i rith an tSamhraidh nu- 
 air a bhíonn an ghrian ag taitneamh.

Radharc 
Locha

Evan Costello

dalta

Na scamaill ag oscailt,
An spéir gheal ghorm.
Feicim muilte gaoithe,
Ag bogadh leis an ngaoth.

Féar donn ‘is glas,
Mórthimpeall ar an gcorach.
An Geimhreadh imithe,
‘is an tEarrach ar an mbealach.
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Nuair a bhí mise óg , thiomáin muid thar an gcaisleán gan aon rud ar eolas againn faoi. Ní ra-
ibh a fhios agam faoin stair taobh thiar de rud chomh stairiúil le caisleán, cheap mé go raibh 
a leithéid i ngach áit agus nach raibh aon mhíniú ann ná aon rud speisialta faoi. Bhí go leor 
eidhinn ag fás air agus tá taobh amháin fós ina sheasamh agus é mar thalamh feirme anois 
mar tá beithígh ann agus b’shin iad na rudaí a raibh mise ag smaoineamh fúthu nuair a bhí 
mise óg agus ag ceapadh nach raibh aon rud speisialta faoi.
  Nuair a d’éirigh mise níos sine ansin rith sé liom nach raibh rudaí mar seo i ngach áit ach 
fós ní raibh aon eolas agam faoin gcaisleán seo ach an beagán a d’fhoghlaim mé ar scoil.  Is 
ansin thosaigh mé ag fáil an scéil ar fad faoi, mar sin tá mise ag dul ag insint duit céard é an 
míniú le, “Caisleán na gCailleach” nó “The Castle of the Hags.”
  Tógadh an caisleán i dTulach Uí Chadhain roimh 1586 nuair a bhí sé i seilbh Mhuircheat-
ach Uí Chonchubhair. Luaitear arís é i 1584 agus ag an am sin bhí struchtúr cosúil leis cúpla 
céim uaidh. Deirtear gur thóg beirt dheirfiúracha an caisleán, a thóg a gcaisleáin gar dá chéile 
ionas nach bhféadfaidís a chéile a bhaint óna bhfuinneoga féin, gan a bheith in ann taisteal. 
Séideadh an caisleán eile le linn na stoirme móire i mí Eanáir na bliana 1839. Is dóigh go rin-
neadh damáiste mór do Chaisleán Thulach Uí Chadhain an t-am sin. 
  Ní sheasann ach an balla thiar ina airde iomlán. Tá roinnt fuinneoga beaga ann le cinn 
óga. Tá scoilt bheag ag an gcúinne thiar thuaidh. Bhí an túr ceithre stór ar airde móide áiléar 
agus boghtaíodh é os cionn an tríú hurlár. Tá teallach ar an gcéad urlár agus garde-robe ag 
an leibhéal seo sa bhalla thiar freisin. Tá fianaise ann go bhfuil seomraí beaga ag rith feadh 
an bhalla thuaidh. Trasna an bhóthair téann staighre síos go dtí tobar carraig-ghearrtha. Ta-
graítear do Thulach Uí Chadhain fós inniu mar ‘The Hag’s Castle’ nó Caisleán na gCailleach.
Anois sin an scéal faoi Chaisleán na gCailleach. Ceapaim go bhfuil sé suimiúil sa chaoi is go 
bhfuil an scéal céanna ag gach suíomh idirlíon a bhreathnaigh mise air agus nach bhfuil aon 
scéal eile ann? Cén fáth an bhfuil sé mar sin meas tú? An scéal faoin stoirm? Ar gceapann 
tú gurb shin a tharla? B’fhéidir, ach b’fhéidir gur cumadh an scéal sin de bharr easpa eolais 
faoin gcaisleán.  Ar chaoi ar bith níl a fhios agam. Ach sin an scéal a d’fhoghlaim mise faoi. 
Fágfaidh mise ansin é agus ná déan dearmad gur an rud a scríobhann an púca, léann sé féin é.

Áine Deane

dalta

Caisleán 
Thulach Uí 
Chadhain

An Sruthán

Saorla Gallagher

dalta

Stop na gadaithe is deise,
Iad ag tiomáint le seoid,
Thit cactas amach as pota,
Phléasc sé róthaí an chairr,
Agus thit na gadaithe amach.

An Cactas
Eamonn Mac Airt

dalta

Tá sruthán in aice le mo theach.
Tá crainn ann.                              
Tá cosáin ann. 
Bhí radharc álainn ann tráthnóna 
nuair a bhí an ghrian ag dul faoi. 
Bhí neart sneachta ann.
Tá sruthán ann.                                                    
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2020

Tommy Howley

age 12

At the end of 2019, an unknown virus came from the eastern country of China. After 
the first few months, the virus spread to Italy and other European countries. In March 
of 2020 it spread to Ireland, England and America.

The pandemic is still going on to this day, yet there is a vaccine. But it doesn’t prevent 
you from getting the virus, it prevents you from getting symptoms.

Tá sé taobh amuigh de mo theach.
Tá mé i mo chónaí ar an gCeathrú Rua.
Níl sé rómhór ach is áit dheas í chun cónaí 
ann.
Tá páirc pheile ann,
Agus tá leabharlann ann freisin.

M’áit 
chónaithe

Rebecca Houston Nic Dhonnacha

dalta

With So Little You Can 
Achieve So Much
Kelly Lynn

age 12
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Radharc álainn lasmuigh den teach.

Radharc 
álainn 
taobh 
amuigh

Daniel Mac Eochagáin

dalta

Fágtha
Folamh 
Uaigneach
Tréigthe
Cráite

Teach 
Spraoi 

Darragh Mac Aodha

dalta

Radharc na Maidine

Anthony Mac Donnacha

dalta

Radharc álainn lasmuigh don teach. 

Cúig ochón is osna, is mo mhallacht ar  
 an Zoom bréan
Cúig oráid is slám oibre air ó ‘chuile mhúin- 
 teoir, mo léan! 
Cúig bhóithrín siúlta i mo bhaile uaigneach  
 féin,
Cúig phóigín ba mhian liom ó mo mhuirnín  
 i gcéin, 
Cúig dheoir ghoirte a thiteann ó mo shúile  
 go tréan.

Cúig

Déithín Ní Fhátharta

dalta
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Téim ag snámh go minic. 

An Trá

Keelan Mac Donnacha

dalta

The Magical Bridge

Clara Mantu

age 12

Five words to describe this picture:

1. Alluring
2. Enchanting 
3. Breathtaking 
4. Exhilarating 
5. Beguiling
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Na Capaill 
Ina Luí Agus 
An Madra 
Ina Suí
Clodagh McDonagh

dalta

Ar shiúlóid síos chuig an gcladach,
Tá madraí ag tafann,
‘Is éin ag canadh,
Agus an ghrian ag scaladh,
Agus na tonnta ag bualadh in aghaidh  
 na gcloch.

Nádúr

Amanda Ní Bhrádaigh

dalta

Nuair a bhí na capaill ina luí,
bhí an madra ina suí,
Ach ansin nuair a shéid an ghaoth,
Thosaigh na duilleoga buí ag
damhsa leis an ngaoth. 

Is abhainn mhór fhada í,
In aice leis na crainnte,
In aice leis an bportach,
In aice leis na caoirigh,
Is tá sí timpeall orm. 

An 
Abhainn 
Fhada

Alyssa Ní Bhrolcháin

dalta

Mo 
Cheantar
Fé Ní Chionnaith

dalta

Radhairc 2km uaidh mo theach.
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An 
Spidéal

Aisling Ní Chonghaile

dalta

Bláth beag ach bláth mór nuair atá tú chomh gar 
Le dath chomh geal buí agus gas chomh glas 
Tá a fhios aige nach mbeidh sé i bhfad thart agus leis an 
  mbáisteach ní bheidh aon tart 
Mar nuair a ghearrtar an féar, leis an meaisín chomh 
  géar  
Ní bheidh radharc an bhlátha chomh soiléir. 

Saol an 
Bhlátha

Meabh Ní Chualáin

dalta
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Ag Obair Ón mBaile  
Inniu
Máire Ní Chualáin

duine fásta

Ag suí sa sneachta bán 
Cé atá ann? 
An préachán  
Ag ithe an aráin 
Ach cé anois atá gan arán? 

Sneachta

Aimée Ní Eidhin

dalta

Suaimh-
neas
Doireann Ní Fhoighil

dalta

Síocháin, suaimhneas, scíth a thógáil,
An t-aer úr a ligeann isteach is amach as 
mo chuid scámhóga,
Srón is leicne bándearga,
Mise ag sú isteach an aeir bhrisc,
Níl tada ar an domhan seo níos deise.

Tá crainnte sa chúlra agus tá dúlra,
Tá sneachta ag titim as an spéir,
Tá an sneachta ag clúdach
Gach rud timpeall an tí,
Tá liathróidí sneachta san aer.

Sneachta 
Bán
Maggie Ní hAogáin

dalta

149148



An Trá

Niamh Ní Mhainnín

dalta

I gclapsholas an tráthnóna 
agus an ghrian ag dul faoi,
Tá an fharraige ciúin, suaimhneach,
Níl na capaill bhána uirthi,
Níl an rabhartha tagtha fós.

Tá Oileáin Árann le feiceáil ach,
tá siad i bhfad uainn,
comhartha aimsir mhaith a deir siad.
A fharraige, is tú an áit is suaimhní  
 ar domhan,
Tá leigheas le fáil uait, cuma socair  
 nó fiáin.

An Fhar-
raige

Ailbhe Ní Neachtain

dalta

Luí na gréine sa tráthnóna, 
Aer úr,  
Spéir ghorm,
Tá sé go deas, 
Amharc álainn. 

Spéir, farraige, clocha, tráthnóna, dathanna.

An Fharraige

Caoimhe Ní Chualáin

dalta
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An Nadúr 
is An 
Dúlra mo 
Thimpeall

Aisling Ní Rállaigh

dalta

Sneachta

Ava NicLochlainn

dalta

Pluideanna sneachta crochta anuas ón 
gcrann
Liathróidí sneachta ag eitilt tríd an aer
Sneachta ag titim anuas ón spéir
Páistí ag gáire agus ag spraoi,
Go dtí go dtéann an ghrian faoi.

An Geimhreadh atá ann,
Ciallaíonn sé sin,
Spórt is spraoi,
Áthas ar ár n-aghaidheanna, 
Is istigh inár gcroíthe.

Áthas sa 
Sneachta
Aisling Ní Nuanáin

dalta
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Cois Tine

Éamonn Ó Ceallacháin

dalta

Féileacán beag dubh agus dearg,
Sciatháin thannaí,
É ag luí ar phlanda dainséarach,
Ach é ag coinneáil sábháilte, 
ar nós muid féin i rith Covid.

An 
Féileachán

Oisín Ó Coinceanainn

dalta

Ag suí cois tine,
Ag insint scéalta, 
Ag ligint scíthe agus ag gáire, 
Agus ag breathnú ar na réalta;
Nach álainn é an áit seo. 

Mo 
Ghairdín

Fiach Ó Murchú

dalta

Bláth is nimhiúla ar Domhan,
A deireann an fear liom
Ní chreidfinn sin le soicind
Faigh réidh leis an rud sin uaim
‘s ní fheicfidh é arís.

Bláth is 
Nimhiúla 
ar Domhan

Jonathan Ó Domhnalláin

dalta

Nuair a bhím anseo, faighim go leor 
smaointe,
Tá go leor rudaí ann, go háirid crainnte,
Tá go leor féir,
Tá scamaill sa spéir,
Is aoibhinn liom mo ghairdín.
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An Trá Mór

Marcus Ó Conghaile

dalta

Is áit álainn é an trá mór,
atá ciúin agus séimh,
uisce agus gaineamh ag teacht le chéile,
agus tonnta ag bualadh isteach go réidh,
rachainn síos ann ag snámh ‘s ag plé.

Ag Spraoi 
Taobh 
Amuigh

Aonghus Ó Fátharta

dalta

An Nádúr
dalta

Aodhán Ó Donnchadha
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Nuair a fhágfaidh mé an áit seo,
Ní bheidh gliondar ar mo chroí.
Nuair a fhágfaidh mé an áit seo,
Beidh mé go deo i mo luí.

Tógfaidh mé mo thuras deireanach,
Feadh na mbóithríní faoi bhrat féir.
Thar bráid liosanna na sióg,
Tógtha fadó ag na Danair.

Rachaidh mé thar an Míle Órga,
Ní bhainfidh mé taitneamh as go brách arís.
Ní chloisfidh mé na caoirigh, ní bhfaighidh mé 
boladh an aitinn,
Ní fheicfidh mé radharc mo cheantair riamh arís.

Aireoidh mé áit eile uaim,
Agus sin é mo bhaile, An Ráth Bán.
Aireoidh mé radharc na Cruaiche Pádraig uaim,
‘Is a bheith i mo shuí os comhair mo thinteáin.

Níl eolas agam ar an lá nó an uair,
Ach lá éigin fágfaidh mé an áit seo.
Níl sé cothrom ach sin an saol,
Mar beidh mé ag fágáil áit den scoth.

Cormac Ó Dubhláine

aois 16

Nuair A 
Fhágfaidh 
Mé

Ag 
Líonadh 
Málaí 
Móna
Damien Ó Fátharta

dalta

Móin don tine don tráthnóna.

An Áit a Raibh 
Seanfhoirgn-
eamh Gaels-
coil Riabhach
Luka Ó Heára

dalta

Páistí óga ag screadach i rith am sosa agus lóin. 
Idir an dá linn fós níor éist siad!
Ach níos ciúine nuair a thagann an t-am le dul abhaile. 
Ag dul tríd na ngeataí glasa, 
Don uair dheireanach. 
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Cathal Ó Tuairisg 

aois 16

Tithe

Saol na Feirme

Cathal Ó Laoire

dalta

Céibh an Bhaile
dalta

Charlie Ó Gríofa

Is céibh bhreá í,
Ag bun bhóthar Bhaile na hAbhann,
Níl sí rómhór,
Tá trá ann freisin,
Sa samhradh bíonn daoine ó thíortha eile ag tabhairt cuairt ar an áit.
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Roimh éirí na gréine
Tosaíonn an ceol
Coc a dúdal -dú
Tá an coileach ag glaoch

Is iontach an clog é
Ag dúiseacht an tí
Na cearca ag grágaíl
Istigh lena thaobh

Tá sé mar gharda
Istigh i gcró na gcearc
Nuair a shíneann sé é féin amach
Tosaíonn sé ag glaoch

Tá sé chomh gleoite
Nuair a bhíonn sé ag glaoch
Lena chaipín deas dearg
Is na cleití ildaite san aer

Is é an ceol céanna a bhíonn aige
Nuair a bhíonn sé ag glaoch
Ní chloiseann tú aige 
Ach coc a dúdal -dú.

Stephen Ó Nuanaí

dalta

An 
Coileach 
Cluck 
Norris

Saol 
Planda

Alanah Skehan

dalta

Ag breathnú siar ar an mbóthar atá 
  siúlta, 
Ag cuimhneamh go bhfuil bóthar fós os  
 mo chomhairse. 
An nadúr le feiceáil mórthimpeall orm, 
Na crainnte, na hainmhithe 
Is an spéir ghorm. 

An Nadúr 

Holly Robertson

dalta

Seo planda beag glas,
Clocha beaga istigh sa bpota,
Fuair sé fliuch agus lofa,
Tá an dara seans aige,
Tosú arís, go mall.
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The Lake

Cillian Tollett

age 12

Even though it is a cold, dark evening, the sun will still rise tomorrow
You will still hear the birds singing, 
The boats will still be lined up in a row, 
So don’t waste your time feeling low.

An Loch
Sienna Sullivan

dalta

Spéir, nádúr, uisce, Conamara, áilleacht.

Tá an féar ag fás ach é fluich báite 
Díreach agus cairpéad nua faighte 
Mar gheall ar an bpuiteach tá Mamaí ar buile 
Ach maidir le báisteach 
Titfidh tuilleadh 

Puiteach 
Matilde Warsop

dalta
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Kent
Tina Lawlor Mottram

A cluster of rust red catkins hang 
in fives, criss-crossed February 
gorgeousness

A five-leaved Brussel Sprout star, 
slightly too late for Christmas, joyous in 
its tardiness

Umber, yellow stoned handshake, 
created under hazel on rain-soaked, 
background soil

At least 25-year-old stump, five times 
five lives destined for the firewood heap, 
drying in suspense

Rotting remains of five tideline pier 
stumps, rejoice in their daily outing, at 
turn of tide.

An Irish 
Emigrant 
Longing 
For Spring

Tina Lawlor Mottram

adult
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Kerry
Kiana Breathnach

Sarah Louise Mag Aoidh

Zoe Ní Chearúill

Priya Ní Dhonnabháin

Sorcha Ní Dhonnchú

Éabha Ní Dhuagáin

Clodagh Nic Conmara

Christopher Ó Flaitheartaigh

Daithí Ó Loinsigh 

Jamie Ó Muircheartaigh

Mary Quirke

Bhí bliain dheacair againn go léir,
Ag fanacht sa bhaile is ag coimeád ár dhá mhéadar.
Tá na cásanna imithe ró-ard arís is táimid bréan de agus ag guí. 
Tá an tír imithe i ndianghlasáil arís, 
Is ag fanacht laistigh den 5km ar feadh roinnt coicís.
Ach ná bíodh díoma ort go fóill,
Toisc nach bhfuil roinnt áiseanna ar fáil. 

Dianghlasáil i 
Mo Cheantar
Sarah Louise Mag Aoidh

dalta

Muileann 
gaoithe 

Éabha Ní Dhuagáin

dalta

Ciarraí
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Amuigh sa 
Ghairdín go Deo
Kiana Breathnach

dalta

Cill Flainn
Priya Ní Dhonnabháin

dalta
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An Iontas a 
bhaineann le 
Trá Lí
Jamie Ó Muircheartaigh

dalta

Anseo ar an gcnoc i gCuraheen,
Féachaim síos ar bhaile Thrá Lí,
Ciúnas mórthimpeall orm, sos ón saol mór,
Ardaíonn mo chroí.

Tosnaím ag siúl i measc an dúlra,
Ag análú isteach an aeir úir bhreá,
An abhann mhór chumhachtach ag sreabhadh taobh linn,
Smaoiním siar ar bhlianta ó shin.

Mise agus mo dheartháir, an bheirt againn fós sa bhunscoil,
Ag teacht anseo in éineacht lenár dtuistí,
I bpreabadh na súl shleamhnaigh na blianta,
Ach tá na cuimhní chomh soiléir i mo chroí.

Inniu an ceathrar againn anseo arís,
Sílim go bhfuil an t-ádh dearg orm,
A bheith in ann teacht go dtí áit chomh deas,
Le daoine a dhéanann gach lá níos fearr dom. 

Suaimhneas 
sna Sléibhte
Sorcha Ní Dhonnchú

dalta
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So here you are remembered Judith Brow
In copper on the ground in The Square now
Two hundred years ago you walked this way
To sell goods on the street each and every day

The hustle and bustle and the noise from the stalls
The cries from the traders as they let out a bawl
“Live chickens and rabbits, green cabbage or fish”
Every kind of fresh produce to put on your dish

Barefoot you trudged through the wet mud
Two little footprints mark where you stood
The little bronze frills trace the rim of your skirt
Ragged and torn from being dragged in the dirt

Out in all weather without stockings or shoes
Selling pratties and eggs to those well-to-do
The squalor, the poverty, the hardship back then
Yet somehow you lived to one hundred and ten

I wonder now Judith what would you say
If you happened to walk by this way today?
The Square is now empty, not a soul to be found
The only footsteps are yours imprinted in the ground

JUDITH BROW, STREET TRADER, THE SQUARE, TRALEE, CO. KERRY 1725 – 1835
Photo is of a copper artwork on the ground of the present-day Square showing her feet and her petticoat frill

Mary Quirke

adult

Judith 
Brow

Is aoibhinn liom an Portach 

Tá sé ciúin, séimh, síochánta 

Cuireann sé gliondar ar mo chroí 

Líonann ceol na n-éan mo chluasa 

le dóchas agus inspioráid 

Luascann an ceannbhán agus an bogshifín sa ghaoth bhog 

M’áit féin
Baile na nGearradh, Leac Snámha 

Portach 
Bhaile na 
nGearradh
Clodagh Nic Conmara

dalta

Tá cúigear scríbh-
neoirí  san ionad 
Seanchaí. 

Christopher Ó Flaitheartaigh

dalta

Tá cúigear scríbhneoirí san ionad Seanchaí. 
George Fitzmaurice, John B. Keane, Maurice Walsh,  
 Brendan Kennelly agus Bryan Mac Mahon. 
Maireann scéalta gach duine acu, anseo i Lios  
 Thuathail, Co Chiarraí 

175174



Cúig chiliméadar
Sure, cad é ceann breise?
Níl sé rofhada i gcéin

Cúig chiliméadar
Méadaigh faoi dhó
Sure, ní chíonn mé aon Ghardaí
Caithfidh go bhfuil cead againn
Dul níos faide ar shiúil

Nach bhfuil teach le Noirín 
Laistigh de chúig chiliméadar
Caithfidh go bhfuil cead againn
Buaileadh isteach chuici

Sure tá Maidhc agus Eoghan 
Laistigh den chúig
Fáilte is fiche romhaibh
Ceadaithe faoin dlí

Nach cliste atáimid
Inár mbosca beag de chúig
Cé a shílfeadh go raibh sé
Chomh héasca cloí le rialacha... *casacht* *casacht*

*Géarranáil*
Chomh héasca... gnáthshaol... a bheith *casacht* againn...

Daithí Ó Loinsigh

duine fásta

Cúig Chiliméadar

Kildare
Conor Fletcher

Danielius Girkus

Dylan Kelly

Tom Noone

George Roddy

Jake Stubbe 

 Seán Thorpe 

Michael Zaytsev

Cill Dara

As An gCoimhlint, Tagann Síochán 
As Stoirmeacha, Tagann Na Tránna
As An Aigéan, Tagann Cosaint
As Na Daoine, Tagann Grá
As An Nádur, Tagann Ár Saol

Zoe Ní Chearúill

dalta

Cad a 
Thagann 
as Seo?
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Matt was born in 1982. His friends were Abi, Wilbur and Regen. 
  “Matt, what’s your answer?” asked Regen. 
  “What was the question again?” he said. 
  “Where do you want to go now ?” Abi replied.  
  He wasn’t expecting that question. Normally he went along with what they said. 
  “How about the arcade?” 
  “Sure!” replied Wilbur excitedly. They hadn’t been able to go to the arcade in a 
while due to college and tests, but now that they had holidays they could spend more 
time having fun instead of dreading tests and not sleeping.                                                                                                
  Matt suddenly saw a vortex appear with a fizzle and pop. His friends were obliv-
ious of the threshold in front of him. When he looked through, Matt saw a massive 
battle. It was the Battle of Ovidstown in 1798. He then discerned he was slowly being 
pulled towards the battle though his legs were stationary. Once he stepped back, the 
pull became stronger and soon he was so close that he could hear the shooting and 
smell the smoke as it filled the air. He was then pulled through and was left in the 
center of a historical battle near his hometown. 
  In a trice the vortex disappeared, leaving him stuck two hundred and twenty three 
years from the present. Matt thought back to his history class with Mr. Doherty. 
  The rebels were beaten by the British and forced to retreat and join with the survivors of 
the Wexford rebellion in the Bog of Allen, where they were hunted and killed until there were 
none left.
  Matt had to join the British, he thought, but then he would be part of the group 
that had killed his ancestors. Before he could decide, a group of lean men holding 
muskets approached him speedily.
  “I’m with you!” he shouted, with hopes that he wouldn’t have to join the rebels 
that were ultimately going to be culled. 
  After that the men approached him more slowly and with caution. 
  “State your name and business,” the first man said in a gruff, cranky voice. 
  “I went through a portal and got stuck here in the past. I’m from 2021.” 
  After a few seconds they burst out laughing as if he was a crackpot. What was I 
thinking? Of course they’re laughing at me. 
  Matt left because they were so busy laughing they wouldn’t notice he was gone. 
He was pushed from behind, once he looked behind him what he saw made him quake 
in his boots - there were hundreds of rebels behind him running for their lives as the 
British cavalry chased their abysmal formations. He chose to run with them. 
  Suddenly Matt was falling through the air with the bare ground coming towards 
him at high speeds. Before he hit the ground he woke up with his teacher, Mr. Gon-
zalez, looming over him with an angry stare. Matt instantly stood up and went to the 
principal’s office. He knew that he was in trouble and that was his punishment

The Vortex
Jake Strubbe

age 13

A story in five paragraphs and 500 words about Margaret, a visually impaired forty-year-old 
woman, and her 5km life in lockdown.

I think it was the language. The words. I think the language and words of lockdown 
caused ye the most anxiety. It was this new language that ye all had to get used to. It made 
ye realise that lockdown sucks! The language and words of lockdown.
  ‘Restrict your movements’
  ‘Essential travel only’
  ‘Cocoon’
  ‘Quarantine’
  ‘Isolation’......
  All of these words were new to ye. For disabled people, the words were new too, but 
these words had always defined OUR lives. If you are disabled -  if you are blind like me 
- then your ‘movements are restricted,’ your travel is only ever ‘essential’, you almost 
live in a ‘cocoon,’ you feel like you are ‘quarantined,’ it really is a life in ‘isolation.’ These 
words for your new world scared ye. They were the words and language of your new life. 
Your new world. Your new 5km world. 
  I played soccer as a child, I did gymnastics and horse riding. As my sight deteriorated, 
I stopped all of these and my world shrank, from travelling to do all my things to stay-
ing put and travelling much less.  I loved soccer, even with my poor sight the white ball 
against the green grass background was easy for me to see. I loved soccer. Eventually I 
became a risk. A risk to myself and to others.
  And now ye are all a risk. With Covid, ye are all a risk to each other and yourselves and 
so your world has shrunk too. A 5km world. 
  I can still see patches of light and discern large shapes. I use a cane. I know all the 
pathways and places on my walk. I sometimes walk to the wine shop. Even in lockdown, 
I make an effort to go there, to talk with the staff, who give great recommendations and 
to simply have that interaction. 
  Along the way I pass the park, the school, the shopping centre. Sometimes I stop at 
the deli. I always grab a ‘coffee to go.’ These are my places, my world.  
  These wonderful places are my world. My reminder to myself and others that I am 
here. All these familiar places are mine, with their sounds and smells. I love to get out, to 
be there in the world. In my 5km world. I love taking part in my world. Being a part of it. 
I can walk the forest trail, by the lakes, around the greenway and through the park.  I can 
and I do. This is my 5km world. 
  In time, your world will re-open again. Your horizons will broaden again, your dreams 
will unfold again, your life will be universal again, your possibilities will be endless again.
The language and the words of your world will change, again. I’ll still be here. Still here 
in my world. My 5km world.

My 5km World
Tom Noone

adult
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A damp shed in the morning of winter,
A dry respite for the birds and the bugs,
A quiet song for the day coming after.
A loud bang from within! A deafening silence... the giant’s treasure?
Who cares? They have forgotten in the damp, cold winter.

Shed in the 
Damp
Conor Fletcher

age 15

The 100-
Year-Old 
Tree
George Roddy

age 13

There once was a tree that stood so tall
The high and mightiest of them all
Then one day came the children to play 
And the tree began to fall 
The children were sad that the tree was 
no more.

Dirt in the corner of where my pets lay
Resemble on how wet and dull it is today.
The pond which is as green as moss
That is what rests upon my oak shed.
Everything was lovely but is now dead.

From 
Lovely To 
Dead
Danielius Girkus

age 15
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Naas October 1918
  The global pandemic of 1918, or ‘Spanish 
Flu,’ killed fifty million worldwide. Half of the 
earth’s population were infected.
  In Ireland, the worst affected area was 
Kildare and especially the market town of Naas.
  With many men away at war, it was left to 
the women and girls of Naas to care for their 
community and those most vulnerable.  
The Naas branch of The Women’s National 
Health Association worked tirelessly on the front 
line.

Molly Gray:
Tis the darkness that’s hard to get used to. 
The whole town of Naas in darkness. Tis just 
as well I know Naas so well, its lanes and 
alleys and all its families, for my deliveries. 
Mostly food, bread, milk, poultices, fresh 
water, soup…
  Mrs Reilly hates the dark, she’s low and 
melancholy most times. When her humour’s 
grand, she’s great, her own best friend when 
her humour is good, talks away to herself. 
But she is low and melancholy, nearly all 
in Naas is since this influenza…. She told 
me herself, “Molly Gray,” she says to me, 
“Molly Gray, I’m so low…… I’m cold.”
  When the influenza struck, it laid low all 
the workers at the gas works, now there’s no 
street lights, no gas, no factories and what 
differ sure there’s no workers, most sick 
dead or dying, 
  One of the women said, “The devil sure-
ly walks this earth when babes and infants 
are being killed by this influenza.”
  And they are stacking the coffins beyond 
at the poor house! Then more women say, 
twill be grand next year and my neighbour 
Mrs Curtis always says, “Don’t worry, this 
time next year we’ll all be hale again.”

1918
Tom Noone

adult

And tis a funny thing and I said to my father, 
why is everyone saying twill be grand next 
year and why is everyone saying a year from 
here all will be calm, why a year, why one 
year from here….. Father says ’tis a natural 
thing where our lives is divided by seasons 
and a year is the shortest way from ger-
mination to flowering to harvest and back 
again. “And anyways,” says he, “’tis not a 
long time, Molly,” says he to me. “Just re-
member, one year isn’t seven. And ‘twas the 
finest thing I’ve heard this long time: one 
year isn’t seven.”
  We run the soup kitchen every day from 
Naas town hall from eleven till one. And 
those laid so much so they can’t make it, we 
deliver to. That’s what I do. Deliveries, the 
elders mostly and houses where entire fam-
ilies are laid to bed. And the people of Naas 
are so generous so many donations of food 
and supplies. And Nurse Maloney says we 
must keep giving them hope and, more so, 
we have to be their hope. The three physi-
cians are all still sick - Dr Coady, Dr Murphy 
and Dr Browne, three doctors in Naas and all 
laid low. Tis up to us now, says Nurse Malo-
ney! Us women…. and girls.
  And she is clear on all the rules, rub yer 
hands often with the paraffin, keep them 
clean always, wear the mask always, stand 
two yards from everyone. And tis the same 
instruction from the parish priest, and the 
reverend and the police too. Father says, 
“When the Catholics, Protestants and the 
constabulary are all giving the same sermon, 
then ya know its feckin serious.”
  And ’tis in the newspapers too, both 
of them, and both newspapers is saying 
the authorities have failed us and that this 
Government and its instruments is a terrif-

ic shambles… Father says, “’Tis natural for 
the Leinster Leader to condemn the Govern-
ment, they being Sinn Féin, but when the 
Kildare Observer does likewise - well, that’s 
a strange and worrying caprice,” says he…
very worrying. 
  I called to Mrs Gogarty today. Time was 
I’d love the visit to her drapery with all its 
gay and bright fashions. She is most poorly. 
Now…. I don’t believe that the devil walks 
this earth but if you were looking for tes-
tament of it then look no further than Mrs 
Gogarty…daughter, son, brother and neph-
ew… all dead from this plague.
  She was weak, barely opening the door, I 
gave her the few provisions and made some 
gaiety and news with her. But she was weak, 
her skin that grey ashen of them with influ-
enza, the pains I could see in her furrowed 
brow… she was, despite her malady, civil 
and ladylike as always……
  I bade her goodbye and turned to go for 
to tarry is forbidden says Nurse Maloney, as 
the work is so great… “Good evening, Mrs 
Gogarty,” says I and I turned and took me 
leave, barely five paces from her drapery 
and she called to me in a croak… “Molly, 
Miss Molly Gray,” and when I returned she 
bid me wait and into her drapery she went 
and through the ajar door I saw her take a 
two yard stretch of ribbon from the giant 
spool on the counter. “Here ’tis…. red and 
gold. Have this,” she says and I took it and 
thanked her so, thanked her so, so.
  “I hope you’ll have cause to use it,” she 
said.
   “Oh, I will,” says I and thanked her 
again. “I will,” says I. “I’ll use it to rim a 
pretty bonnet that I’m hoping to wear to 
Punchestown next year, when all is well and 

calm and when we is all hale in Naas again.”
  A little laugh crept out from her. “A year 
from now,” says she and shook her head in 
despair. “Oh, I hope I hope, but a year more 
of this darkness, a whole year…”
  “Do hope, Mrs Gogarty,” says I. “And 
remember…”
  “What?” says she.
  “Remember,” says I. “One year isn’t 
seven.”
  “Well,” says she. “That’s as true as 
scripture,” and she laughed and says to her-
self……
  “One year…one year isn’t seven.”
  As music plays at the end…

By the end of 1918, there were over one thousand 
cases of the Spanish Flu in Naas, over a quarter 
of the town’s population. Terrible sickness and 
many deaths ensued. 
  But in time the town and its people became 
hale…. The gas workers returned to the gas works 
and the streetlights returned to Naas, and the 
darkness was cast away. The women and girls of 
the Naas WNHA continued their vital work and 
tended to the sick and vulnerable of Naas, offer-
ing hope and being hope, knowing always that… 
one year...isn’t seven!
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The Road 

Dylan Kelly

age 13

A jolly green field, inside an estate 
A grass-having meadow, surrounded by waste
How joyful the kids are, to have such a place
The pavement around it, so grey dull and dark
And this grassland of fun, a lovely small park

Joyful 
Meadow

Michael Zaytsev

student

The road ahead looks easy to travel.
We try to get to our destination.
Sometimes we are not paying attention, we go  
 off the smooth track and end up on the uneven  
 track.
But if we keep our eye on the end line and keep  
 focused we will soon be back on track.
Finally we reach our destination, safely.

Poor Piano

Seán Thorpe

student

Bláth is 
Nimhiúla 
ar Domhan

Jonathan Ó Domhnalláin

student

This poor piano is a fragile antique,
Played many times till it got really weak,
Read on in this poem and I’ll give you a peek,
Poor piano at the end of its time,
So now it’s part of a garden design.
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Kilkenny
Anna Freyne

Holly Long

Once stood a castle. This was no ordinary 
ancient castle - this castle held the horror 
stories of the deaths of Grace Jennings and 
Mark Griffin. Two innocent, gullible teen-
agers looking for mischief. Little did they 
know their need for mischief would cost 
them their lives. 
  This is the story of the deaths of Grace 
Jennings and Mark Griffin.
  Grace Jennings and Mark Griffin lived 
in a small, boring town called Castleross. 
Nothing was interesting about this town 
except for the castle that was off-limits to 
the public. This castle was the town’s secret 
shame. This led the younger generation into 
speculations about the castle.
  Mark, Grace and their friends Stacey and 
Kyle were all hanging out together at the 
park. They would regularly hang out since 
the shop was nearby and the castle could be 
seen from there. The friends would always 
come up with conspiracy theories about the 
castle and why no one was allowed there. 
They made a plan to sneak into the castle 
that night and tell their parents they were 
going to stay at each other’s houses. Their 
parents never questioned them since they 
frequently did so.
  That night it was cold, windy and rainy. 
No one was on the streets except for the 
group of friends. They arrived at the park 
and went over the plan once more: to find 
out what this town was hiding and reveal the 
horrific secrets. Stacey brought flashlights 
for everyone. Grace brought walkie-talkies 
for everyone, just in case they got lost. Kyle 
brought a hammer and Mark brought an axe, 

The Mystery of 
the Castle

Holly Long

age 13

just in case they needed it to defend them-
selves. The group of friends decided to split 
into pairs, Kyle and Stacey, and Mark and 
Grace together. They trailed off towards the 
castle…
Once in front the castle they spilt into their 
pairs, scavenging around for an entrance. 
Mark and Grace had found a small opening 
on the wall of the back of the castle. Just 
enough room for them to crawl through. 
They made it inside, immediately coughing 
due to the amount of dust. The pair tiptoed 
around the inside of the castle until com-
ing across a flight of stairs. They slowly 
climbed the creaky stairs, trying to be as 
silent as possible. They were on the second 
floor, searching around for anything out of 
the ordinary, they came across a photo of 
the past mayor of the town. Suddenly they 
heard a loud BANG and the pair froze, not 
daring to move. Something appeared out the 
shadow, coming towards them. They began 
creeping backwards but before the moving 
figure could have got them, they fell out the 
opening which was once a window. 
  The next day, Mark Griffin and Grace 
Jennings were reported dead and their 
friends reported missing. The authorities 
investigated the scene and found nothing 
that indicated foul play. The case was ruled 
out as a tragic accident, hiding the truth of 
their deaths…

Cill Chainnigh
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Separate Colours
Anna Freyne

adult

Limerick
Willow Beeley Byrne

Sean Cleary

Maria Corbett

Geraldine Tuite Mc-

Namara

Luimneach
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Lolling on Capri is where you find me just now. “Be so good as to pass me my ne-
groni,” I utter, but my request ricochets around the room and goes unrequited, un-
surprisingly. 
  Leaning back, checking on my best angle before I click, and then exhale. Another 
one for my collection. I prefer it to Rimini and Bari but it’s on a par with Sorrento. 
Yes, I could see myself enjoying it long-term. Gosh, the names they give sofas these 
days. I’ve never been to any of the places I’ve seen on these tags, but Sorrento just 
sounds like a place I should be, at least for a couple of weeks.
  I run my hand along the nearby marble table and bizarrely I think it would make 
a great ‘waking table,’ if only it was a foot taller. Good God, where did that dark 
thought come from?
  When you weren’t using it as a waking table you could make fabulous pastry on 
it, I reckon, due to its eternal coolness. In the unlikely event of me ever owning such 
a table, to be truthful it would be more likely used as a waking table than an oasis of 
pastry-making activity.  Resist, I just can’t – as I gently position myself with hands 
intertwined and imagine the conversations of the mourners as they circulate. The 
coolness of the table on my back is welcomed. So, this is what it would be like to be 
that corpse. Overhead, an iceberg of a chandelier fills most of my ceiling view. If it fell 
on me, how glamourous an end than to be impaled by Murano glass, no less?
  Two hours later I am done here and must head up yonder. This evening it’s me 
in the company of that Italian lad Bocelli and auld blue eyes himself - that’s our little 
gang tonight.   Acoustically, this place is great. With less than no regard for neigh-
bours, I enthusiastically embrace ‘My Way.’ Dare I say I have potential, if only some-
one other than myself would recognise it? And as for singing in Italian, who knew 
that I ‘can hold my own,’ as they say?
  The chores up here take a little less time. Before I start, I’m going to have a chai 
latte. All this singing has me dehydrated. This is a recent introduction to my taste 
buds, but once I got the waft of cinnamon and cardamon I was hooked. Someone 
who knows me well is usually kind enough to leave a slice of lemon drizzle or coffee 
cake for me, and though we seldom meet each other, I feel a special gastro bond has 
formed through our shared love of cake.  
  Cleaning nourishes the soul and is as much exercise as I am willing to get ac-
quainted with. I scan my empire that this furniture shop has become and set the 
alarm before I go. What is it again? 
  5555. Easy enough to remember five hours a week and five-minute walk home.

My Empire

Maria Corbett

adult

My entire life has revolved around the number five. I was born in 1955. I’ve been to college 
five times. I’ve had five jobs. So, that’s my life. It’s like some greater force rules over me, 
and I’ve learned to accept it. Even though my life sometimes feels empty because of my 
choice, I’ve always had good luck, and I think that’s why. I recently turned 50, and to mark 
that I decided to purchase another house, my fifth and final home. I walked out my door, 
into the bustling city of Limerick.
  I walked past an old ruin that I had never really acknowledged before, but for some 
reason I feel a strong… pull to it. For the first time, I walk over to the plaque and read it. 
The ruins are the house of Dominic Fanning, a previous mayor of Limerick. I want to go 
inside, but I know I’m not allowed. I remember from watching a lot of Grand Designs that I 
need permission, and then I realise what I have to do. I have to renovate the castle.
  I don’t know why, but I need to live here. I march over to the City Council and demand 
to see a planning officer. What ensues is a five-year battle to get control of the site, full of 
legal battles. Years passed, and it got me to where I am today, the owner of some ruins, in 
the turn of the century. I’m not a believer in spirits and all that, but this following bit of 
my story has one.
  I sat down on a pile of rubble and gazed around at my beautiful castle. And then, Pénte 
appeared. Her short brown hair and bright eyes were very human like, but her transpar-
ency was not. She drifted over to me. 
  “Are you Betty O’Connor?” 
  I nod. 
  “Well, hi. I’m Pénte. It’s Greek for five. And I’ve been possessing you for 55 years.”
  “What?” I asked, staring. I was confused. 
  “I’m a ghost. I was quite taken with you when you were born, so I granted you good 
luck. But, I’m not the best sorcerer and I accidentally made it so that you would only get 
good luck if you lived your life based on the number five. Thankfully, you’ve fulfilled all 
the requirements! I can grant you one: eternal life or a happy, fulfilled life. But if you 
choose eternal life, you will always be tied to the number five and you can never do any-
thing that exceeds that number, so you can’t have more than one car, say.” 
  Even though eternal life sounded so tempting, I had to refuse. I want my life to be 
fulfilled, not stuck in a stupid curse. 
  So, I chose the second option, and I did have a fulfilled life, if not a very long one. I 
will never forget Pénte and my curse. As I sit in my house, I remember that I am happy. 
Truly happy.

Fannings

Willow Beeley Byrne

age 12
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Saint John’s Cathedral in all its splendour,
Stands in our city centre,
If you have five minutes,
When you’re out on your five-k walk,
Stand and look at this proud building,
If only it could talk,

It almost points you to the walls of Limerick,
And guides you down the Irish town,
You can stand outside the Brazen Head,
The history is renowned,

The fountain in the middle of the square faces the main doors,
Can you imagine in days gone by, who could ask for anything more?
The grand houses that surround it, housed families from days of yore, 
The church yard that stands in the square dates back to God knows when,

The Wonders of St. 
John’s Square
Geraldine Tuite McNamara

adult

When she gets close to me,
I wish our souls to leave our bodies,
our very being intertwined,
because no matter how close we lay together,
she will never be close enough.

Never Close Enough
Sean Cleary

student

Once upon a time it was the only graveyard in history,
With a public house under its wing,

You might walk past it every day,
Without an eye to see it,
Go in and take a look around,
And see what treasures you have found,
And that five-k walk will be worth it all,
With the splendour that surrounds,

Saint John’s Cathedral is a tower of strength,
It’s here for generations,
Its doors are open to all of us, for every occasion,
A hawk might have taken lodgings in the gigantic spire,
But Saint John’s Cathedral is there for everyone to admire. 
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Louth
Dani Ajayi

Darragh Callaghan

Aimee Carey

Alexandra Costa

Emily Grimes

Eoin Halpin

Holly Jordan

Senan Kerrigan

Tara Kiernan

Anthony Kirwan

Bartosz Krol

Matthew Maloney

Matthew Maloney

Matthew Maloney

Gabriella Martin

Jade Murphy

Joana Retyte

It was a normal day in Drogheda when Covid-19 came to the world and the heroes were alert-
ed - Night Hawk, Shadow Tracker, Speed Demon and Galaxia. Their powers are: Night Hawk 
has wings and has night vision, Shadow Tracker is able to turn into a shadow or smoke,   
Speed Demon has super speed and Galaxia has the power of the galaxy. 
  “What is wrong, man?” asked Night Hawk. 
  “There is a virus that is taking people out as we all know it,” said one of the townspeople. 
  “I feel this is the work of Covid Killer. You think?” Speed Demon said. 
  “I think for safety of the town we should put a five-kilometre zone to keep the people 
safe,” Shadow Tracker explained to the team. 
  And that is what they did, and they alerted every other city in Ireland and their super-
heroes. Meanwhile, Covid Killer was spreading his virus all over the world and Ireland was 
hit. He had hit the rest of the country. Covid Killer was going for the heroes now, including 
the heroes of Drogheda. They knew this would be the biggest fight of their lives and then it 
began: the battle of Covid for the heroes and the people. 
  While Covid Killer was heading for the town... 
  “It is time to fight. Team, you all ready?” Galaxia asked the team. 
  “YEAH!” shouted all the team and people of Drogheda. 
  Covid Killer had an army of his minions, but the heroes had the whole town on their side 
of the fight, and then it happened - the fight began. There were weapons like hand sanitiser 
and masks used to defeat Covid. This is what all the people of the town wanted - they were 
finally going to defeat the one thing in their way 

Covid-19 was the biggest thing in the world at the time of making this. It is still happening in the world. 
As people say, the battles heroes fight aren’t as hard as the ones you fight every day. We all have fights 
to win, like doing homework or chores. They will be gone when you decide to do them but still, they will 
be back, but you just do the right thing yet again. 

Darragh Callaghan

age 13

The Story 
of the Covid 
Killer

Lú
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Indiscrimi-
nate

Matthew Maloney

adult

The water weeps tears of sadness,
As it playfully splashes against the 
rocks.
Eroding them, stripped of their bad-
ness, 
They shine like a new-born star,
A supernova of colour.

The Wa-
terfall

Senan Kerrigan

age 14

An invisible war Covid-19 is the core
All people are soldiers 
This is a hostile takeover 
Life is now quite a bore

Sometimes,
you need only look up,
to see beauty and growth,
in the most likely and unlikely of places,
whether it be colourful or colourless.

Nature’s 
Gift

Emily Grimes

student

The 
Green
Bartosz Krol

age 13

We are surrounded by the green.
Where all the grass and leaves are seen.
If we do not start acting now,
Who in this world knows how?
This whole world will be in twenty-thir-
ty-three.
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The Journey Til Freedom

Dani Ajayi

student

Sitting at home feeling dreary, seeking for ways to make this day cheery
Netflix won’t fix it and sleeping’s never enough
Constant TikToks, some might think life is going tough 
Online classes I’d rather go to school because now it’s like technology has overruled the sun 
is finally out but don’t go further than five kilometres
Go on a nice walk but don’t call your friends or else we could risk it and it’ll never end
But now we just wait and pass with the seasons, 
counting down, our journey til freedom.       

I am alone.
Like a sole star in the night sky.
Waiting to be joined by the others.
Being alone is troublesome and sad.
I can only hope to be united with the 
other lonely stars soon.

The Night 
Sky

Alexandra Costa

age 14

1. What are the negatives about Covid?

Inability to visit family. Being housebound with no cinema or restaurants with the 
kids. Kids missing out on their education. The virus is having a very negative impact 
on the mental health of the everyone.

2. Has there been any positives to Covid? If so, what are they?

I have been able to continue working and most of my family have managed to stay 
safe and not contract the virus. The environment is showing signs of recovery with 
fewer pollutants in the atmosphere. Fewer cars and planes have led to less pollution.

3. What is the hardest thing about work, now that you have more hours? 

The shop is a lot busier now with everyone having to stay at home. I don’t get to 
spend any real time with my wife and kids. 

4. How do you feel about having to wear masks everywhere?

I don’t mind having to wear a mask going into stores. I do find it a little difficult to 
have to wear masks in work though. 

5. If you were able to go and see your family right now, what would be the first thing you 
would do?

I would hug my mother and the rest of my family.

Interview About 
Covid Lockdown in 
Five Questions

Aimee Carey

student
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Covid

Holly Jordan

age 14

A castle on the hill,
Hiding from the French
After the battle there was thrill
Now you can sit and look from a bench
To have a bit of Ireland’s history.

Mill-
mount 
Abbey 
Fort
Anthony Kirwan

age 14

Covid-19 is still here today, 
Unfortunately it looks like it’s here to 
stay
Government acting like this is a deadly 
game to play.
I know times are hard, and not what we 
asked
But please, social distance and just wear 
a mask.

The 5km is interesting, it’s very, very weird. I look outside and wonder why I can’t 
go anywhere. Everything is different, we have to wear our masks. I’m tired of waiting 
outside of shops and laughing is a pass.  
  I know I sound frustrated, I really really am, don’t blame me just look outside and 
you’ll understand. You can’t see people walking or laughing with their friends. The 
only people I can see are the ones who exercise. 
  You should go walking or running once or twice a week, try to keep healthy so you 
won’t grow weak. Covid is a no go, no one likes you, stay away from people and every-
thing will be back to new.... But wait! Don’t go far, stay in your little bubble. Don’t go 
past 5km! Have fun, stay safe and stay out of trouble!
  I’m moving house, that’s interesting? I’m not used to that, it’s closer to my school, 
which is pretty cool and nice. We all have our new rooms which I really like, but we 
have to be cautious because it’s Covid time.
  I really hate Covid, it ruined ALL my plans, everything I wanted to do is now gone 
off my mind. This is so unfair, we didn’t say goodbye. WHO KNOWS when we’ll be back 
in school, I can’t tell what is right. Anyways that’s my rant over, have a wonderful day, 
please stay inside so we can all just PLAY!

We Want 
Out!
Gabriella Martins

age 12

Stuck in our house, being driven insane 
Every day is just more and more plain 
Government’s as clueless as us people
No one is immune and some are more feeble 
We all need to be safe and hope for a fail 
 -safe

1-Year 
Anniver-
sary

Matthew Maloney

adult
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Sunset
Joana Retyte

As he walked down the empty street,
He thought back to the past,
All the bustling heat,
Was gone too fast,
As no one could visit him due to the distance limit.

The Here and Now

Eoin Haplin

student

Something about the sweet warm colours  
 of the sunset,
Unbelievable mix of shades, you can almost  
 feel the warmth on your skin,
Not many realise but the show starts every  
 evening, seats for everyone, free of  
 charge,
Enjoy, take in the little things in life,
A source of life, in the moments but not for  
 long do they last, only a few more blinks  
 and the sky turns dark as the evening  
 overcomes. 

age 13

Beautiful  
Paintings
Tell 
Beautiful 
Stories

Pretty Pictures
Jade Murphy

age 14

Memories
adult

Universal Graveyard 
Taken
Too Soon

Matthew Maloney

203202



Camera in hand,
A gradient view.
I took a photo to remember,
I would forget in a few.

We were just kids.
Didn’t know any better,
That it was the end
Of that endless summer.

I wonder what it’s like, 
To live in those hues. 
When the sun goes down
It’s all pinks and blues.

From the world in the sky,
Our worries are so small.
Thousands of meters high
Escaping our lives below.

I shook my head,
And put my camera away.
A home down here
Is far better than up there anyway.

A World 
of Pinks 
and Blues

Tara Kiernan

age 14

Mayo
Fraser Urquhart

Emma Pritchett

Aoife Alexander

Martha Kelly

Jack O’Malley

Maigh Eo
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Turn Neg-
ative to 
Positive

Emma Pritchett

age 16

A peaceful walk in the forest, 
Beautiful places at the doorstep, 
The trees are all bleak,  
The wind whistling between the  
 branches, 
The leaves blowing all around.

A Peaceful 
Walk in the 
Forest

Aoife Alexander

age 16

Turn negative into a positive,
Cloudy sky but blue sky,
Flooded field, dry gravel path,
Locked down but walk 5km,
No friends but dog’s company.

Colourful,
Magical,
Nature, 
Arc,
Phenomenon.

Over the 
Rainbow

Martha Kelly

age 15

Liar

Jack O’Malley

age 16

Our standard of living here has never 
been higher,
You call it success and I’ll call you a liar,
Just look what’s in store, 
And you’ll always want more,
When you’re stuck in a state of relentless 
desire.
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In my 5k,
Where my family stay,
Are some hidden gems,
That you need to know of, my friend.

A short walk away,
Where some heifers lay, 
Is an abandoned cottage, 
Near the road’s edge.

The cottage is small,
And its front wall,
 Has fallen down,
Just like a broken crown.

The inside is dirty, 
        But the outside is quirky.         
It has a lot of character, 
Especially in winter.

I wonder who ever lived there,
Sat on a chair and whispered a prayer,
...that the cottage will never be forgotten,
And not get so ever rotten!

The 
Almost 
Forgotten 
Cottage…
Fraser Urquhart

age 13

Meath
Molly Finnegan

Niamh Floyd

Ethan Harding

Paulina Jozwiak

Caoimhe Neary

Megan O’Connor

Emily Reilly

Aidan Reilly

Md Sharjeel Sohrab

An Mhí
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With night comes beauty.
As the sun goes down,
Painting the sky with enchanting colours.
The moon rises
Stars litter the sky that blankets our home,
With night comes beauty.

With Night Comes 
Beauty

Emily Reilly

age 14

All inside my 5k
Where the railroads use to lay,
Where creatures of nature frolic and play,
The path that is all overgrown,
The ground that has yet to be sown,
All inside my 5k.

All Inside 
in My 5k
Aidan Reilly

age 13

student

Molly Finnegan
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My 5x5: The
Famine Graveyard 
and Workhouse

Caoimhe Neary

age 13

Sight = I see the old workhouse, a few graves, bricks, broken, old 
 parts of the workhouse. 

Feel= I can feel the bumpy wall, the bark on the trees. 

Hear = I can hear the rustling of the trees and the birds chirping. 

Smell = I can smell the few flowers that grow there. 

Taste= I can taste the crisp but fresh air. 

Day One:
Rose was born on the 20 January 2021. On her first day, she learnt how to stand up and how 
to walk. She was fed four litres of milk that was full of colostrum. Colostrum is vital to a 
new-born calf, as it provides all the nutrients they need. 

Day Two:
Rose learned how to run around. On this day she was tagged, which is the way a cow is iden-
tified. A tagger is placed on either side of the calf’s ear and then a tag is pushed through the 
calf’s ear.

Day Three:
Rose learned how to drink from a bottle. Before today Rose was being fed using a stomach 
tube. A tube is put in the calf’s mouth and then pushed down into their stomach. This way, 
the calf can be fed without drinking from a bottle. 

Day Four:
Rose made the transition from a singular calf pen to a pen with five other calves in it. She 
is now enjoying running around with all of the other calves. As Rose’s parents are pedigree 
Holsteins, she has been registered with the Irish Holstein Friesian Association (IFHA).

Day Five:
Today Rose learned how to drink from the bucket. This way, up to six calves can drink off one 
multi-feeding bucket. Due to the weather getting cold, all of the calves had extra bedding. 
This is to stop them from getting pneumonia. 

Rose the 
Calf’s First 
Five Days

Niamh Floyd

age 14
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Now that Ireland has gone back to Level 
5 restrictions because of Covid-19, we are 
bound to stay within a 5km distance around 
our home. This means that most of us don’t 
leave our homes often due to the current 
living conditions.
  With the responsibility of staying home 
comes the feeling of boredom. Because we 
have been in lockdown since December 31st 
2020, a lot of us have been experiencing the 
feelings of boredom and frustration as we 
are limited to the things we can do outside 
of our homes. However, I have prepared a 
list of five things you can do around Slane, 
County Meath.

1) The River Boyne
The River Boyne is a great place to go for 
a bike ride, jog or a walk. The scenery is 
beautiful and there is even a 2km trail if 
you’re up for the challenge! It is one of the 
most popular areas in Slane for athletic ac-
tivities and I fully recommend it if you enjoy 
the outdoors and long walks.
 
2) The Hill of Slane
The Hill of Slane is one of the many cas-
tles here in Slane. To get up to the castle, it 
takes up to 15 minutes walking. However, 
the view is definitely worth the walk! It is a 
great spot to take pictures and it’s a really 
special historical area of Slane.
 
3) Support a Small Business
When Covid-19 first hit, a lot of people lost 
their jobs. In Slane, however, there are tons 
of small businesses that range from butch-
ers, farmers’ markets or craft stores that are 
still up and running. Along with that, we 
have a huge range of fast-food restaurants 
such as the Slane Kebabish or Romayo’s. 
Slane is definitely the place you need to 

Things To Do In Meath
Paulina Jozwiak

age 13

go to if you enjoy a chipper here and there! 
As soon as you go into Slane, the aroma of 
chips fills the air. Unfortunately, because of 
Covid-19, dine in is not available but take out 
certainly is! 
 
4) Rock Farm
Rock Farm is one of the few areas in Slane that 
offer a variety of activities in one area. Rock 
Farm offers activities like electric bikes, kay-
aking, farm tours, weddings and celebrations 
and even a glamping facility! 
  A glamping facility is almost the same as 
regular camping. However, the activities pro-
vided have a minimal impact on the nature 
that surrounds it. It’s an awesome area and 
it’s very cheap for the number of things they 
offer.

5) Newgrange Farm
Now that Newgrange Farm is opened, tours 
are now available to see this amazing histori-
cal site. While you’re there, you can do things 
like holding a chick, cuddle a kitten, pet a rab-
bit, milk a cow, feed a duck, hug a puppy, or 
bottle feed a lamb or calf! 
If you’re planning on visiting Slane, this ex-
perience is one you shouldn’t miss! 

There is a tower on a mountain
Right at the square, by the fountain
A land filled with years of fame
A magical sight, The Hill of Slane
 
Beside it lies its monkey tree
Would put anyone in a state of glee
St Patrick once here came
Lighting up his Pascal flame
 
Overlooking a small friendly hood
People would come from miles if they could
At a time we need assistant
A perfect place to social distance
 
Coming here as a child
Its like being one with the wild
Morning walks, alfresco meal
This wonderful palace is quite the deal
 
Now I’m gone to a foreign land
Isn’t really what I had planned
One day soon I’ll go up that lane
The home of Ledwidge, Hill of Slane.

Hill of Slane
Ethan Harding

age 14
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In March 2020, our country was shut down due to a global pandemic, Covid-19. Schools 
closed, which meant we had to work from home.
  We were told to stay inside, and non-essential shops closed, such as Penney’s, Sports 
Direct and JD Sports. Masks had to be worn in shops and on public transport. Lockdown 
One lasted until about June, and the country opened back up with some restrictions. Hos-
pital appointments were cancelled, unnecessary travel outside two kilometres was only 
allowed and then later extended to five kilometres. Football and sporting activities were 
also cancelled and, where possible, remote meetings were held through Zoom and Teams.
  In May, my confirmation was cancelled due to Covid-19, but I made it in August, with 
only my parents and one sponsor allowed in the church. We couldn’t go anywhere for 
dinner, so we had it at home. Some of my family were over, like my aunties and uncles, 
family friends and cousins. I was still able to take pictures with my friends, the priest and 
the bishop while observing social distancing. In September 2020, we were allowed back 
to school and I started in secondary school.
  For Christmas, the Government lifted the restrictions, and we could have no more 
than three households together. These restrictions lasted until the 27th of December then 
we went into lockdown again and this was how 2021 started. Schools did not reopen after 
Christmas break and we had to work on assignments sent out to us and Teams calls with 
our teacher. We are continuing doing home-schooling until at least March. 
  For my love of football, I had to keep fit on my own with tasks set by my coaches. I 
did my own training sessions over on the green at my house or in the back garden. When 
allowed, I had one-to-one training sessions with my coach from the football team, and 
when the restrictions started to ease a bit and people were able to get back out, we trained 
in our pods, with parents required to complete Covid Compliance Forms before each ses-
sion. In August, I got back playing football with my Gaelic team and soccer team which 
I really enjoyed.  In Gaelic we managed to go on and win our final match, which was a 
great achievement for the team. This got stopped in December and I haven’t been back 
since, but I am still doing my own training plan.
  I also spent my thirteenth birthday in lockdown, as my birthday is in July and we 
could meet up with people, but my family didn’t really want to mix with other people as 
we were trying to wait until my Confirmation so that people could come over to our house 
to celebrate my special day and we wouldn’t put anybody at risk.

Megan O’Connor 

age 13

My Life in 
Lockdown

1. No more masks: It has always been hard for people to breathe while wearing masks, 
that’s why some people wear the mask below their nose. We have to wear masks ev-
erywhere we go, for example in any shop, on any bus, etc. In school we can’t see any-
one’s face due to masks and sometimes people can’t hear you properly because you’re 
wearing a mask. I would love to not wear masks and so would most of the people. 

2. No online classes: Online classes have been a very good way to get together as a 
class. We can meet our teachers and also, we can see each other’s face if we turn the 
camera on. All of the teachers work really hard for the online classes and so do most of 
the students, but some students just join the call and then start playing games in their 
PlayStation. Anyway, I would like to go back to school as soon as possible and meet my 
teachers as well as my friends. 

3. We can go anywhere we want: During lockdown, most of the people want to go 
to the park, some want to go to the football pitch, and some want to go meet their 
grannies or their other relatives but they can’t because they can’t go out of their 5km. 
I want this to be all over so that we can go outside but without the fear of Covid-19. I 
want this to be all over so that everyone can meet their families, whether they are in 
this country or in another country and so that I can meet my relatives.

4. Travel to my dream city: Most people love travelling and so do I. Many people have 
many dream cities, for example New York, Paris, Tokyo and many more places. Nearly 
everyone in this world wants this to end as soon as possible so that they can start trav-
eling again, so that they can learn about other cities’ cultures, so that they can meet 
new people. Personally, I would like to go to New York because it has been my dream 
city since I was a small kid. 

5. Back to Covid-free life: I would like to get back into our normal life before Covid. I 
want to get back into our normal life because I really want to start living a Covid-free 
life. I want to get back to my school, I want to play with my friends outside rather than 
sitting in my house and playing PlayStation. I want to go to the beach, and I want to 
enjoy my old life again.

Five Things I Will
Do When Lockdown 
Is Over

Md Sharjeel Sohrab

age 13
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Róisín McManus

Martha Nugent

Dara O’Rourke

Roscommon
The 
Quiet 
Church

Martha Nugent

age 13

The Garden
Róisín McManus

age 14

Ros Comáin
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Down the road 
where my house stands,
A large lake sits 
with fishing stands.

Lots of salmon, trout
And lots of fish,
We can have plenty -
A tasty dinner dish.

I go there a lot
With my dad,
The soggy bog
Isn’t too bad.

I love when the sun sets
Over the lake,
I watch the swan’s paddle
With the drake.

Corbally Lake

Dara O’Rourke

age 14

Sligo
Dylan Dunican

Sligeach

221220



My 5k
Dylan Dunican

age 13

My home to Ballymote Castle.
5k is the limit, don’t go any further.
I can jog or walk sometimes I cycle.
Along my journey a pleasant rustling in the hedgerow.
All the blackbirds gathering in the same area.
The scent of pine coming from the forest trees.
Splashing of water in the nearby stream.
As the rain starts to fall, I catch a few drops on my tongue.
 It’s homeward bound I go.

Tipperary
Jenny Cox

Breda Kennedy

Tiobraid Árann
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“Locked down, I look up…”

Freedom
Jenny Cox

adult

We walk here most days, and looking out at the water,  I can’t help but 
relax. 
  I watch the graceful swans gliding along the cool, clear, calm waters 
of the Shannon. Soon, along come the nine little ducks, waddling away. 
  When families come to feed them, they all flock around for scraps 
of bread — swans, ducks, seagulls and crows!
  I wonder where last year’s cygnets are now— there is only one left 
with its parents. Soon they will chase it away to fend for itself. Then 
the cycle begins again. 
  Isn’t it fascinating to see nature? Why do the swans chase their 
cygnets, and the ducks stay together!?

Swans in the Lake
Breda Kennedy

adult
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Waterford
Micheál Ó hUallacháin

5 Km Ón Tigh Roimh 
Nollaig 2020

duine fásta

Micheál Ó hUallacháin

5 km ón tigh roimh Nollaig 2020.       
Seo grianghraf de chúigear ón gclann.   
Ódhrán, Tadhg, Ruairidh, Finlidh agus Euan  
Leathchaillte faoi bhrú, ach gealgháireach.                                       
An cúigear ag iompar abhaile an chrainn. 

Port Láirge
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Ní gá dúinn an 5km a bhriseadh sna Déise.
  Cúigear de Chlann Uí Uallacháin ag snámh ag Cé Bhaile na nGall, 
Rinn ó gCuanach.

Ní Gá Dúinn An 5km A 
Bhriseadh Sna Déise  
Micheál Ó hUallacháin

duine fásta

Wexford
Amy Cahill

Ava Doran

Katie Nolan

Rían O’Connor

Loch Garman

229228



The gentle whoosh of traffic,
The steady flow of commuters, 
Greatly weakened by the pandemic,
Happily working remotely on computers.

The subtle scent of fumes,
Infused with small winter flowers,
Peering down at the traffic,
Like watchmen in guard towers.

A flavour of days past,
The rich taste of yore,
Hot chocolate and warm cookies,
Laughing with pals for evermore.

Bitter air brushing your face,
Creating goosebumps on your skin,
The breath in your lungs,
Slowly chilling you from within.

A ball of bright fire,
A secret heaven-sent gift,
So beautiful yet so simple,
Unknowingly our hearts slowly lift.

Katie Nolan

student

Winter 
Sunshine  

The gravel grey sky was reflected in my eyes. A strong sense of foreboding overcame me, 
as the already weak light of the sun was swallowed by discordant, menacing clouds hungry 
for their next victim. I thought I was safe within five kilometres of my home, but the walls 
were closing in; I had nowhere to hide.
  Rabbits scurried and burrowed into the ground; the birds whirled through the air. 
There were no travel restrictions for them. The murmuring of the river became thunderous 
and incessant. The banks exploded; dirty water rushed towards me. I was truly trapped. 
I dashed down the road, but gravity no longer favoured me as I descended towards the 
muddy verge. 
  I lifted my head. “Where am I?” I asked myself. I was lying face down on the road, my 
head in a puddle of icy water. The water was still and mirrored a glorious scene. 
  A translucent mist grasped the tops of snow hooded mountains. A trickle of pristine 
water danced its way through luxuriously green fields. A blanket of snow drops swayed in 
the light sea breeze. In the distance, I could see the vast ocean awaiting exploration. I could 
taste the salt on my lips. 
  I stood up. “I know where I am,” I whispered. “This is Wexford, I’m less than five ki-
lometres from my house.” I strolled home allowing the crisp air to blow away my worries. 
 My soul danced to the melodies of the birds. I never felt so free. 

This Is Wexford
Ava Doran

age 13

The Daily 
Walk
Amy Cahill

adult

A long road lay ahead.
She sighed.
In the distance a grandchild grew older
A wedding vow echoed in an empty church
A coffin buried alone.
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Nestled away beneath a thick coat of moss and encompassed by trees and knee-high 
grass is a desolate cottage, its walls stripped of paint and its thatched roof long decayed. 
It is ringed by an impregnable hedge; a thick tree line blankets the cottage from above 
and smothers any light from protruding through and a strong wind whistles through 
the branches. Songbirds sing on the old rafters, and mice snuggle beneath the shattered 
furniture. Beknown to few, this cottage has witnessed more than any book could tell.
  The sun glistens in the morning sky, a thick mist coats the hilltop, the smell of 
freshly baked cakes lingers in the air, the sound of the kettle hissing is suppressed by 
booted heels clicking against the boreen road. The marching soon came to an abrupt halt. 
Old Miss May, hunchbacked and feeble, sits upright in her chair beside the fire. She is a 
quiet widowed woman, little and frail. She hears a gentle knock at the door.
  Miss May stumbles to open the latch, her cat dawdles behind her, she is greeted by 
the face of a young man, his face spotted and pale, sweat trinkling down his forehead. 
A flat cap is perched atop his head, he is hidden in a trench coat to his ankles, clearly a 
pass-down from a relative. A rifle is slung over his shoulder, behind him sits a column of 
fourteen men, panting and shivering.  Old Miss May pinches the boy’s cheek, she clasps 
his hands and recoils with fright. 
  “Come on in before you freeze, lads,” she instructs as she beckons them inside. The 
men greet her warmly as they squeeze through the cramped doorway.
Miss May pokes her head around the corner of the doorframe once all the column has 
entered before hastily slamming the creaking door. 
  “Make yourselves at home, the kettle is on the boil,” she insists. The men crowd 
around the fire; Old Miss May vanishes into the kitchen before staggering back to the 
men with a gleaming smile painted on her face as she carries a tray of cakes and scones. 
  “They’re your favourite,” she grins. The men thank her genuinely, she takes a seat 
beside them and speaks to each personally, as if they were her own children. They listen 
attentively.
  One of the men squirms in pain as she speaks, tears flow down his cheeks; she rests 
her hand on his head and asks him what the matter is. He pulls up the sleeve of his trou-
sers to show a vulgar slash on his calf, the other men flinch in disbelief and disgust. Old 
Miss May is  unfazed by the sight. She dispenses a home remedy of honey and ground 
blackberries to him before ushering him to sleep. She invites the men to play a game of 
hurling in her garden and they race out, leaving their rifles slumped against the wall as 
they do so.
  Miss May watches merrily, a tear rolls down her wrinkled cheek.

Rían O’Connor

student

The Hilltops Dew
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Mary’s 
Garden

Ellie Moorehouse

age 14

Polly the pinecone loved pork, 
She loved pork so much, too much in fact, 
Pork was all she ever ate, 
Polly loved pork so much that one day she became pork, 
And so Polly, no longer a pinecone lived the rest of her life a chunk of pork. 

Polly the Pinecone

Seryn Lambe

age 13

Mary’s garden had tall trees
That were full of vicious bees
Selling their honey
Making some money
Oh Mary was just eating some cheese

Just a rocky mountain  
It’s a peak high up in the sky  
Walking step by step to adventure  
It looks so close up there  
It’s just a still rocky mountain 

Sugarloaf 
Mountain

Emma Nolan

student
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River Side Torments

Ionut Alexandru Lupes

age 16

Enric, Kai, Julian, Tom and Richie have been inseparable from the moment they 
had met. They met when all but Richie, who is a year younger, were five. They 
have faced all hardships together. They might as well have been brothers. 
  They liked trying new things together, so when Richie suggested to try and 
commune with the paranormal, they were all on board. There was a river near 
them, which in olden times had a house. That house was used by executioners 
to dump the blood of their victims into the river. Not very hygienic, but olden 
times often weren’t. 
  A fight had broken out between two executioners. One stabbed the other 
in the neck, so deep that it decapitated him. Since then, people often reported 
seeing a headless man, carrying his own head in his hands. Nonsense, myth. It 
is illogical. The paranormal often isn’t.

“Where are we going now?” I asked my father. I had been asking myself this 
question for a very long time now, and each time I asked him, the more dis-
tant from me he became. It was just me and him now. We had been walking for 
days previous, scavenging for something, anything. My feet were starting to get 
blisters. It was a cold night as always, but at least the forest gave us the little 
shelter that we needed to survive with in these harsh conditions. 
  You may be wondering why we are in the situation we are in, so I will explain 
it to you. Seven months ago, a virus like no other was brought upon the world 
and demolished everything in its path. Now, there are only the lucky ones who 
survived who have mostly turned into the Gurrox Clan, a group of people who kill 
you if you don’t join them and live by their rules. For the last few weeks, they 
have been hunting us. I could tell that they were getting really close because my 
dad hadn’t said a word for hours.
  As I was walking, my legs collapsed from under me, but I just didn’t have the 
willpower to get up. My father didn’t realise I had fallen, and I could see his sil-
houette getting further and further away. And then suddenly, it disappeared into 
the darkness. I tried to shout for him but my body was so worn out that my voice 
was just gone. I felt scared and alone. As I lay on the mucky forest floor, I noticed 
something moving in the distance. I could slowly make out a group of people 
coming towards me. I suddenly got a surge of energy and jumped up and ran as 
fast as I could. I knew it was the Gurrox Clan. I heard them chasing me, but my 
legs took me faster than I have ever gone. Their voices suddenly started to fade.
  I decided that I needed somewhere to hide, and fast so I scurried up the clos-
est tree I could find. Once I reached the top, I saw another figure coming towards 
me. I thought this nightmare would never end. The figure started calling my 
name, ‘Oisin!’ I thought that I was a dead man but as it got closer, I was begin-
ning to make out a face… it was my dad! I jumped down the tree and hugged him, 
I had never felt this happy to see him in my life. We ran as fast as we could and 
didn’t stop until the sun came up. We knew we were safe, for now.
  We both lay down on the floor exhausted, and we finally got some rest.

Fighting Words 5x5

Oisin Allen

age 15
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If only I wasn’t scared then, everything would have been much easier. I would probably 
be able to sleep at night and concentrate during the classes. But I was scared. And we 
can’t change the past, can we? 
  I inhaled the fresh, chilly air and closed my eyes. Gentle breeze was rustling through 
my hair. Everything was still and quiet, other than the chorus of crashing waves. I con-
centrated on the loud waves crashing on the shores and I tried to ignore all the memories 
flowing in my mind. I had always loved the glare of the sunlight on the water. I think it 
looks so mesmerizing. I am glad I took courage to come here, despite all the ugly mem-
ories of the last time. 
  Even though I try so hard to forget it and forgive myself, it doesn’t help. My smile 
faded and I could feel the tears well up in my eyes. “I’m sorry,” I whispered quietly. 

Lana Bilen

age 15

The Search for 
Forgiveness

As I sat on the peaceful mountain top
The birds sang nonstop
When feeling my head would explode 
I’d come here and my mind finally slowed

The waves crashed 
And the sun flashed
As I took a breath in slowly
This cross made me feel holy

No one knows I’m here
Some might even fear 
I’ve been gone awhile
But that’s because of my lifestyle 

People are scared to come here alone 
Because there afraid of the unknown 
But I think this is the safest place 
That has so much grace 

The cross gives me hope
That I can cope 
Leaving I feel free 
Almost like a bee 

The 
Escape

Jodie Byrne

age 14
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My Dog

Leah Dorman

age 14

I was strolling around the bog, until I found  
 something on a log.
“A ladybug!” I said, I knew from its spots and  
 colour red.
I’m not at all a bug fan, but for ladybugs I am.
Because they’re pretty and small, and all they  
 do is crawl.
I sadly had to go, but at least I got a clear photo!

The Lady-
bug

Zoe Gallagher

age 13

His fur is orange as a sunset. 
His eyes are brown as a button.  
His chest fur is white as a cloud. 
His tail is fluffy as a feather. 
His teeth are as sharp as a blade.   

The secret spot 
This is the place where all the kids go
Testing the temperature with their toe.
We jump off the big rock like a diving pro 
And land in the cold water down below 
This is our spot the adults can never know.

The Se-
cret Spot

Kieron Gow

age 15

The 
Cottage
Laura Kiselova

age 14

In the yellow cottage covered in ivy,
Lived a kind old woman named Heidi  
 O’Reilly.
She loved to dance and she loved to  
 sing,
But most of all she loved her ring,
Which in the forest she found, when  
 nobody else was around.
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One hot summer’s day in July, a boy named Luke and his father were out fishing. The sun 
was beating down on them as the boat floated gently through the water. The tide was out 
on that day and the sea was very calm. 
  When school was over and the summer holidays started, Luke and his fa-
ther spent days at the beach fishing and looking for crabs under rocks. Some-
times Luke’s entire family would come and participate. Luke was 14 years old and he 
was always bursting with energy. He would wake his parents early in the morn-
ing to go to the beach. In Luke’s mind, the beach was like his second home. Luke  
was definitely a nature person. But even when Luke couldn’t go to the beach because of 
rain or a storm or the tide, he’d still find ways to entertain himself. Some days he’d step 
into the shoes of a daring protagonist or pirate from his large collection of books. He’d 
play chess with the family too. 
  In the small boat, Luke helped his dad put some bait on the line. He helped his dad 
cast the line. Luke patiently waited, moving his eyes around the sea at birds to keep 
himself entertained. There was a sudden tug and Luke, with his dad’s help, eager-
ly reeled the line in. They had caught a salmon! Luke was delighted. They kept fishing 
for another hour or so then started to head back to the shore, which was a tiny speck 
on the horizon. As Luke and his dad paddled in the direction of the shore there was a  
jolt as the boat bumped off something. Looking down into the water Luke gasped. It was 
a cannonball which was floating bobbing up and down. 
  Luke said. “Have we found a shipwreck, Dad?”
  Peering into the la mer, Dad replied, “I’m not sure, son. We’ll have to  
find out!” Dad did his best to memorise the course they had taken as they went back to 
the shore. 
  Dad said, “Luke, I have a diving suit at home, I’ll go down and have a look.” 

Cormac O’Toole

age 15

The Un-
veiling of 
History

  They drove home quickly. Next morning, Dad called Luke down. After a quick break-
fast, Dad asked, “Are you ready to check out the area around that cannonball?” 
  “Yes, I can’t wait!” Luke replied.
  After arriving at the beach and jumping out the boat, Dad took out the map he’d 
roughly drawn of the course. Dad carefully put on his diving suit and left the boat. He 
emerged looking disappointed. 
  “I didn’t find anything, son,” Dad said.
  Luke didn’t want to give up, however, and convinced his Dad to continue looking. 
  Dad splashed into the water again and looked closely at the water. Luke waited impa-
tiently for his dad to come up.  He was starting to get worried that his dad was in trouble 
when he saw dad swimming back to the boat. Luke helped his dad climb back onto the 
boat.
  Dad was excited and in his hand he was holding some old coins. Dad steered the boat 
towards the shipwreck. Cups, spoons, coins and many other items started appearing. They 
collected as much as they could. 
  Dad paid a team to go down and take everything from the shipwreck. It cost a lot of 
money , but it it was worth it. Luke’s dad discovered more coins and spoons but also mus-
kets and musket balls. The objects on the wreck were valuable and even after sharing out 
some of the money with the team, Luke’s dad got €200,000. Luke was delighted, him and 
his dad went on TV. They were well known from then on. 
  Luke grew up and with friends he found in college went on to find many more wrecks. 
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The Field

Ruby Conway

age 15

This is the field where it all began. At first nobody would have suspected, since it’s out in 
the open and nobody would do something so sinister in the middle of a field where every-
one can see. But it did. And I had the power to stop it all. I could shoot him. After all, he 
deserves it after what he did to those five girls. However, I only had two bullets left and I 
had to use them wisely. He was standing around thirty metres away from me, at the top 
of the field. 
  This is the field where he had killed those girls. I glared at him from the end of the 
field, and shouted to him, “You know, if you turn yourself in now the punishment might 
only be twenty or thirty years.” 
  He laughed. “Those girls deserved it; everyone knows they were better off dead.” 
  He did have a point. These weren’t just five ordinary girls. They were very mean to 
other people and everyone wanted them dead. But nobody actually killed them until this 
guy came around. They were unbelievably rude to some people, but they didn’t deserve 
death.
  I looked at my gun and pointed it towards him. “If you don’t surrender, I’m going to 
have to shoot you,” I told him. 
  He glared at me. “But you know what they did to you, they made your life a misery.” 
He had another point. 
  Those five girls had made my life a living misery. They were the one thing that I hat-
ed about going to school. They made up lots of rumours about me and my reputation in 
school is completely gone. I could let him go right now and say I didn’t know anything. 
Nobody knew I was here or that I had followed the case. I couldn’t though, he was a mur-
derer. 
  He started to edge closer to me. “Look, I know I did kill those girls and I know I was 
in the wrong, but you have to believe me when I say they weren’t liked at all by anybody.” 
  Again, he was right. However, he’s still a murderer and he has to do time for his 
crime. I pointed my gun toward his head. “If you don’t stop, I’ll shoot,” I said. 
  He looked toward me. “Shoot me then,” he said. I looked at him and shot. 
  I missed terribly and was metres off. He gasped, regained his balance and shouted, 
“You’re a bit off.” I blushed, but I had never handled a gun before so I wasn’t that bad. 
  “So, what did you do with the girls then?” I asked. I knew this kid. He loved to brag. 
He cleared his throat and said, “Well first I stabbed them one by one and dumped their 
bodies in the trees where you are, they’re covered in branches so no one would see them, 
look if you don’t believe me.” 
  I stopped my tape recorder and said “Thanks,” before shooting him.

The winding paths, not marked on maps, hours of hide  
 and seek.
The dark deep woods, the scary old tales, hours with  
 you and me.
A dog goes barking a deer is stunned, this is what  
 makes the trip.
The taste of the picnic gobbles its way down and down  
 again. The smell of the ivy, the touch of the trees 
and how they sway and sway. For long ago we all know 
how forests came to be. 

Forest

Emma Nolan

age 12

Slowly strolling alongside the shore, 
I treasure it now more than ever before. 
The blissful sound of the crest and fall, 
Watching the swash make its backward crawl, 
If only life moved, as slow as these waves, maybe I’d appreciate it, this quick blurry haze.

Carla O’Brien

age 15

Greetings from 
the Sea
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In the dark cold night, I stood on my balcony as I was looking into the never-end-
ing dark. I didn’t feel scared and I wasn’t cold but instead I was happy and warm. 
The lights were on, but it was a bit odd as It was 3am. I could smell the lovely odour 
of the white flowers. It started to snow but that was unbelievable as in Kansas it 
would never snow. I was a young scared 14-year-old, amazed by the beauty of my 
estate. I was shocked as I thought I saw a silhouette of a man in the distance, just 
standing there. 
  I went back into my house and steadily closed my balcony doors. I thought my 
mind was just playing tricks on me, but I was still a bit paranoid. I made myself a 
hot cup of tea as my throat was dry. I was in my blue warm pyjamas and I had black 
fluffy socks on and a woolly jumper. I was sitting on a rocking chair, gazing at my 
phone, and I had the TV in the background with a movie that I had got bored of. I 
was heading off to sleep because it was late, and I was tired but suddenly I got a 
message from my friend and as I read it my heart dropped.  He said that there is a 
dangerous man on the loose around Avonville - and that was my estate!
  I realised that the silhouette of a man that I had seen wasn’t me being paranoid 
and it was the dangerous man that was on the loose in my estate. I hadn’t thought 
anything of it because I thought he would just pass through, but my heart dropped 
as the door handle started to wriggle. I sprinted upstairs and hid in my room. 
The problem was my dad and mum were out and they would be back late and my 
brother was staying over in his friend’s house. I had a baseball bat beside my bed 
because I play for a baseball team.  I’m not very good but it was finally handy for 
something. The door opened and my soul left my body. I could hear him walking 
up the stairs and saying “Hello” to check if anyone is in the house. I could see his 
shadow under my door as shivers went through my spine. He opened my door and 
slowly walked in.
  I was hiding in the wardrobe with the baseball bat in my left hand and the 
man was rooting through everything to find something valuable but there wasn’t 
anything valuable. I was holding my breath in so he didn’t know I was there, but 
he opened the wardrobe. I sprung up and hit his face with my bat. He screamed in 
agony as I sprinted towards the house across from mine.
  The neighbours were awake somehow and let me in. They were confused and 
asked me questions. I told them what had happened and described the man to have 
black hair, pale face and a beard. It matched the description, and I was so relieved 
that I was safe and go out of that one. 
  The neighbours called the police and my parents and my brother. The police 
quickly came and so did my parents, but my brother stayed away. It was the scariest 
experience of my life. From that day my parents never left me by myself and the 
man finally got caught and I never saw him again. 
                                                                                                                                                              

Emir Demirkol

age 14

Balcony 

I wish I could go to paradise, 
Even just for a day. 
Where I could watch the river flowing,
And lay beside the bay.

A little wind, a summer sun,
A river rich and regal. 
A flood of fond endorphins,
Brings a calm that knows no equal.

I’m flying now, 
I see things much clearer then from the ground. 
It will be ok I know it will be,
I’ll never have to come down.

I wish I could go to paradise, 
For always night and day. 
I hear the birds a’chirpin,
Beside the river bay.

I dream nightly of paradise,
But come morning it goes away.
But the thought of soon returning, 
After lockdown keeps me going through the day.

Paradise
Tadgh Devlin

age 12
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River to Where?

We haven’t been to the little old church since the in-
cident two years ago, yet it still looks the exact same 
as it did. My friends, who were with me during the 
incident, always talk about the appearance of the old 
lady, I remember much more than just her appearance. 
I remember hearing the fear in her trembling voice as 
she warned us about the dangers that lurked ahead, 
she was practically begging us to leave. We thought 
she was a crazy old lady, so we decided to ignore her. 
We soon learned that that was the biggest mistake we 
have ever made…

The Little 
Old Church
Samanta Stepíte                                  

age 14

Alannah Howick

age 15

As I stare down the dark river, I think about my 
sister who never came back that night after ex-
ploring down there with her friends. 
I find it strange how all of her friends returned 
but she never did. They have been questioned and 
questioned about her disappearance, but not a 
single one can answer the question, What hap-
pened down there?” 
I think to myself sometimes, should I go down 
there and explore? But I hear this voice in the 
back of my head saying, “Don’t do it, don’t go 
down there, you don’t want to end up like me.”

Imogen O’Shea

age 13

Inhale of the 
Outdoors

249248



It was a lovely sunny summer’s day. My friend Fia and myself had decided to spend the day 
at Bray Beach. We got our bags ready and left the house to walk down to the beach as it was 
nearby. We got there at ten o’clock, just as it was starting to get busy with people coming 
off the Dart. 
  Fia and I went for a walk along the beach before stopping of at Gino’s for ice cream and 
crepes, which were delicious. We started to walk some more and then we noticed some people 
out in the sea who seemed to be struggling and we called 999. I spoke to the operator who 
said she would send the ambulance, the Guards and fire brigade. 
  When they all arrived, they saw that the group were too far out at sea and had to call the 
helicopter, as it was too dangerous because the group was caught in a rift. When the helicop-
ter arrived, they lifted the group out of the sea one by one and left them on the beach. 
  The ambulance crew and fire service crew wrapped them all up in warm blankets and 
checked on them. One of them had taken in a lot of water and had to be brought to hospital 
and the others were free to go home and rest. 
  The next day we found out the other person was let out of hospital and was resting at 
home. We never got to relax on the beach that day, but it was great being able to help save 
the group. 

Hannah Earls

age 14

The 
Rescue

The broken gate intrigued us. Not knowing what to do, we looked through the gap. Some-
thing drew us in there. A mysterious power not known to us. A voice in our heads. My friend 
Ryan and I had found a way through a very long tunnel of bushes to the back of an aban-
doned factory. It was gated off. Ever since we had first seen it, we knew we had to go there, 
we needed to find a way. Now the gap in the gate was our way in. We strolled through the 
abandoned car park; we were so excited to explore this place. Little did we know that greater 
secrets lay there.
  From one point of view, we were very excited, from another we were afraid of the un-
known. We were walking and staring at the vegetation that had taken over this place. We 
heard a small stream of water rumbling through the bushes, but one thing intrigued us. The 
bushes had an entrance. We went up to it and as we got closer, we realised that this was in-
tentional. The steel barrier blocking off the road from the river was curved in a professional 
way. We pushed the vines out of the way and could not believe our eyes.
  A tent. Somebody lives here. An orange and black tent. A red headset hanging off the tree. 
The tent was situated at the other end of a small concrete bridge going over the river. This led 
to another car park behind the tent, but this was completely overgrown. Going to say hello to 
the sketchy man living in a tent was not our intention, so we went on. We were excited but 
one thought was going through our head. Are there more?
  We saw a little flatland covered in trees. We went through a walked patch of grass and 
found something suspicious. A deep hole. Filled to the rim with trash. Suspicious yellow 
and blue cannisters. The cannisters had chemical symbols on them. They resembled the 
ones I have seen in places where people get vaccinations. This abandoned place may not be 
as friendly as we thought. This started to resemble the final resting place of hopeless drug 
addicts. 
  Our exploration was coming to an end as we were getting close to the factory. We saw 
some sort of old machinery ripped to shreds and scavenged for parts. We kept walking and 
found a graffitied wall with spray cans and beer bottles everywhere. As we were leaving, we 
saw a platform leading to the window and, on it, a fire extinguisher and an old Guinness Book 
of World Records from the 80’s. We heard a security guard talking through a speaker. 
  We ran and ran, and we got out. This place was abandoned, just like the lives of those 
addicts.

Patryk Fusek

age 14

Aban-
doned
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The Field

Ruby Conway

age 15

The injured man dragged his feet behind 
him. Exhaustion crept through his bones as 
he stumbled through the bustling streets of 
New York. Night was settling in and dark-
ness was blanketing the sky. Lampposts il-
luminated the streets with a hazy yellow. 
Escaping the facility had certainly been 
harsh.
  His bruised face was met with grin. His 
nose was broken and blood stained his face, 
but the satisfaction of escaping the guards 
was too much to go unfelt. However, he be-
came anxious. Kris pulled the hood of his 
bomber jacket over his head, knowing that 
if the barcode on his neck was spotted, all of 
his efforts would be lost.
  He sensed that he was safe now, he was 
away from the asylum and had disappeared, 
but he decided it would be best to hide 
away. He slipped into an alleyway behind 
some trash bags.
  Kris adjusted his jacket as a breeze rus-
tled the alleyway. Suddenly, he heard life in 
the alleyway. A voice rang in his ears as he 
turned around, stalking towards the scene. 
A group of men stood around a young girl 
who appeared nervous.

The situation became tense when one of the 
men shoved the girl against the wall. Kris 
clenched his fist and approached them. His 
smooth voice filled the alleyway. 
  “Is everything all right here?” he asked, 
tucking his clenched hand in his pocket. 
  “None of your business, boy! Get lost!” 
the gruff man barked. 
  Kris clenched his jaw, his short temper 
driving him to ram his fist into the man’s 
head. The man stumbled momentarily be-
fore falling unconscious to the floor. His 
friends turned around with widened eyes 
and swung their fists, striking Kris in the 
nose. Hissing in pain at the sudden impact, 
his eyes watered as he shoved the man. A 
vicious brawl erupted as hands punched and 
clawed at each other. The young girl had 
joined in and was kicking the man who Kris 
had pinned down. The men glanced at each 
other before retreating.
  “And don’t come back!” the young girl 
yelled. Kris looked down at her, clearly 
confused. However, he shrugged it off and 
winced at the pain in his stomach. Despite 
the retreat of the men, they had managed 
to punch him up even more. The blonde 

girl turned around with enthusiastic eyes.  
  “Wow! That was amazing! You were all 
Boom! Pow! Like... Muhammad Ali! But they 
really got you. I’ll call an ambul-” 
  Kris suddenly snapped back to reality. 
“No! Please don’t do that.” 
  The girl raised an eyebrow in confusion. 
“What...? Why?” 
  Kris shook his head. “Please don’t 
call an ambulance. I’ll be okay, there’s a  
store not far from here we can go to, I’ll get 
cleaned up there and I’ll treat you to some-
thing.” 
  The young girl nodded hesitantly. Kris 
walked ahead of her. She glanced back to 
find the knife the men had tried to mug her 
with. Tiptoeing back over, she picked up the 
knife and hid it in her pocket, quickly run-
ning after the man.

253252



One day, two people went to Ireland on a holiday, but then something happened and they 
thought they were dreaming. Their names were Bob and Joe and they were best friends. Bob 
and Joe had come to Ireland for a holiday and they went out to Bray to see what it was like. 
  The day after they arrived in Ireland, when they had gone out to Bray, Bob and Joe decided 
to go to Bray Beach and just walk along there and maybe walk up Bray Head. They got down 
to the Beach and it was all going fine until…
  They walked past the hotel down at Bray Beach but there were dogs around and lots of 
people. One dog came up to them and attacked Joe and he fell over the edge! He held on with 
his two hands while Bob tried to call for help. He cried for help and some lady heard him 
crying and came to see what had happened. She called 999 for help.
  The help arrived and they had to assess the situation. They had to call for backup, so it 
took two hours to get him back to land. They had to take him to hospital so they could check 
his injuries and see how serious they were. 
  They took Joe to the hospital, and he had to have an operation on his arm. He was in 
hospital for a few days to recover. After Joe came out of the hospital, he and Bob went back to 
Dublin Airport and went home after a traumatic experience.

Emily Hempenstall

age 14

Bray Experience

CRC Scoil 
Machua

Donna

Jessica 

Laura 

Liam

Maria Elena

Nadia

Orlaith

Ovi

Taigh
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Time to appreciate nature to relax and chill.
Time to walk the roads and parks maybe even a hill.
We’re missing our friends, work and school.
Replaced by WhatsApp calls and Zoom.
But we’ll get through this and we’ll all be together soon.

We’ll All Be Together 
Soon

Donna 

staff

1. Seasons come and life changes when we  
 don’t expect it,

2. We cope as much as we can and do are  
 best to deal with life, 

3. We use are spirits to get through it,

4. Everyone is equal, everyone is special, 

5. Everyone is connected, we are united as  
 one.

We’re All In 
It Together

Jessica 

age 15
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1. Crumlin Hospital: I have gone to Crumlin Hospital since I was a baby.  I have spent 
a lot of time there and I am great friends with the doctors and nurses.  I go to see my 
friends every three weeks and we have great fun even when getting my infusions.

2. Assumption School: I went to Assumption School for eight years and made great 
friends while I was there.

3. Assumption Church: I made my Communion and Confirmation in the Assumption 
Church across the road from the school.

4. Our Lady’s Hall: I went to drama in Our Lady’s Hall before I started in Scoil Moch-
ua. I learned about singing, acting and dancing.  I was in a show, Once Upon a Dream. 
I made great friends with everyone and Tony, my drama teacher.

5. Costa Coffee: I started in Scoil Mochua in 2016, where have great friends.  In 2017, 
I had not seen my friends for a while because I had been in hospital, so my teacher 
and my friends Liam and Nadia came to meet me in Costa Coffee. We had a great time 
together.     

Together Friends
Laura

age 18
1. Liam’s Adventures

2. Tess on the Liffey

3. The Lonely Sheep

4. Portmarnock Beach

5. Local Area – cycling portable bike 
 in the park

Kind Of 
Magic

Liam

age 17
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1. It is snowing outside. 
2. Not snowing, its hailballing. I’m wondering how the birds stay warm. 
3. In hope, I planted lots of bulbs… 
4. Lots… 

I’m waiting…
I go in.

5k? I haven’t gone 5 metres.

5. Zoom is great but I miss the classroom …all the caring and all that laughter.
Spring hurry up! Vaccine be quicker!

Distance

Maria Elena

ageless

1. Once there was a girl lost in the woods 
2. Who met a brainy badger who was a little 
baffled. 
3. “Girl, if you can help and tell me how old 
this tree is, I will show you your way home
4.  To your house by the lake 
5. In time to feed your unicorn.” 

Girl In The 
Woods

Nadia

age 18
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1. Princess in the Park

2. On the hunt for fairies and ready to fight off the goblins.

3. “Is there anybody there?”

4. “We’re here for a socially distant visit!” The Fairy says, “We’re isolating at the 
moment!”

5. Orlaith and Cuan say, “Maybe you can break free soon!”

Adventures in the Park
Orlaith

age 15

1. Pfizer 
Pfizer has developed a vaccine that aims to 
protect against Covid-19, a virus that has 
taken over the whole world. This vaccine 
will save a lot of lives and hopefully it will 
help end the lockdowns around the world.
 
2. Grange Castle 
Grange Castle is a stony late medieval tow-
er house that was constructed in 1580. The 
castle has a tower and is surrounded by the 
world’s largest bio-pharmaceutical busi-
ness. 
 
3. River
When looking at this picture, our eyes trav-
el down the stream as the river bends to the 
left. Each drop of water becomes a vital part 
of the aquatic world in which many organ-
isms live in.
 
4. Tree
During the winter, the trees have no leaves 
because they shed them to conserve re-
sources, as it is cold and dry during the 
winter. The roots are buried deep in the 
frozen soil as the trees sleep and wait for 
the spring to come so that their leaves will 
grow. 
 
5. Lake 
The lake was skyline-silver, peaceful and 
still. The swans were swimming on the 
lake, bullying all the other birds by chasing 
them in the water and waiting for the hu-
mans to feed them some bread.

The Change 
To Come

Ovi

age 18
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The Swallows is a café with 
extra spice. Before lockdown, 
my classmates and I would 
regularly go here for break-
fast. My favourite breakfast 
was sausages and toast. It 

was yummy. Oh, and beans 
with a hot cup of tea. It was 

a lovely treat.

Tiagh’s Story

Tiagh

age 14

The sun was in my eyes. I 
was blinded by the lights as 
The Weeknd would sing, lol. 
This is our enchanted fairy 
garden in school. It is very 
pretty when the sun shines 

down on it. 

This is where we go to get 
the bus to Liffey Valley 

Shopping Centre. It’s right 
beside our school and near 

to the Swallows Café. 

This is the entrance to my 
school, where I have been 

attending since three years 
of age. My current teacher 
is Danielle and I am in the 

senior school, doing my JCT 
cycle. 

This is the school bus that I get to school every 
morning. My bus driver is Philip and my escort is 
Rachel. They are lovely people. Philip plays cool 

music every journey and we all sing along, which 
is so much fun. 

CRC Clontarf
Ross Ahearne

Dean Coleman

Rachel Curtis

Stephen Darling

Alex DiNardi

Neema Kebelo

Karen Kiernan

Aaron Long

Emma Nolan

Donal O’Connor

Deante Troy

CRC Cluain Tarbh
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Usually I hang out with my two best friends, Mark and David. We do a lot of things 
and we have done some things in quarantine. The best thing we did before quarantine 
was to walk to the summit in Howth. We like to go for a long walk. Sometimes, I go 
out with a friend Gavin to the pictures. 
  It was my friend David who thought of us being The Three Stooges. I’m Mo, David 
is Larry and Mark is Curly. We watch their episodes online and they are funny. The 
slapstick humour is funny but their characters have personality too.  
  When I’m on my walk in Clontarf or on the beach or park I’m thinking, “When 
will this end?”
  So far I’ve been walking in St. Anne’s and cycling on the prom in Clontarf and on 
Castle Avenue, past Clontarf Castle and then Blackheath, next to the CRC. 
  Vaccinations are rolling out and I want things to go back to normal. Sometimes I 
feel like a prisoner. 
  The over 85s will be vaccinated first. The vaccines will be rolled out starting on 
Friday, 19th February 2021. 
  They want to open schools and colleges first. Slowly. 
  It’s entertaining watching movies and TV shows at home but sometimes it’s bor-
ing because of the quarantine.

Covid
Ross Ahearne

student

A comedy show that was on TV. 
A boxing club for the kids.
Schools. Playground. 
Trees. GAA club. The Garda.
I play badminton at Sportsco on Saturday 
mornings. I have ten medals!

Ringsend

Dean Coleman

student

Living On 
Portmarnock 
Beach

Rachel Curtis

student

1. I live in Portmarnock 
2. The beach is down the road from me 
3. It is very nice in the summer time 
4. Lots of people go down with their dogs 
5. I can’t go down because of the dogs
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Darndale by 
Stephen

Stephen Darling

student

Raheny is a very quiet village with a Dart  
 station. 
There’s only a few people around. 
Since the lockdown happened, I miss meeting  
 up with people and having a few drinks. 
I miss playing pool and snooker. 
The Manhattan is a small restaurant I go to  
 for lunch. My grandad owns the Macari  
 chipper!

Italian and 
Irish

Alex DiNardi

student

Drawing. Tree, swan, grass, flowers and the sky, 
Stars, and the moon (at night-time). 
Travel.
In my country, Tanzania, there is no snow. 
It was freezin’ out and I had a headache. 
My first seeing snow, it was so magical and hilarious with my friend Karen. 
Me and Karen had a snow fight. We had a great laugh and good craic.  

Two Countries
Neema Kebelo

student
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Breaking free
Walking around the roads, 
down near the green, 
see all the kids out. 
With my Ma.

Breaking 
Free

Karen Kiernan

student

Aaron’s Music 
Generation

Aaron Long

student

I listened to vinyl stereo records during lockdown and kept my music energy,
I’m doing creative music generation and watching movies.
Music composers in Star Wars, John Williams, Halloween, Mozart, 
Terminator and Pirates of the Caribbean themes.

There once was a Casino in Marino, 
Where old gamblers drank limoncello, 
No Barney from Donnycarney on banjo, 
Singing sea shanties with a five-part plucking solo,
“That’s a wonderful casino in Marino!”

Banjo 
Barney 
from 
Donny-
carney
Donal O’Connor

student

If you have a bad day, go to the beach
You’re on main roads and then…
you come to the beach and it’s like a  
 dream come true,
You start to relax, sit down on the  
 rocks and listen to the ocean,
It feels good and now you’re on steady  
 pace.

Where’s 
the Other 
Me Gone?

Deante Troystudent
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It’s miserable weather at the mo-
ment. It’s boring being stuck inside. 
  I go for walks with my mam and 
sometimes with my little sisters in 
Edenmore Park. There’s nothing re-
ally to see in Edenmore and some-
times we walk down to Raheny. I go 
into the Manhattan restaurant with 
my mam and dad and have chicken 
wings. 
  I miss going to see my nanny 
and my grandad a lot. 
  There is a park near us, but the 
weather isn’t great at the moment. 
  I miss seeing people in person. 
I miss going into college and social-
ising with my friends. My favourite 
subject is art because I’m good at it.  

Edenmore

Emma Nolan

student
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Buíochas

Ba mhaith le foireann Fighting 
Words buíochas a ghlacadh leis na 
daoine seo a leanas:

The Fighting Words team wishes to 
thank the following:

Nicole Andrews
Mark Davidson

Seán Love
Emmy Lugoye

Fearghas Mac Lochlainn
Eleanor Moloney
Máire Ní Chualáin

Aedín Ní Thiarnaigh
Colm Quearney

Simon Boyle Photography

Ba mhaith linn buíochas a ghlacadh 
freisin leis na tuismitheoirí agus 
leis na múinteoirí ar fad as chuile 
chearn d’oileán na hÉireann agus 
leis na foirne as scoileanna an Ch-
linic Lárnaigh Íocshláintigh a spreag 
ógánaigh le suntas a thabhairt dá 
dtimpeallacht agus a chuir isteach 
obair ar a son. 
  Ar deireadh, tá muid buíoch de 
na húdair agus de na maisitheoirí ar 
fad a bhfuil a gcuid oibre le feiceáil 
sa gcnuasach seo as ucht a gcuid 
cruthaitheachta a roinnt linn. 

We would also like to thank to the 
parents and teachers throughout 
the island of Ireland and staff of 
the Central Remedial Clinic schools 
in Dublin who encouraged young 
people to engage with their local 
environment and submit work on 
their behalf. 
  Finally, we are grateful to all the 
authors and illustrators included 
in this collection for sharing their 
creativity with us.
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