
YOUNG 
STORYKEEPERS

NOVEMBER 2020

VOLUME IV



CONTENTS
WELCOME    1

AGE SEVEN     2 
Gracie-Mai Pierce O’Hanlon
Joe Greally
Oscar FitzGibbon
Ruby Grennan
Charlotte Brennan
Orla Byrne
Eoghan Meharg
Daniel Keenan
Alanna Bunting
Ruairi Connor Dickson
Max McLoughlin
Harry Cantwell
Eli McGurk
Tom O’Connell
Basil McGrath
Abyan Kashif
Molly Sheeran
Bodhi Noon

AGE EIGHT   20
Cara Fortune
Meabh Little
Charlotte Trimble
Sadhbh Macken
Anna Clinch
James Martin
Rory Inglis
Lizzie Walsh
Kiran McCarthy
Noah Fox
Lily Murphy
Andrew Coffey
Zach Kelly
Ellie Murphy

Orla O’Connell
Anna Maria Petrufova
Zoe Brosnan
Noelle Quinn
Ethan McGarvey
Rian Hennessy
Ava Healy
Conor Harvey
Aoibheann Wright
Adelina Ranalow
Teya Kelly Murphy
Ruth Buckley
Joseph Kennelly
Kyle McLaughlin 

AGE NINE    44
Réalta Moran
Joe Caomhanach
Eabha Willows
Emer Doyle
Lucy Harrington
Ruby Alice Toomey 
Cormac McGrath
Moya Lynch
Eadaoin Ni Chadhla
Medbh McCann
Henry McLoughlin
Kevin Egan
Hannah Mae Smiddy
Lauren Nic Cnáimhín 
Masha Shamshina
Senan Guiney
Owen Gilchrist
Veronica Oldwin
Lauren Creevey
Alice Cowell
Anvi Marathe

Ruadhán McGinn
Lucia Nesbitt
Kailum Kelly
Hugo McGrath
Susanna McDonald
Oisín Goonery
Giulia Casey
Rex Dunleavy
Adam Sweeney

AGE TEN   72
Tadhg Michael Condon
Charlie Kennedy
Adam Collery 
Ryan Lynn
Anna Lyster
Ava O’Conor
Nicole O’Donnell
Muireann Bruen
Ethan Whitney
Yash Karwal
Sokeen Ryan
Kidist Puig Lynch
James Nugent
Daniel Goss
Tom McClean
Maya Stepinska
Feargal Quinn
Isabelle Hennessy
Aran O’Donnell
Gearoid Griffin
Amelia Murphy
Gary Dunne
Erin Fitzpatrick
Kartik Joshi
Sean McGovern
David Hore

Hamish Inglis
Cian Barry
David Graham
Sebastian Brewer
Ruby Probert
Ciaran Ahern
Hannah Smyth
Lucy Deegan
Joseph Melligan
Olivier Obrzud
Luka Vukoja
Jane Ryan
Elaine Williams
Max Leon
Sarah McCormick
Grace Dolan
Seán de Búrca
Jamie McCorry
Juliet Bell
Freya Doyle

AGE ELEVEN   112
Abigail Delaney
Hazel Dunleavy
Molly Joan Steen
Alice McCloskey
Lucy Ryan
Niamh Downey
Mia Farrell 
Mahalla McCambridge 
Jack Casey
Caoimhe McNally
Oisín Fitzgibbon
Eoin McGurn
Nimah Meharg
Robyn Kenny
Anna Shiel

Oscar J. Toomey
Áine Zambra
Andrew Cowman
Adhara Prendergast
Alya Prendergast
Clara Mantu
Sarah O’Malley
Saoirse Barron
Cillian Murphy
Alex Smiddy
Adam Gordon
Alexandra O’Donoghue
Iris De Mot Diez
Mia Hughes
Grace Steenson
Nessa Lynch
Molly Tunnicliffe
Ella Williamson
Stephen Carroll
Beth Ward
Kate Horan
Evelyn Roche
Cara Quinn
Áine Harte
Kallum Nolan 
Tara Walsh
Naoise Cooke

AGE TWELVE   152
Ciara Spalding
Vivien Nesbitt
Ciara Gilsenan
Treasa Ní Chrotaigh
Ultan Reddy
Cathal Barton
Annabelle Egan
Lily Burke

Fionn Grennan
Daisy Braithwaite
Éanna O’Reilly
Dylan Cardy
Katie Wright
Isabel Durack
Ciara Gilsenan
Liam Meharg
Anna Carroll
Luke Cardy
Niamh Ni Dhuibhir
Meabh Nic Aoidh

AGE THIRTEEN & 
FOURTEEN   168

Fiachna O’Lochlainn
Reka David

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS
          170



WELCOME | 1 STORYKEEPERS VOLUME IV

Irish Lights – Great Lighthouses of Ireland and Fighting 
Words decided early this year to collaborate on a story 
writing project that has turned out to be a wonderful 
experience for our two organisations. The idea 
behind Become a Young Storykeeper was to invite 
children aged 7–12 years of age to write imaginative 
and creative stories about Ireland’s lighthouses. The 
symbolism of the lighthouse – bright, magical, brave, 
mysterious – offers so many exciting possibilities. 
Then the covid-19 lockdown invaded our lives, and a 
whole extra dimension was added. Social distancing 
– the need to stay away from those we love to keep 
them safe – draws instant parallels with the lighthouse, 
which essentially pushes ships away to keep them 
safe. Our lighthouses are a powerful symbol of loss, 
hope and light and it’s incredibly exciting that so many 
hundreds of young imaginations have tapped into 
them in this collection of stories. We are delighted 
and proud to have been part of this great adventure.

The Creative Ireland Programme are delighted 
to collaborate and support this new initiative to 
encourage children to create inspirational stories 
about Ireland’s lighthouses as part of Cruinniú na 
nÓg 2020. Developed by The Commissioners of 
Irish Lights’ (Irish Lights) tourism and community 
partnership, Great Lighthouses of Ireland, and creative 
writing organisation Fighting Words, this creative call 
to action demonstrates how, together, the ambition to 
support and encourage children and young people to 
become more resilient using the creative practice of 
writing and storytelling can be achieved.
  We are overwhelmed with the level and quality of 
entries from around the world and salute the originality 
and joy of the work of the nearly thirteen hundred 7 – 
12 year olds who responded to the call. 
  Ireland is the first, and only, country in the world 
to have a national day of free creativity for children and 
young people under 18. Cruinniú na nÓg is a flagship 
initiative of the Creative Ireland Programme’s Creative 
Youth plan to enable the creative potential of children 
and young people, to celebrate their creativity and to 
ensure creativity becomes part of how they become 
successful shapers of their own lives. Become a 
Young Storykeeper has achieved just that.

Tania Banotti
Director, The Creative Ireland Programme
Department of Culture, Heritage and the Gaeltacht

WELCOME

Seán Love     
Executive Director, 
Fighting Words  

Yvonne Shields O’Connor
CEO, 
Commission for Irish Lights
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AGE SEVEN

THE LIGHTHOUSE

George and Harry were very excited. They 
were going on a school tour to visit a 
lighthouse. They were swapping Match Attax 
cards on the bus. The children were singing 
“The Wheels on the Bus,” while Mr Gary 
played the guitar. The boys had never been 
to a lighthouse before. George couldn’t wait 
to get to turn on and off the light and Harry 
was looking forward to exploring the island.

THE FAMOUS HOWTH 
LIGHTHOUSE

Once there was a great big pirate ship. It had 
a skull and bones flag. There were pirates on 
the boat. The pirates were scary. They had 
eye patches, parrots on their shoulders and 
great big beards. The pirates were coming 
from America. The pirates were looking for 
the Howth Lighthouse because it would lead 
them to their gold.
  The lighthouse was tall and it was light 
and red. The lighthouse guided ships and let 
them know where there was land or rocks. 
Its lights shone far and wide. It kept the 
ships safe.
  The pirates were out at sea. They 
spotted a light from the lighthouse. So now 
the pirates knew where to go to get the 
gold. They sailed towards the famous Howth 
lighthouse. Its big bright light kept them 
safe, not letting them crash and letting them 
get the gold.

  When they reached the coast, the class 
got into a boat. The teacher checked for 
lifejackets and counted all the children. The 
waves were very rough and the boat rocked 
from side to side. When they got to the 
island, they met the lighthouse keeper. He 
was glad to see that someone was visiting his 
lighthouse. He couldn’t wait to show them 
around the lighthouse. George got to play 
with the light. They got to see all the rooms 
and there was an underground dungeon. 
When it was time for lunch, everyone sat 
outside for a picnic. 
  After the picnic, Harry went off 
exploring. He could hear birds singing 
and see fish jumping and making ripples 
in the water. Crabs snapped their claws in 
the sand. After a while, he came back to 
the picnic spot. There was no-one there! 
In the distance, Harry could see the boat 
disappearing. His class had left without him. 
He looked around. The lighthouse keeper 
was walking slowly towards him. 
  “Come on. I’ll bring you back in my 
boat. We’ll catch up with them. I have a 
speedboat,” said the lighthouse keeper. 
Harry was relieved. They hopped into the 
boat and skimmed across the waves. In no 
time, they had caught up with the class. 
Harry’s friends were very happy to see him. 
  When Harry got home, he told his 
parents all about his adventure. The next 
morning, Harry sat down and wrote a card to 
thank the lighthouse keeper for all his hard 
work. On the front of the card, he drew a 
great picture of the lighthouse. It looked like 
it was real. Then he drew another picture of 
the lighthouse to stick on his own bedroom 
wall to remind of his glorious adventure.

Gracie-Mai Pierce 
O’Hanlon
Co Dublin

Joe Greally
Co Longford
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THE BIG LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time there was a girl called Lilly 
and a boy called Tom. They had a dog called 
Sam. They lived in a lighthouse off the coast 
of West Cork. 

  One day there was a big shark 
swimming in the sea. During the night the 
shark bit the rope that was keeping the 
boat tied up. The children were stuck on the 
island for three days. They were worried that 
they’d be stuck on the island forever! 
  They thought that the lighthouse light 
didn’t work. Then they found a room with 
lots of old stuff. Lilly called her brother Tom, 
and Sam the dog. 
  “That’s a bulb that you could use to turn 
on the lighthouse light,” said Tom.
  “Let’s try it!” said Lilly.
  They climbed the long staircase up to 
the lighthouse light room. They put the new 
bulb in and it worked. They were able to 
signal someone down in the village. A doctor 

THE STORMY NIGHT

I have found a way out of this cat prison! I 
thought, as I slinked away into the darkness. 
  Just as I got away, the storm struck me 
on the head. I fell down dazed but… as I got 
up, I found myself full of blue energy! I ran as 
far and fast as I could. I found a lighthouse. 
It was huge. It was spooky. It was…GREAT!
  I found a loose stone on the side of the 
lighthouse. I scratched and scrabbled until it 
fell out. Then I jumped through the little hole 
and found myself in a sweet little home on 
a sweet little chest of drawers. There was a 
carpet, a sofa, a chandelier and a bookshelf.
  The door opened and an old man 
waddled in. He saw me. I froze. But then he 
left. Later, he came back in with sticks and 
strings and a cushion. He tied the sticks up 
and put the cushion into the basket he had 
made. It was a cat bed! I jumped into it and 
he came over and stroked me and I licked 
him in return. 
  WE LIVED HAPPILY EVER AFTER.

JAKE’S ADVENTURE

The last time Jake had been at his 
grandfather’s lighthouse, he was only eight. 
He was terrified. Ten years later, Jake’s 
grandfather had died. It was his job to go 

Oscar FitzGibbon
Co Waterford

and get his grandfather’s stuff, so he went 
out to the old lighthouse. Just when Jake 
was about to go inside, a storm hit and sank 
his boat. This meant he had to stay the night. 
But he couldn’t get any sleep because the 
spooks were making noise.
  He got out of bed with his torch and 
went to find where the spook noises were 
coming from. He followed the sound and 
found it was coming from the floorboards, 
but he was too scared to go down. Then he 
had an idea. He was going to swim over to 
the mainland with his grandfather’s stuff on 
his back as soon as the morning came.
  At the first light of dawn he ran down 
to the sea. Just when he was about to jump 
in, he saw a fin in the water. If there was 
anything Jake was more scared of than 
spooks, it was sharks.
  Jake decided to go back to the 
lighthouse to face his fears against the 
spooks. He got his torch again. “Second 
time lucky,” Jake said to himself as he 
climbed down the ladder. He found out the 
spooks were just the wind blowing through 
a tunnel and the tunnel led to the mainland! 
  Jake got his grandfather’s stuff and 
headed off down the tunnel. 

Ruby Grennan
Co Dublin

and a Garda came to rescue them. 
  They lived happily ever after!

Charlotte Brennan
Co Dublin 

POPCORN SAVES THE DAY

Once upon a time on an island in the middle 
of the sea, there stood a lighthouse. And in 
this lighthouse there lived a witch.
One night there was a terrible storm. There 
was lightning, thunder, rain and wind. The 
next morning, a little mermaid swam up 
to the island where the lighthouse stood. 
The little mermaid didn’t know lived in the 
lighthouse. 
In that moment, the witch came out of the 
lighthouse! She saw the mermaid and used 
her magic to send her into the lighthouse 
and lock the door.
Now, the little mermaid had a best friend 
called Popcorn the Dolphin. He had magic 
powers. He could see where the mermaid 
was even if they were a hundred miles apart. 
Popcorn swam up to the island. Through a 
window, the mermaid could see Popcorn 
waiting for her. She dived out of the window 
and the little mermaid and Popcorn lived 
happily ever after. 

Orla Byrne
Co Dublin
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BOB’S LIGHTHOUSE

Once there was someone called Bob. One 
day Bob was fiddling with something in his 
room.  It was technology, but he didn’t know 
what it was for.  There were lots of different 
coloured buttons – green, blue, red, purple 
and yellow.  

Bob pressed the green button but nothing 
happened so he went out of his house.  He 
got a big fright.  When he looked at his house 
it wasn’t a house – it was a lighthouse!  He 
felt nervous but excited too.  He went back 

THE HIDDEN ROOM

One day Chloe’s dad said they were going to stay with Grandpa in the lighthouse for the 
summer. 
  “Why?” asked Chloe. She was hoping they would stay home this summer with her BFFs 
Jess and Emma. 
  “He’s getting very old and we need to help him,” said Dad. 
  On the first day of the holidays, Chloe settled in a tiny room beside the kitchen in the 
lighthouse. It had a magical view over the small town and beside it was a magnificent portrait 
of a mermaid and a seahorse. Later on, after dinner everyone went to sleep. 
  Everyone, that is, except Chloe. She tossed and turned for hours on end until she 
looked at her alarm clock and it said 11:55. Then out of nowhere came a loud noise. BANG!! 
  What was that? thought Chloe. She quietly got out of bed, got a flashlight and quickly 
hurried off into the darkness. It was creepy in the lighthouse at night.
  Just when Chloe was passing the living room, she found a strange lump in the wallpaper 
that was shaped just like a doorknob. Chloe quickly tore a big piece of wallpaper off the wall 
and sure enough she found a door! The door was old, rusty and out-of-shape and had a 
beautiful pattern of mermaids and fairies and unicorns on it. 
  When Chloe opened the door, she saw a room full of treasure! From diamonds to rubies, 
emeralds to sapphires - you name it, it was there. But that wasn’t what Chloe was looking at. 
She was looking at a picture on the wall of a mermaid happily swimming about. Then Chloe 
heard a loud noise. 
  The painting on the wall started to glow! 
  Chloe tried to touch it, but as soon as her hand touched the wall, it went through! Chloe 
found herself face-to-face with a unicorn! “Sorry,” said the unicorn. “I’m a bit clumsy.”
  “It’s okay,” replied Chloe. 
  “Oh, how silly of me,” said the unicorn. “My name is Sparkles! Let’s get going! We need 
to save the mermaids!” 
  “What mermaids?” asked Chloe.
  “The mermaids that live in the lagoon,” replied Sparkles. 
  “What lagoon?” asked Chloe. 
  “Mermaid Lagoon, silly!” said Sparkles. “Don’t you know anything about Utopia?”
  “U-what?” asked Chloe. 
  “Utopia!” said Sparkles, getting a bit frustrated now. When Chloe looked around, she 
found she wasn’t in the lighthouse anymore. 
  Chloe and Sparkles went to the lagoon and found all the other unicorns helping the 
mermaids get unstuck. “Come and help us!” called one of the mermaids. 
  Sparkles was already over there, pulling with all her might. Chloe ran over and started 
pulling. In two minutes, she had pulled out every single mermaid. 
  “To thank you,” said the mermaid queen. “I will give you this.” 
  In Chloe’s hands was the most beautiful tiara she had ever seen. “It will transport you to 
and from Utopia.” 
  “Thank you!” Chloe you are too kind. 
  Chloe was then transported back home to bed. From then on, she went to Utopia every 
night.

Alanna Bunting
Co Down

in.  The steps were higher than before.  He 
climbed the steps and came to a light.  It 
was night so he turned it on.  Then Bob went 
to bed.
  The next morning Bob went out of 
the lighthouse.  He played tennis with his 
brother Tom.  Then the ball hit the lighthouse 
and the lighthouse got bigger!  It went above 
the clouds and then it stopped.  Bob and 
Tom went into the lighthouse.  A picture was 
gone!  The house had been squished in a 
bit.  The boys were very excited.
  While Tom went to have lunch, Bob 
went up the stairs.  At the top he found a 
box.  He opened the box and then he got 
sucked into Lighthouse Land.  Everyone had 
their own lighthouse in Lighthouse Land.  
  When Bob got there, he went to find 
his lighthouse.  There were lots of different 
lighthouses everywhere.  Bob spotted a 
lighthouse stall and went to look at what 
was for sale.  The stall was made of different 
lighthouses and it was selling a shovel, a 
pickaxe and an axe.  Bob didn’t buy anything 
because he had no money with him.  
  Finally, he found his lighthouse.  He 
went through the box back home.  Then he 
told everyone about his adventure.

THE RESCUE

One day Tom and his dad went on a 
boat. They were having fun fishing, 
until a storm came.
  Tom’s dad fell off the boat!
  The waves from the storm pushed 
him back. Tom jumped off the boat to 
his dad. They saw a lighthouse and a 
rescue boat.
  They swam towards the lighthouse 
and rescue boat. The rescue boat 
saved their lives! After that they got a 
tour around the lighthouse.
  And lived happily ever after!

Daniel Keenan
Co Dublin

Eoghan Meharg
Co Waterford
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LARRY AND THE STORM CLOUD 
GIANT

One foggy Christmas Eve, a mighty lighthouse 
called Larry bravely guided several ships 
and boats for hours through stormy, hungry 
seas. Inside the marvellous lighthouse were 
zigzagging iron stairs and twinkling lights, 
which led to the most important room called 
the Lantern Room. 
  Outside, after Lifeguard Leo had 
finished his hard work, he decided to have 
a yummy lunch of mouth-watering burgers 
and salty fries. He had just finished his huge 
feast when a monstrous storm came rolling 
in. 
  “Wow!” said Leo. “I might be busy 
tonight!” 
  What Larry the Lighthouse and his 
partner Leo the Lifeguard didn’t know was 
that this was no ordinary storm cloud. It 
was… Krishiv the Storm Cloud Giant and he 
was feeling particularly MAD that evening! 
  Striking lightning and BOOMING 
thunder, Krishiy made the sea even more 
monstrous and disastrous for the poor 
fishing boats and ships. Larry knew he had 
to do something. 

THE ROCKY LIGHTHOUSE

My family had planned a day trip, but my parents didn’t 
tell us where we were heading. 
  When morning came, my brother Daniel and I 
jumped out of bed and went downstairs to my mom. 
Dad was still fast asleep. 
  “Wake up, Dad, you big sleepyhead!” we called 
out. 
  My brother Daniel and I were very excited when 
we were told we were going to visit Rocky Lighthouse. 
  We set off in our car to Rocky Village, which is 
where Rocky Lighthouse is situated.

As we approached the village, we got our 
first sight of the lighthouse. My dad hired 
a small boat at the harbour and we all 
jumped in. 
  My dad started rowing and soon we 
were nearing the lighthouse. However, as 
we got closer to the lighthouse, it started 
to lash rain and the wind began to howl. 

The waves were very high and the boat 
was being tossed from side to side. We 
were all terrified. 
  Just then I saw a vessel. we started 
shouting, “Help! Help! HELP!” 

  “Hey, can you stop doing that?” he 
shouted. “You could hurt people and it is 
Christmas Eve!”
  On hearing this, Krishiv froze like a 
statue. Suddenly he burst into tears. Heavy 
rain darted down like a waterfall causing 
Lifeguard Leo to race off to shelter. 
  “I am sorry,” howled Krishiv. “I am just 
so sad. No-one invited me to the cloud 
Christmas party. 
  “Oh,” said Larry. “Well you can join me, 
but we need to calm down the sea first.” 
Krishiv smiled happily and the storm suddenly 
stopped. 
  “Hmmmmm,” thought Leo as he 
bimbled to his small house. “Did I just hear 
Larry talk to a storm cloud….? That’s crazy! 
I think I need some sleep.”

Ruairi Connor Dickson
Abu Dhabi via Co Dublin
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We waved our hands in the 
air, hoping they would see us. 
Luckily, they spotted us and 
managed to move closer. They 
helped us climb on board.

We were very relieved to be safe 
and we thanked the crew for their 
help. As we headed on towards the 
lighthouse, we could see our little 
boat bobbing away in the distance.

We finally arrived at Rocky Lighthouse. It was 
surrounded by lots of huge rocks. 
  The lighthouse keeper was delighted to 
have our company and gave us a great tour. My 
favourite part was the gigantic light at the top. 

By the time we got back on the vessel it 
was getting dark, but the light from the 
lighthouse guided us to shore. 
  We were all exhausted after the long 
day and my brother and I fell asleep on the 
way home in the car. That night I thought 
to myself,
  Now I know why it’s called Rocky 
Lighthouse!

Max McLoughlin
Co Dublin

Chapter 1 - Moving house
Michael loved where he lived but one day his 
mum and dad said that they were moving 
houses. He was so sad and angry with his 
mum.
  The day arrived when they moved into 
their new house. He helped his mum and dad 
unpack the boxes and all of their belongings.
  After unpacking, Michael went to 
explore the garden and found a treehouse.

Chapter 2 – The tunnel
Michael got up the next morning and 
explored the house. It was so big, there were 
15 rooms. It was like he was on a journey to 
Africa. He explored the house so much that 
it took all day.
  That night, Michael went to the 
treehouse where he found a little tunnel 
so he decided to enter. It led to a secret 
lighthouse on the other side of the world!

Chapter 3 – The lighthouse
Michael entered the lighthouse. The door 
closed behind him. He then heard a creepy 
voice. 
  Michael turned around. WOW! He saw 
someone who looked like his mum but she 
had one red eye and her name was Zizzy. 
She was kind but she looked very scary.
  Zizzy brought Michael upstairs inside of 
the lighthouse.
  “Enjoy,” said Zizzy, and she left Michael 
to explore. 

Chapter 4 – Wimey
Upstairs, Michael found a tent. The tent was 
small, but when he went inside it was huge. 
There were lots of mice performing circus 

tricks. Michael enjoyed watching the mice. 
  Michael met someone called Wimey. 
Wimey was a kid with one scary red eye. 
Wimey was a very nice kid. He told Michael 
that he had always wanted to go home to his 
mum but Zizzy wouldn’t allow him! Michael 
was worried.
  When the circus tricks were over, 
Michael decided he wanted to go home. He 
walked downstairs to exit but a giant walking 
beetle blocked the door! He was trapped.
  Zizzy suddenly appeared - she now had 
a second red eye and started getting thinner 
and thinner and growing very tall. She 
offered Michael a beetle chocolate. When 
Michael refused and asked to go home, 
Zizzy said, “Home? You’re not going home! 
You’re staying here forever!”

Chapter 5 – The escape
Suddenly Zizzy lifted Michael by the ear 
and trapped him in a mirror. Michael was so 
scared, he could not get out. “Let me out!” 
he screamed.
  “I will not take you out until you learn 
how to love your mother!” Zizzy told him.
  Inside the mirror, a ghost with a red eye 
appeared. He said in a scary voice that he 
wanted Michael’s normal eyes and tried to 
take them. Michael screamed! 
  Suddenly, a pair of hands pulled 
Michael out of the mirror. It was Wimey, but 
he couldn’t talk because Zizzy had sewn his 
mouth shut!
  Wimey led Michael to the exit door. 
Michael was able to escape.  
  Suddenly Michael woke up. He was in 
his nice comfortable bed and he realised that 
he’d had a bad nightmare!

Harry Cantwell
Co Dublin

THE SECRET LIGHTHOUSE
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Once upon a time there was a giant and he was 
bouncing around happy because he had fixed his 
light!

But he was bouncing around too much and he 
smashed the light!

“The people from the school tour are going to 
be here any minute,” said the giant. “And I don’t 
have any Sellotape to fix my light!”

The giant heard the doorbell. “What am I 
going to do? The children are here!”
  He answered the door.
  “Hello,” said the teacher.
  “I need to go to the shops. Can you mind 
the lighthouse?” said the giant!

The giant got into his van and went to the shop! 
He had to go down because he was too big. 

When he finally found Sellotape, he paid and 
went home.

All the kids helped fit the light.

Eli McGurk
Co Dublin
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FINNY’S LONG ADVENTURE

It was a hot, sunny day in the Irish Sea. Harry 
was enjoying looking out of his lighthouse 
window. He could see for miles and miles. He 
watched Finny the Fish jump over the waves. 
  Suddenly, Harry told Finny to get back 
near shore. Harry had spotted a tsunami 
coming from the Southern Isles. A flood was 
on its way! It washed Finny away. The waves 
were too powerful for Finny to swim back to 
his home in the sea beside the lighthouse.
  When the tsunami ended, Finny was lost. 
He swam back but there was a shark in front 
of him. He tried to outswim the shark- and he 
did! Finny did not know where to go and he 
got very tired. He swam up to the surface. 
  He held his breath and could see the 
light of the lighthouse on the horizon. He dove 
back underwater and moved in that direction. 
He tried to swim as fast as he could, but he 
was too tired. So he swam slowly to get his 
energy back. He met Shelly Turtle from home. 
They were best friends.
  Shelly Turtle asked Finny, “What are you 
doing so far from home?”
  Finny said, “A tsunami washed me out 
this far.”
  Finny asked Shelly, “Can you help me 
get back to Harry’s Lighthouse?”
  “Yes,” said Shelly.
  So they headed off on their long, long 
journey home. Shelly gave Finny a lift.
Eventually they reached Harry’s Lighthouse. 
Shelly checked the lighthouse, but Harry was 
not there. Harry had fallen into the water! 
  Finny called Shelly to come back down 
and they both went to rescue Harry, but Harry 
was too big to get onto Shelly’s back. They 
both called for Olly the Orca. 
  Eventually, Olly appeared and Harry 
grabbed onto Olly’s fin. They swam back up 
to the surface. Olly went back home to get 
his dad. Then, Daddy Orca went upstairs and 
made Harry some hot chocolate.

Tom O’Connell
Co Westmeath

THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER

It was a stormy night, All the visitors started 
to go home from the Baily Lighthouse. The 
lighthouse keeper’s name was Tom. He was 
going up to change the light bulb. 
  Tom had run out of light bulbs and 
he saw there were no light bulbs left.  He 
ordered a packet of light bulbs from town. 
But suddenly he saw a boat coming from 
Howth. He remembered he had a flare in the 
lighthouse. Tom opened the flare packet and 
went up the lighthouse to the place where 
the bulb should be. He looked at the boat 
and put the flare at the top of the lighthouse. 
  The boat then saw the light, but it was 
too late! They crashed into the rocks and the 
boat sank. 
  So Tom went out on a boat and then 
he rescued all the people on the boat. Then 
he brought them to the shore and he went 
back to the lighthouse. He went to bed and 
the next day the light bulbs that he ordered 
arrived. Then he put the flare out. 
  Tom went to visit the people he rescued. 
Their names were Hugo, Jimmy and Harry. 
They had a party and did painting. It was a 
painting of Tom so he got fireworks and and 
lit them. There was pink, orange and blue 
colours. Tom got some presents from them. 
It was a Lego boat and there was a captain’s 
hat.

Basil McGrath
Co Dublin



 16 | STORYKEEPERS VOLUME IV AGE SEVEN | 17 

THE OCTOPUS’ SECRET

Norman the octopus was a very friendly 
octopus. He loved to make everyone happy. 
He lived deep down on the ocean bed. He 
always took his friends for rides.
  ZOOOOOOOOOOOM! They sped 
through the water.
  But Norman was hiding a secret! He 
was afraid to swim up to the surface of the 
sea. He had heard about the scary boats 
and ships.
  One day when he was returning to his 
house, he met his friends.
  “Let’s go up to the surface of the sea, 
Norman. It will be fun!” his friends said.
  “I have to go home and do my 
homework,” Norman replied.
  “PLEEEEEAAAAASSSSSE! You could 
give us a ride up!”
  “Okay,” he answered and tried to sound 
happy.
  Norman felt scared but did not want to 
show his friends, so he acted brave. Then 
he took all his friends up to the top of the 
sea.
  When they arrived, his friends got off 
and they all played happily together. “Isn’t 
this so much fun swimming on the surface 
of the water? Yay!” they cheered.
  Suddenly Norman saw a boat. He 
panicked and swam away as fast as he 
could. He got stuck and could not move.
  “What’s that?” he cried. His eight long 
legs got tangled up in the chains of a buoy.
  “Move, Norman, move!” screamed his 

friends.
  “I can’t!” he cried. “I’m stuck!”

  His friends went over and gently 
pulled his legs out of the chains.

  “Thank you, you are my best 
friends ever!” said Norman.
  Norman and his friends 
swam back to the seabed and 
they still did not know Norman’s 
secret! 
  Woohoooo!!

Abyan Kashif
Co Dublin

THE TWO LIGHTHOUSES

Once upon a time, there was a little girl called 
Molly. Molly was seven years old. Molly went 
to Spain every summer to her grandparents’ 
house on the coast, to a place called El 
Rompido. 
  El Rompido is very fun. They have 
a lot of ice cream shops there and also a 
lighthouse. Molly liked the lighthouse very 
much because it is very tall. She always 
wanted to climb to the top and find out what 
is inside it. Every night during the summer, 
Molly went with her family to see the bright 
light of the lighthouse going on and off and 
twisting around.
  One day Molly asked her grandad, 
“Abuelo, how does a lighthouse work?”
  He replied, “The light of a lighthouse 
flashes in a pattern. Every lighthouse in the 
world has a different one. Fishermen and 
sailors have a book with a list of all of them, 
so they can check it and then they learn 
what lighthouse sent that pattern. That way 
they know where they are.”
  “So, lighthouses send messages with 
their lights?” said Molly.
  “That’s it,” answered her grandad.
  This year Molly was again going to go 
to Spain. She was very excited and her two 
brothers, dad and mom were all excited too. 
But then she got a message from the airport 
saying that they cancelled the flight because 
of the coronavirus. Molly was very upset. She 
decided to send a message to her granny 
and grandad in Spain. She wondered how 
the message could get there quickly. Then 
she had an idea.
  Molly thought, I will give the message 
to the lighthouse by the sea in Ireland. It will 
send the message with its light to each boat 
sailing in the sea. Then, one of the boats 
will deliver the message to the lighthouse in 
Spain and the lighthouse keeper will give it 
to my grandparents.
  So Molly wrote the message on a piece 
of paper and put it in an envelope. She 

gave it to the Irish lighthouse by the sea and 
the lighthouse took it with its bright light. 
Magically, the letter turned into flashes of 
light. 
  The Irish lighthouse asked the captains 
of the boats to please give Molly’s message 
to the lighthouse keeper in El Rompido. 
The light message went across the sea, 
from boat to boat. The message travelled 
over dolphins and whales swimming and 
splashing in the ocean. The last boat finally 
gave the flashing lights to the lighthouse 
keeper in El Rompido. 

  Just before he could touch the flashing 
light, it magically turned back into a piece 
of paper with Molly’s message. The keeper 
could read the names “Abuelo” and “Abuela” 
on the back of the envelope, so he knew that 
it was addressed to Molly’s grandparents. 
  They were very surprised and happy 
to hear from her. Molly learnt that you can 
always find  a way to get the things you want 
if you have hope and imagination.

Molly Sheeran
Co Tipperary
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GRANDMA’S LIGHTHOUSE

I live in a two-storey house with my grandma
in the middle of Rathcoole village.

My grandma grew up in Fanad Lighthouse, 
surrounded by sea, boulders and cliffs.

My great-grandad, Michael Boyle, was 
the lighthouse keeper. They lived there for 

fourteen years.

There is a big light at the top of the 
lighthouse that he was in charge of. The 

light guided the boats.

Every hour he had to climb up the windy 
staircase with seventy-six steps. He had to 

wind a heavy weight to turn the light around.

Grandma had to walk three kilometres to 
school every day. She loved living there. 
She played cricket and rounders with her 

brothers and sisters.

She used to swim in the freezing cold 
water of Lough Swilly.  She often saw 

sharks and dolphins there.

I go up to Fanad every year on 
holiday with my family.

Bodhi Noon
Co Dublin
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AGE EIGHT
FIVE AND THE BIG LIGHT

Once there was a lighthouse. Beside it there 
was a small, old house and inside were five 
mischievous children.
  One early afternoon, while playing in 
the lighthouse, Mary, the eldest screamed, 
“Peter, stop! You’re going to break the… 
light.” It was too late. 
  Fred and George, the twins, were 
horrified. “It won’t turn on.” 
  The children stood there in disbelief, 
with only mumbles from baby Grace breaking 
the silence. 
  As they ate their lunch, they came up 
with a plan. Dropping the baby to the house, 
they raced out the door and straight into 
their dad.
  “Whoooooah, careful there, missies! 
Where you off to in such a hurry?” 
  Peter quickly replied, “Who you calling 
missies?” 
  Mary frowned before interrupting, 
“Where are you going, Dad?” 
  “Oh, just going to check on the 

lighthouse. It’s to be foggy tonight,” replied 
their father. 
  As panic set in, Mary said in a worried 
tone, “No need Dad, we were just there. 
Everything’s fine.”
  Remarkably, their father seemed to buy 
it before heading home for some TV time. 
  The children knew they needed to act 
fast. Dashing to the train station and the 
ticket booth, Mary asked for four return 
tickets. 
  “Not without an adult, I’m afraid,” said 
the ticket lady. 
  “I have a plan,” said George and led 
them towards the Lost and Found. To their 
surprise there was no one there so they 
walked straight in.
  George started giving orders, “Peter 
get on Mary’s shoulders.” 
  “What?” said Mary. Ignoring his sister, 
George continued, “And put that jacket over 
your shoulders. Make sure to cover Mary’s 
head.” 
  They stood back and giggled, “Perfect,” 

replied the twins. 
  The plan worked and before they 
knew it, they were in town searching 
for a bulb. 
  It was after three. They were 
running out of time and had spent 
most of their money on train tickets. 
  “How much money do you have?” 
asked the man in the hardware shop.
  “Six euro,” replied Mary leaving 
the shopkeeper surprised. 
  “You know they cost €40 each?” 
he said.
  The children were shocked, 
“EACH?” 
  They left.
  “Where are we going to get 

€34?” asked Peter. 
  “You mean €74,” said Mary. “We need 
two bulbs.”
  “We’re toast,” said the twins.
  Peter whipped off his hat, threw it on 
the ground and started to do the Riverdance. 
  “Yeah, we’re definitely toast,” said Mary. 
  Seconds later a woman dropped €2 
into the hat. 
  “Keep dancing, Peter!” said Mary. 
“Keep dancing!”
  An hour later they had €54. Still not 
enough but George made a discovery. “I 
completely forgot. I’ve got Mam’s credit 
card.” 
  “How? Why? Oh, never mind,” said 
Mary. “Let’s go.” 
  “The best thing was I made over €50,” 
said Peter.
  When the train stopped, the children 
ran as fast as they could. They were near 
the house when baby Grace toddled out to 
greet Mary. 
  The five adventurers climbed the stairs 
of the lighthouse, heaved the lightbulb into 
place before going to watch the sun set. 
  “That was an adventure,” said Fred. 
“Yeah,” said Mary, “the best one yet.” 

Cara Fortune
Co Dublin

SHIPWRECK

We had been rowing for three days now. 
Haggard and starving, we were. But we were 
heading for Loop Head Lighthouse, where we 
would get a warm meal and a bed. Nobody 
knew if we were staying with Captain Fox 
or making a new path. I had nowhere to go. 
Nothing left except a pair of boots and shorts 
and a dirty shirt left from the storm. We had lost 
so many sailors. Nothing left but hope and each 
other. I had heard the lighthouse keeper was 
a bit mad. Many of the elders had said he was 
a disgrace to Ireland. Nobody knew his name, 
he was simply called The Keeper. I was always 
one for folklore and stories. I especially liked the 
tales of goblins and leprechauns and the Land 
of Faery. Michael, my friend on the ship, used 
to tease me for it - that is, before he drowned. 
We were nearly at Loop Head, Paddy told me. 
He was from Cork and could navigate by stars. 
I had been learning. He also told me that The 
Keeper and Captain Fox grew up in the same 
village in Kerry but lost their friendship when 
Captain became a successful sailor and The 
Keeper packed himself off to Loop. Captain 
Fox was especially quiet, I supposed it was his 
nerves. I could now see Loop in the distance! 
  We had arrived at Loop. We were now 
climbing up to it. I stared up at the upright 
cylinder that was Loop Head Lighthouse. It 
was whitewashed and beautifully old-looking. 
Captain knocked on the door. A woman with a 
bonnet and apron on answered. 
  “Well, if it isn’t James Fox,” she said dryly. 
  “Mary,” replied Captain Fox stoutly. “May I 
please talk to Pat,” he pleaded. 
  “Don’t ask me,” she said, but called him 
anyway. 
  Pat came down. He looked surprisingly like 
Captain Fox. The two started deep conversation. 
We were given bread and milk and told to wait. 
Captain came down soon after. 
  “Well?” said Paddy. 
  “We’re here to stay,” said Captain Fox.

Meabh Little
Co. Dublin
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GRANDPA’S LIGHTHOUSE
 
It was a stormy night and I couldn’t sleep 
with all the racket. I was in my grandpa’s 
lighthouse. 
  Grandpa had been a lighthouse keeper 
at Hook Lighthouse for many years. The 
lighthouse was painted in big white and 
navy-blue stripes. I went to visit him every 
so often and loved to sneak up to the top of 
the lighthouse. The view from up there was 
really wonderful.
  Outside there was a thunderstorm. It 
was a very dark night and the lighthouse 
light was not lit. I lay awake in bed, thinking 
about the story that Grandpa had just told 
me. It was a story about lost treasure near 
the lighthouse. Grandpa said that whoever 
found the treasure would be a legend.
  I went to the window to look at the 
lightning when something caught my eye. 
I needed to get a better view of it. There 
was a little boat not far from the lighthouse, 
bobbing up and down in the water. Lightning 
lit up the sky and I could make out that there 
was somebody in the little boat. It couldn’t 
be...  
  “Grandpa!” I shouted. 
  Grandpa looked as if he was in trouble. 
I raced up the steps to turn on the light. I 
pushed and pushed with all my might and 
finally the big light lit up.
  I woke up suddenly and was blinded by 
the light Grandpa had turned on in my room. 
  “Did you call my name?” he asked. 
“Go back to sleep. We have treasure to find 
tomorrow.”

A DOLPHIN AT BLACKHEAD 
LIGHTHOUSE
 
As the wind blew hard in my face, a cold 
shiver ran over me. I could tell it was going to 
be a rough day, so I decided to try and keep 
under water so I couldn’t get into trouble. 
But then I saw a massive shadow above the 
surface. I swam up to see what it was. 
  Little did I know that that was going to 
get me in trouble. 
  The second I got above the surface, a 
rope was thrown at me and I only just slipped 
away; it wasn’t going to be easy to get out 
of here. I whistled for help and boy, it was an 
alarming sound. Suddenly I was surrounded 
by LOADS of dolphins. 
  I swished my fin up, they all turned their 
heads up and then we attacked…dozens of 
us swarmed the ship and one at a time we 
jumped into the ship to try and knock off the 
fisherman with the rope. 
  Eventually it was my turn and I leaped 
into the air and whacked the fisherman. He 
was off balance so my friend Dobbie the 
Dolphin came and finished him off. 

Rory Inglis
Oxfordshire via Co. Armagh

TIM’S TALE

Once upon a time lived a fish called Tim.  Tim 
had a younger sister and a mam and dad. 
  One day, Tim asked his mam to go 
and meet his friends to play some games.  
She agreed and told him he had to be back 
in one hour.  She warned him to stay away 

LEO AND THE LIGHTHOUSE

There was once a pair who lived in a 
lighthouse. They had three children. One 
was a baby called Tots, the next was four 
and called Sophia and the eldest one was 
eight and he was called Fionn. 
  One night when the sea was rough, 
bad people came to dig up the fir trees that 
were in a nearby forest. Now, you may ask, 
why were they chopping down the trees? I’ll 
answer that question- they were chopping 
the trees down because they were going 
to build rubbish houses and sell them for 
thousands of euro. 
  Suddenly the people digging saw the 
lighthouse shining onto the sea. Without 
a moment’s delay, they hopped in their 

from the dangerous sharks.  
  Tim left happily to meet his friends.  
They played hide and seek together.  Tim 
noticed a buoy, which had sunk to the 
bottom of the sea.  He hid behind that and 
his friends could not find him.  Tim’s fins got 
stuck between some coral and the buoy.  
  As so much time passed, Tim’s parents 
were worried about him.  They called into 
his friends and asked them where he was.  
Tim’s friends explained how they had been 
playing a game of hide and seek and they 
could not find Tim either.  As they were 
searching, Tim’s parents saw the buoy and 
heard strange sounds coming from it.  They 
thought it sounded a bit like Tim.  
  “Let’s look there,” said Tim’s dad. 
They swam as fast as they could to see 
what it was.  When they saw Tim they were 
delighted and really relieved.  He was safe! 
  Tim’s little sister was at the door waiting 
for them to come home.  She was absolutely 
thrilled when she saw them swimming 
towards her with the buoy still attached to 
Tim.  

Sadhbh Macken
Co Dublin

trucks and headed towards the lighthouse. 
Meanwhile a guy named Leo was in his 
boat, passing the chaos near the lighthouse. 
  As his boat drew closer, he saw the 
lighthouse was tipping over. The bad people 
were knocking it over with their huge trucks. 
Since Leo was nice, he pulled a rope around 
the lighthouse and started pulling. Fionn saw 
what he was trying to do and jumped in the 
boat and started pulling the rope too. Then 
he called Sophia to come. 
  With all their strength they pulled it 
together. Soon after, they rang the police 
and the bad guys went to jail. The next day 
the couple invited Leo to a picnic. They all 
had their picnic on the beach and went for 
a swim. 

Anna Clinch
Co Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE THAT SAVED 
ITSELF

Once there was a man called Jeff. Jeff lived 
with his kid called Billy. One day Jeff and 
Billy went for a drive to the cliffs.
  When Jeff plopped Billy in the back 
seat, he started to cry. So Jeff let him sit in 
the front seat, just this one time.
  They were driving along okay for a 
while…. then CRASH! Jeff and Billy found 
themselves in the sea - because Billy had 
pressed a button that made the car go very 
fast off the edge of the cliffs!
  After what felt like hours, they crashed 
on a small rock.  They set up camp with a 
tent that Jeff had in the boot of the car.
  Then Billy slipped through a hole in the 
rock…onto a welcome mat of a lighthouse. 
Billy was soon accompanied by Jeff.  Little 

Charlotte Trimble
Co Louth

did they know that the evil shark lord was 
planning to destroy the lighthouse.
  A giant shark came out of the water. 
Then Billy pressed another button and…the 
lighthouse turned into a giant robot! It was 
an even match, until the lighthouse delivered 
its final weapon – The Light of Fury!
  So, Jeff and Billy lived happily ever after 
in their lighthouse.

James Martin
Co Dublin
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THE SECRET LIGHTHOUSE

Part 1
There once was an island that sat on the 
ocean. That island was called the Mysterious 
Island. Many ships had tried to find the island, 
but none succeeded. However, everybody 
on those ships survived. 
  On day a man named Jack Dwyer 
noticed a mysterious light to the right of his 
ship. 
  “What’s that?” Jack said, as he checked 
his map for an island. 
  Jack wasn’t paying attention to where 
his ship was going, so his ship struck a rock 
and before he knew it his ship was sinking 
– and fast.

Part 2
Jack washed up on the shore of an island. 
Immediately he checked his map and traced 
right to where his ship was. There was 
nothing there. 
  “Hmm,” said Jack. “That’s weird.  
There’s nothing there.” 
  Then Jack realised what happened. 
Could it, could it be? Yes. He had found 
the Mysterious Island. He quickly tagged 
the place where he was and set to work on 
finding the source of the light.  
  Finally, Jack found it. A massive 
lighthouse! That was where the light was 
coming from. But then Jack heard a loud 
thumping noise, and a giant cyclops was 

THE SECRET

One lovely summer down at Hook Head in 
Wexford, it was very busy but good fun. 
  The lighthouse keeper, Joe, was getting 
lots of complaints. People complained that 
the light was too dull. One day Joe got so 
annoyed by everybody complaining that he 
went out and bought a new light for the 
lighthouse. But it wasn’t any old light - it was 
the best light ever.
  With the new light, the people could see 
so much further than before. One evening 
Joe spotted something in the distance - it 
looked like an island, so the next morning he 
got ready to go and explore the island. 
  When he opened the door of the 
lighthouse, a large group was gathered 
outside and it was clear that they too had 
seen the secret island.
  “You need to buy us a big boat to get to 
the island,” they said to Joe. 
  “I’m so sorry, but I spent all of my 
money on the light,” he replied.
  Joe set off towards the island. The 
people were very angry, but not for long. 
A few days later they saw a small boat 
coming towards the shore and were 
excited. They waited and waited until finally  
Joe reached the shore - he was carrying 
a big chest of gold coins. Everyone was 
so happy. People ran up to the boat and  
greedily started to grab the gold, but  
Joe told them no. He had a surprise for the 
people.
  Early the next day Joe gave the gold 
to a man and in exchange for lots of money, 
which he used to buy a big cruise ship. Later 
that day, Joe invited all the people to come 
onto the boat. Joe promised that they would 
have a brilliant party on board the ship and 
his promise came true. 
  From then on Joe used the boat to bring 
people to the Secret Island for holidays. The 
island was the most exotic place the people 
had ever seen. Tropical plants and colourful 
flowers grew all over the island and cute 
baby turtles swam in the clear blue ocean. 

standing in front of him. Jack took out his 
knife and killed the cyclops. He found a man 
inside it and they became friends. 
  And to this day they are living in the 
island’s lighthouse, guiding ships.

Kiran McCarthy
Co Cork

THE TRUTH OF THE PARADISE 
LOST

One foggy Hallowe’en night, a small boat 
belonging to a fisherman named Tim Hayes 
was drifting at sea. His engine had cut out 
a few hours earlier and he was working 
desperately to try to get it fixed. He was 
really scared. He could see a giant wave 
heading his way. 
  Before he knew it, the wave had picked 
Tim up and pushed him against some rocks. 
He banged his head and was knocked out.
When Tim woke up, he saw a man making a 
cup of tea. He was worried. 
  “You’re finally awake!” said the man. 
“That was quite a bang you got! My name 
is Bob Flanagan, and I’m the keeper of this 
lighthouse.” 
  “Lighthouse?” asked Tim, puzzled. 
  “You must know the story about the 
night the Paradise Lost sank?” Bob asked. 
  “Of course I do!” replied Tim. “Everybody 
knows that story! That was the night the light 
wasn’t on because the lighthouse keeper fell 
asleep and a boat full of people sank!” 
  Bob sat down slowly. “I need to tell you 
something very important,” he said. “What’s 
your name, young man?”
  “Tim.”
  “A long time ago, on a Hallowe’en night 

very like this one, a mean witch stopped the 
light from shining,” said Bob. “I didn’t fall 
asleep at all - the boat sank because of that 
witch, not because of me! Her curse is that I 
come back here every Hallowe’en night until 
I find a way to stop her. 
  Until now, I haven’t been able to. Will 
you help me Tim? Please? Come on Tim, 
we’ve no time to lose! I have a crossbow 
at the top of the lighthouse. This time, I’m 
finally going to shoot her off her broomstick!” 
  “Have you ever tried talking to her?” 
asked Tim. “Why don’t we do that instead?” 
  Bob looked at Tim, a grin on his face. 
“I’ve only ever tried using the crossbow,” 
he replied, “and it never worked. I love your 
idea!”
  Tim and Bob heard a loud cackle. They 
waved and shouted at the approaching 
witch.
  “Please come down, we really need to 
talk to you!” said Tim.
  Luckily, the witch did as they asked. 
They explained what had happened to the 
Paradise Lost because she turned off the 
light. 
  “I am so sorry!” she said. “I was only 
trying to make it a bit more spooky for 
Hallowe’en! I didn’t realise how important 
lighthouses are!”
  Just then, they all heard a loud honking 
sound. As they looked out to sea, they saw a 
large boat full of people being guided safely 
past the rocks by the light of the lighthouse. 
Tim suddenly realised that it was the Paradise 
Lost! They were saved!
  Tim woke up in his own bed. What a 
dream that was! He opened his curtains and 
looked out his window. In the middle of the 
village square, there was a huge statue that 
had never been there before. It was a statue 
of Bob, the lighthouse keeper who saved 
the Paradise Lost!

Noah Fox
Co Longford

Pineapples and coconuts grew for visitors to 
eat. 
  It was a really magical place to visit.   

Lizzie Walsh
Co Dublin 
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SPACE DUDES!

There was once a boy called Andrew, who 
lived in the planet of Ozwaw. He was only 
eight but could read minds. 
  Andrew was also able to build 
extraordinary things, but his dream was to 
build a Laser Lighthouse.
  He had no parents. By the time he was 
twenty, Andrew had a spaceship and would 
go around the galaxy with his friend Eoin. 
Then they decided it was time to build the 
Laser Lighthouse.
  First they built the base, then they 
built the laser! They spent two years in the 
lighthouse, but then some bad guys called 
The Laser Squad attacked them. Andrew 
and Eoin were able to fight them off with the 
laser, but they knew The Laser Squad would 
be back.
  After that, Andrew and Eoin took their 
weapons and armour and brought them 
back to the base. Later that day, some 
Laser Zombies attacked the lighthouse, so 
they had to defend the lighthouse.
  The Laser Squad returned to the 
lighthouse. They fought 
and fought but then the 
Laser Lighthouse was 
destroyed by the laser 
because The Laser Squad 
sealed the laser.
  But because Andrew 
and Eoin had a Laser Car, 
they were able to beat The 
Laser Squad. They built 
a Laser Computer in their 
spaceship and they went 
to the planet Bgwall to 
build the Laser Lighthouse 
II.
  They also made better 
armour and weapons and 
they made more vehicles 
too. Then they went 
around the planet. 
  It was almost 
Andrew’s 23rd birthday, 

so he was really excited. Two weeks later 
it was Christmas and Andrew’s birthday. 
He got some tools so he could build more 
things, like spaceships.
  Then he decided to make a car, a 
car that could drive on walls, have back up 
wheels and sloped edges. Andrew called it 
the Crazy Car.
  Then the Laser Squad came back again 
and Andrew and Eoin were able to beat 
them. They wondered who kept sending 
the Laser Squad, so they went investigated. 
Some more Laser Squad guys came back, 
they fought them off and followed them. 
They found the head Laser Squad guy. His 
name was The Laser Man.
  They fought and fought and fought… 
until they won!
  Then Andrew and Eoin took over all the 
bad guys and turned them good. They were 
all safe and had many more adventures.

Andrew Coffey
Co Tipperary

HOOK LIGHTHOUSE

In Hook Lighthouse there lives 
an old man and an old woman. 
They live in a house beside it.

Every night they watch the sun 
set over the lighthouse.

Lily Murphy
Co Wexford
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TOM, CHECKER AND THE LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time, there was a boat at sea with a boy called Tom and his dog, Checker, 
living on it.  Tom was trying to get the boat to shore but he was having problems with the 
engine.  So the boat was bobbing in the sea.  The wind and the sea were pushing the boat 
along the water.  But the boat still bobbed further and further away.  Tom thought for a 
second and said to himself, “I can’t see land anymore.”
  All of a sudden, there was a big crashing noise.  
  Tom went to see what it was.  The boat had crashed into some rocks.  Tom was 
confused because he didn’t think that they were near land.  Checker was barking because 
he heard the noise too.   Then Tom saw a big tower with a light at the top but the light was 
broken.  Tom realised it was a lighthouse that wasn’t working.  He grabbed his torch and 
himself and Checker went to see what was going on.  
  They climbed up the rocks to the door of the lighthouse but there was a big chain with 
a lock on it.  He didn’t see anybody around.  Only a little house at the end of the pier.  Tom 
and Checker went down to the house.  The door was open but there was nobody inside.  
Tom looked around for keys to the lighthouse. He looked everywhere but he couldn’t find 
them.  He went upstairs and found a secret passageway inside the house and saw a little 
man stuck in it.  
  “Are you okay?” Tom asked. 
   The man said, “I’m stuck, can you help me?”
  “How did you get stuck in there in the first place?” asked Tom.  
  “I was looking for the keys of the lighthouse and then I fell in the secret passageway.  
I actually never knew it was here,” said the man.  
  So Tom helped the man out of the narrow passageway.  
  The man said, “Get out of my house.  Why are you in here?”  
  “I was looking for the keys of the lighthouse.  The light is broken,” said Tom.  
  “That’s why it was so dark and I couldn’t find the light switch,” said the man.  “Now 
out!” 
  And the man started pushing Tom out the door.  
  “If you want the keys, then give me money for trespassing.”
  Tom remembered he had money on the boat which he could give to the man.  He ran 
back and got the money and gave it to the man and then found the keys under the bed.  

  Tom and Checker went back to the 
lighthouse and opened the door.  They 
climbed to the top and saw what was 
wrong.  The light switch was snipped but 
Tom knew how to fix it.  He got a piece 
of metal and stuck it to each end of the 
snipped wire and the light came back on 
again.  
  Tom had fixed the lighthouse which 
made every other person at sea very 
happy.

Zach Kelly
Co Dublin

THE FAIRY LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time, in an enchanted 
fairy tree lived a happy fairy family.  
Ruby was the youngest fairy. She 
had twin sisters called Louise and 
Kate.  Her mum was a fairy clothes 
designer and her dad was the 
fairy lighthouse keeper.  The fairy 
lighthouse helps fairies find their 
way at night ensuring all fairies get 
to the right fairy doors.
  One night, two days after Ruby 
had turned six, her father asked 
her to go and check on the fairy 
lighthouse while he was making 
dinner.  Ruby was delighted her 
father had for the first time asked 
her to do this.  She felt responsible 
and felt older to be asked to check 
the lighthouse.  As she walked 
gently towards the lighthouse, she 
could see the light was working.   
She wondered what the lighthouse 
was like inside and she decided 
to have a look.  Inside she saw a 
kitchen.  After she finished stuffing 
her face with everything she could 
find, she decided that she should 
go home.  
  As Ruby started to walk back 
out of the lighthouse she slipped 
on some melted chocolate. She 
crashed against the wall causing 
the fairy lighthouse to come tumbling down around her. The lighthouse shattered into tiny 
pieces. Her father arrived to check on her and asked what happened! He saw the remains 
of his lighthouse and was very upset. He told Ruby to fix this mess by herself. For the next 
three hours, Ruby sat by the remains of the lighthouse just thinking.  Eventually she thought 
of an idea and went to her room with a phone and dialled the number of her dad’s friend Mr 
Crow. She asked for a meeting with Mr Crow and promised to bring cookies. 
  The next day at three o’clock, she went over to Mr. Crow’s nest. She asked if she 
could borrow his silver coin. First Mr Crow said no so Ruby promised more cookies. Mr 
Crow relented and agreed to give her the coin for one day. When she got home she took 
out her torch and shone it on the coin, creating a big light in the sky. 
  Ruby’s light lit up the fairy paths.  Her father was very pleased and he said he was just 
off the phone with the fairy builders who said they could build a new lighthouse the following 
week. Until then, Ruby’s light was the fairy lighthouse.

Ellie Murphy
Co Dublin
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LIGHTHOUSE! LIGHTHOUSE!

Lighthouse! Lighthouse!
Waves crashing in,

Lighthouse! Lighthouse!
From the sea you begin.

You stand up tall,
Straight as could be,

Lighthouse! Lighthouse!
Guiding and protecting me.

Lighthouse! Lighthouse!
Dingo the Dolphin swimming by,

Lighthouse! Lighthouse!
She hears little Shelly Butler cry.

Boots filling with water,
When she fell from her boat,

Lighthouse! Lighthouse!
She can hardly float.

 Lighthouse! Lighthouse!
Dingo glides speedily through the waves,

Lighthouse! Lighthouse!
Petrified little Shelly, she saves.

The sun is setting,
Shelly begins to freeze,
Lighthouse! Lighthouse!

Illuminate the rocks, please!
Lighthouse! Lighthouse!
Your light starts to beam.
Lighthouse! Lighthouse!

Shelly thinks it’s a dream!
Proud Dingo waves goodbye,

The lightkeeper hugs his daughter,
Lighthouse! Lighthouse!

Always watching over the water.

Orla O’Connell
Co Westmeath

AOIFE

Aoife is homeless. When she comes back from 
school, she has to do her homework on her 
rucksack. Sometimes she only eats a few crumbs. 
  Aoife REALLY doesn’t enjoy being homeless. 
One day, after she was done her homework, Aoife 
saw something large in the sky. It looked like a 
bird. It was heading straight to her. When the bird 
came closer, Aoife looked at it. 
  The bird was something between an eagle 
and a seagull. The Eagsea (as Aoife had named 
it) dropped a letter on her lap. No one had ever 
written to her. She tore it open in excitement. 
  What could be inside? she thought. When 
Aoife opened the letter, is said: 
Dear Aoife, 
I know you are homeless, so I thought I could help you. Now, 
Aoife, follow the sun for three days and three nights. After you do this, all will be 
revealed to you.
  Aoife thought this was strange, but in the end, she went. That night Aoife 
packed all her stuff and was off. She met a lot of people on her way, but she did 
not stop. On and on, her legs ached, but on she went. Then finally, three days and 
three nights were over. 
  Aoife sat down to have a rest when she saw a light not far in the distance. She 
followed it. It was a LIGHTHOUSE! Aoife walked up to it. On the door, she could 
see a note. 
  It said: 
  Well done, Aoife! Here is your new home. Enjoy!

  Aoife pushed opened the heavy wooden door. When she 
looked inside, she saw a big spiral staircase. She went up 

all the way to the top. There was the strange bird that 
had given her the letter. 
  “Caw, caw screech!” it squawked. 
  “Eagsea, is that you?” Aoife looked around 
herself and said to herself, “This is going to be my 
new home!” 
  It has been a long time since Aoife had found 
her new home. Each night before she goes to the 
bed, she always makes sure to put on the big light 
for the boats sailing by. 
  Every day she walks around the coast and the 
Eagsea has become her best friend. 

Anna Maria Petrufova
Co Kildare
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One night Taffeda was in her bed, listening to the 
waves crashing against the wall of the lighthouse. 
It must have been at least ten o’clock at night but 
Taffeda was wide awake. 
  Just two nights ago, a seal pup had been washed 
in by the sea, with no sign of its mother. Taffeda had 
brought it in, but she had not told her dad. If he found 
out, he would be really mad at her.
  Five years ago, Taffeda’s mom had died and she 
now lives with her dad. She had named the little seal 
pup Nico. Taffeda was home-schooled because they 
did not have enough money for her to go to school. 
Most of the time, she was swimming or climbing or 
even hiding from the bad scary world she lived in.
She did not have any friends or relatives, all of whom 
either died or got lost at sea.
Taffeda was a ten-year-old girl with long dark hair and 
blue eyes. Taffeda’s life was hard, sad, and scary, but 
that was all about to change. She was no match for 
what stood ahead of her.
  All night, Taffeda had been sneaking out for food 
for the seal pup and now she was exhausted and 
sleepy, but the seal pup needed more food. Taffeda 
heard footsteps coming from the hall – her dad had 
woken up. Just before her dad came into her room a 
huge wave crashed over the lighthouse. 
  She screamed, “DAD, HELP!” as the water 
came flooding through her bedroom window. Her dad 
rushed into room and that is when he seen Nico the 
little seal pup. Now Taffeda was sick with fear. She 
was worried for what her dad would say and do. They 
were now both knees deep in water. 
  “Do something!” shouted Taffeda to her dad. The 
seal pup swam around in circles with panic, making 
almost barking like sound. 
  Suddenly, Taffeda opened her eyes. It had been 
just a terrible dream, but something was wrong. 
Where had the seal pup gone too. Taffeda realised 
the pup was not in her room anymore. Taffeda looked 
in the hallway where she saw the seal pup going into 
her dad’s bedroom. 
  What was she going to do? 
  The seal pup was making strange barking 
noises again. What could be wrong with him? Taffeda 

A TRIP TO THE LIGHTHOUSE

There once lived a sea snail who lived beside 
the sea. Her name was Shelly. One day 
Shelly was wandering across the beach, 
when out of nowhere, a magnificent wave 
so hit a rock. 
  SPLASH! A red crab flew out and 
landed with a crash! Shelly looked at the 
crab and exclaimed, “Crabinio!”
  “Hi, Shellia,” answered Crabinio in his 
Italian voice. You see, he comes from Italy. 
They both were walking, slithering across 
the beach until they stopped. 
  In the distance they saw a light shining 
in the dark. It was so bright that they thought 
it was the sun coming out in the middle of 
the night.  For a minute or two they were 
looking at it until, out of the sand, popped 
a worm.
  “Oh, hi there!” said the worm. “Do you 
know that this light is not the sun, it is a 
lighthouse! It is a tower that shows lights to 
guide boats!”
  But right when Squirmy the Worm said 
“boats…”
  “A big boat!  AAAH!” screamed 
everybody. “We are going to be crushed!”
  They all followed the worm Squirmy to 
the buoy. The tide was out, so they climbed 
on the buoy in the last second and the boat 
stopped.  

Shelly said, “I have a good idea!  We can get 
on this helper vessel that has just arrived.”
  They all got on the helper vessel and 
pushed Crabinio up when, suddenly, the 
boat started to move.  
  “Oh, no!” cried Shelly, Crabinio and 
Squirmy the worm. All of them fell off and 
landed on a whale.
  “Gosh, who are you?” said the whale.
  “Gosh, who are you?” said the snail.
  “My name is Will the Whale”.
  “We are Shelly, Crabinio and Squirmy.”
  Will the whale said, “I found a wonderful 
place, where there are loads…”
  “Yeah, bring us there,” interrupted the 
worm impatiently.
  “Oh, okay...” answered the whale.
  When they arrived, it was morning. 
They really enjoyed it there. But they were 
also so curious that one day, they went into 
the lighthouse. 
  There were loads of stairs, it took them 
days to get to the top. Finally, they reached 
it. They stayed there for three days and 
watched the boats sailing by.
  “Wow! Beautiful! The lighthouse is full 
of wonders!” said Shelly.
  After that, they returned to the beach 
safely and said, “What an adventure!”

Noelle Quinn
Co Dublin

wondered. She went into her dad’s room and saw her 
dad looking at the seal with his cold dark eyes. 
  Taffeda was unsure what her father would do. 
  “Taffeda, what did I tell you about bringing 
animals into the house!” shouted her dad. Taffeda 
said, “The truth is I bring the animals in to play with as 
my friends,”
  Her dad’s eyes softened and turned back to 
green. He said, “Why did you not say something 
before? I used to do this too. I guess we can keep the 
pup,” said Taffeda’s dad.
  The seal pup must have understood because he 
had stopped making the barking noises and looked 
happy.

Zoe Brosnan
Co Kildare

THE LIGHTHOUSE GIRL
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DIARY OF A HORSE

Introduction
I am horse. I live in a lighthouse. My friend is 
Jim. He is a seagull. Bob is a fish. He is my 
other friend. 
  But not everybody is my friend. There 
are THE WARTY TOADS! They live in a box 
outside MY lighthouse. Their leader is the 
SUPER UGLY TOAD. 
  Jim lives on the lighthouse. I live in a 
stable-garage, where there is lots of soft, 
crunchy hay. I have drawn a map.

The lighthouse is on an island. This is the 
stable garage.

Here is a map of the island

Monday
After my breakfast, I look at the toad box 
through the window. They are asleep. I 

snuck out. I played in the fields for a while. 
I go to find Jim but when I call, he doesn’t 
come. I think he he has gone fishing.

Tuesday
Today I have a lie-in. I was tired. When I got 
up and go out I call for Jim, but he does not 
come. I go into the lighthouse kitchen where 
the radio is playing:
  “You can’t keep a horse in a lighthouse! 
THAT IS TRULY RIDICULOUS!”
  I boom while slamming my hoof on the 
“Off” button.
  “Indeed, it is,” croaks a voice. I sigh.
   “Hello again,” I say.
  “HA HA! Seems you enjoyed my little 
trick,” says THE SUPER UGLY TOAD while 
climbing out from behind the radio.
  It is then that I realise what has happened 
to Jim. HE HAS BEEN KIDNAPPED! “GIVE 
ME JIM BACK TO ME!” I yell.
  “I will,” he says, “If you can find him!” 
the toad cackles as he hops off.
  “Noooooo!” I cry.
  Well that was a bad day because I’m 
rubbish at quests.

Wednesday
When I wake up, I go outside and sigh when 
I see green blobs all over Jim’s nest. I go up 
and up until the lighthouse’s light. I breathe 
in, preparing for an argument with the Warty 
Toads.

“STOP!” I yell. “THAT’S NOT YOUR NEST!”
  “It is now,” one of them cackles.
  “Why, if it isn’t a brave little horse,” says 
Super Ugly Toad, while stepping out in front 
of the crowd of toads gathered round Jim’s 
nest.
  “I will find Jim!” I cry, then I wander to 
the stable-garage. I wonder where to look 
for him.

Thursday
I look all over the island everywhere! Here, 
there and everywhere.

Friday
I look at the horizon when I wake up, I wonder 
if Jim is on Junk Island.

I see something wriggling in a bowl on a junk 
pyramid. IT’S JIM! 
  Luckily horses can swim. I swim and 
swim until I get to the island. But then horses 
can’t climb. Then, I accidently knock the 
Junk Pyramid over, a bowl tumbles down 
and in it is Jim covered in toad slime.
  “Horse, we must escape before the 
warty toads come,” says Jim.
  Once we were back in the stable-
garage, Jim tells me the whole story.
  “Now Jim,” I say, “Scare off those toads 
with your squawking.”
  I lay down to sleep with thoughts of 
revenge on the Warty Toads.   

ROCKET LIGHTHOUSE

“Josh, wake up!”
  “John it’s not time for the food fight 
yet.”
  “I know it’s not time for the food fight 
yet,” said Josh, but then the lighthouse 
started to rumble and then it started to fly. 
  Soon it was up in space. It was dark 
but the lighthouse shone around the whole 
entire space. 
  They heard a strange noise, it sounded 
like a monkey crying. Josh looked out the 
window and saw a group of green people 

Ethan McGarvey
Co Antrim

with weird skinny ears. Josh realized they 
were ALIENS. 
  Josh and John were scared but then 
Josh had an idea. He had just remembered 
that his dad had dynamite and a small rocket 
in the shed. Josh ran to the shed to get the 
sticks of dynamite. 
He got the dynamite and put them all around 
the lighthouse, then John lit all the dynamite 
while Josh was getting ready to drive the 
small rocket. 
John said, “It’s time to get out of here!”
Josh and John went in the rocket and drove 
it back to Earth. Josh and John saw the big 
explosion of the lighthouse in space while 
they were going back to Earth. 
They were both so happy to be back on 
Earth to their normal lighthouse with birds, 
sea, and grass all around them. 
They had a lighthouse party with their dads 
and mams. 

Rian Hennessy
Co Dublin

LIGHTHOUSES

Lighthouses are towers 
With a bright light at the top
They are used to help sailors
Know where they are in case

They need to stop.

Lighthouses come in all shapes and
Sizes, big and small.

Stripey and plain, long and tall.

Their beam shines bright for 
Sailors passing by

Like a traffic sign to the 
Sea, lighting up the dark

Ocean’s sky.

Ava Healy
Co Roscommon
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Jim was walking on the beach. He met his friend John on the beach. Then they walked up to the lighthouse. That night he looked out the window.

The light from the lighthouse 
guided the ship to shore.

Jim was happy. His dad was home safely. His dad is the ship’s captain.

THE LIGHTHOUSE

Conor Harvey
Co Dublin 
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Ginger is the sailor’s cat. Ginger is a curious cat.
  Ginger was walking by the rocks one day when she heard a call from the lighthouse. 
  “Wooooooo!!”
  Ginger had an idea. If I find the wooooo, perhaps the sailor won’t have bad dreams.
  Ginger ran to the lighthouse. She sat down and pushed the door open with her paw. It 
creaked open. She slowly crawled in. It was very dark, but she had night vision.
  BANG!
  Ginger jumped high in the air! She hid behind a box.
  POP! The box popped open!
  Ginger jumped again, but on to the box this time.
  “OUCH!” she heard. Ginger looked around, but nobody was there. Where did the 
sound come from?
  “HELP!” said a high-pitched voice.
  Ginger jumped off the box and saw Max the mouse. He was very squashed.
  “Sorry,” said Ginger.
  “I was getting some cheese from the Swiss cheese box,” squeaked Max. “What are 
you doing here?” he said.
  “I am finding the ‘wooooo’ sound,” said Ginger.
  “Oh, I know about that,” said Max. “I can help you.”
  They started walking up the stairs of the lighthouse. 
  “Hi,” said a voice.
  They spun around.  “Oh hi, Diamond,” said Ginger.
  Diamond was a golden retriever. 
  “Let me guess, you are looking for the cause of all this ‘wooooing?” said Diamond. 
The others nodded.
  “Do you want to come with us?” asked Ginger
  “Yes please,” said Diamond. 
  “One more level till the top,” said Max, as he looked up the spiral staircase.
  “Wow!” The third level had a beautiful chandelier and fabulous paintings.
  “Oi,” said another voice. “No one takes.... Oh hello, Max”
  “Hi Gareth,” said Max. Gareth was a gull. 
  “As you know, a gull needs to keep food safe. Are you looking for the ‘woooo’ sound?” 
he said.
  “Yes,” said Ginger. 
  “Can I come too?” said Gareth.
  “Sure,” said Diamond.
  The cat, the mouse, the dog and the gull all took a deep breath and one by one they 
climbed the final staircase.
  At the top, was an..... owl?
  “Wooooo”, she cried. “I lost my friends!”
  “Oh, I can help you!” said Ginger, “I saw owls down at Arranmore Island!!”
  “Thank you!” said the owl and flew away to find her friends.
  The next day, the sailor told Ginger he had bought the lighthouse! Ginger was very 
happy and so was the owl.

Aoibheann Wright
Co Dublin

If you take a turn down Newbury Cove, 
there’s a little lighthouse that sits on the 
rocks. Newbury is known for being haunted 
by terrible ghosts. 
  The lighthouse is called Grimsmouth. 
It got its name from its first lighthouse 
keeper, Captain Joe Ishmael Grimsmouth. 
The legend says that Joe died on a stormy 
night after being struck by lightning. His soul 
came back to haunt the lighthouse for many 
years, until a scientist banished him. The 
scientist isn’t known and hasn’t been seen 
since that night. 

Fifteen Years Later….
Jack and Parker are ghost hunters. They 
had just finished de-glooming a fairground 
and are heading to the bar. 
  “Where are we going next?” asked 
Jack, taking a sip of cola. 
  “Grimsmouth,” replied Parker. “After 
that Ishmael guy died the whole island was 
called Grimsmouth.” 
  “So who’s picking us up this time?” 
asked Parker. 
  “Oliver,” replied Jack.
  Parker stared at him and said, “Don’t 
call him that! If you call him that you have to 
take your hood down, Jack.”
  “Fine,” replied Jack. “Then you have to 
take your plaits out.” 
  “Fine, then it’s settled,” said Parker, 
smirking a little. Suddenly the whole bar 
shook.
  Jack and Parker ran outside to see 
what was going on. Outside there was a 
huge red truck. The door opened and out 
stepped…. 
  “Oliver,” said Jack. Parker looked at him 
with fury, pulled down his hood and put his 
cap on backwards. Jack turned to Parker, 
pulled out her bobbins and took off her hat. 
  “Don’t call me that! I hate when you call 
me that?” scolded Oliver. 
  “Okay, BONES,” said Jack. 

  “I don’t like Bones anymore,” said Oliver 
calmly. 
  “What were you thinking of, then?” 
asked Jack impatiently. 
  “I was thinking of El Fuego,” Oliver said. 
  “Isn’t that a boxer’s name?” asked 
Parker, finally finding her voice. 
  “Yes, but I stole it.” Both Jack and 
Parker exchanged puzzled looks. “Just get 
in the truck,” said El Fuego. 
  They said goodbye to El Fuego 
and headed to the cove. Jack spotted a 
speedboat, jumped in and started zooming 
around. Jack came zooming Parker’s way 
and splashed her. 
  “Hey!” shouted Parker. 
  Jack parked the speedboat and walked 
towards her. “You wanna explore the caves?” 
  “Sure,” said Parker, disappointed to 
see that Jack hadn’t noticed she was wet. 
  It was dark in the caves but sunlight 
came in. Footsteps were coming and out 
popped a skeleton with a silver gun. The 
skeleton stared at them blankly. Jack and 
Parker rushed out of the caves freaked out 
but skeleton was still following them. 
  “Shoo!” said Jack, antagonised. There 
was a loud honking noise that seemed to 
have scared it off.
  Jack and Parker turned to see El Fuego 
was back. 
  “Someone wants you,” he said, bored. 
They hopped in. 
  After the red truck disappeared in 
the distance lots of ghosts started floating 
around, cackling. And there was the all 
famous Joe Ishmael. 

To Be Continued…

Adelina Ranalow
Co Dublin

THE TALE OF GRIMSMOUTH CAVETHE LIGHTHOUSE
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THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER
     
Hundreds of years ago there was a sailor. Her name was Grace O’Reilly. 
  She lived in a little cottage right beside the lighthouse. Grace loved to 
paint so her cottage was painted with flowers all over the outside of her house. 
Her garden had really long grass and it was full of sunflowers and lots of 
vegetables.  
  Grace loved to sail and every day she sailed around the coast near the 
lighthouse where she lived. The lighthouse was near Howth. It was painted 
in downward stripes. They were white, red, brown and green. At night when 
Grace was coming back in the dark, the light from the lighthouse would guide 
her back home to safety.  
  But back then there was no electricity. When it was dark, a lightkeeper 
had to light the flame every night. One night Grace was sailing home in the 
dark, but there was no light in the lighthouse. The light keeper was sick in bed 
that night and was not able to light the flame. 
  So Grace could not find her way home. At that moment, she felt really 
scared because she didn’t want to crash into the rocks. Suddenly she heard 
thunder followed by rain. The boat was starting to go under water. As soon 
as she felt the boat sinking, she set off a flare. She was so frightened as she 
was sure she would die. Out of nowhere, a fisherman appeared beside her 
boat and rescued her. He quickly sailed Grace to safety and brought her home 
to her cottage. All the neighbours gathered around and asked could they do 
anything to help. They brought her hot chocolate and a pillow and blankets. 
  The next day she felt much better. When she awoke, Grace asked, “Why 
are all these people in my house?” 
  One of the neighbours said, “Don’t you remember? You nearly drowned. 
You were saved by Oisín.” 
  “Who is Oisín?” she asked. 
  “Oisín is the lightkeeper’s son. Because his father was sick he forgot to 
light the flame. So Oisín went out in his boat to search for sailors and he saw 
your flare going off.”
  Oisín came to visit her and he brought her some flowers. He visited her 
every day with his sheepdog Sam. They began to fall in love. He asked Grace 
to marry him while they were out sailing. 
  One year later they got married. The wedding was in the lighthouse, 
which they covered in decorations. They painted it white and pink. They lived in 
Grace’s cottage and had twin girls and a baby boy. They had two sheepdogs, 
three rabbits, three hens and two fish that they saved from the sea. 
  They named their children Mya, Freya and Jack. They opened a café 
outside the lighthouse. It was called The Salty Sea. It sold fish and chips, 
muffins, pancakes, tea, hot chocolates, coffee and cupcakes. 
  Grace and Oisín lived a long life and loved to tell the story of how they 
met.

Teya Kelly Murphy
Co Dublin

LOST AT SEA

Many years ago, I was lost at sea.  Hours 
passed, the sky went from deep purple, 
slowly, to black. The little fishing boat 
bobbed in the inky water but there was no 
wind to blow me back to shore. The stars 
were my only light. 
  When the single cloud in the night 
sky drifted slowly above, it revealed a full 
moon.  Suddenly, a beam of light began to 
fall on the water around the boat, growing 
brighter by the second.  The light was 
in the form of a horse.  It began to glide 
inches above the sea. I was mesmerised. 
The lower half of this luminous horse had 
sparkling silver scales and large fish’s tale. 
There was a twisted horn spiralling out of 
its head. 
  The creature raced closer and closer 
to me, shaking its shining mane and 
swishing its tail. When it reached the boat, 
there was a crash and the boat began 
to charge above the water alongside 
the creature, slowing down only when a 
lighthouse appeared on the horizon: we 
had reached land!
  I turned to see the horse (or fish?) 
who had led me here safely, but he had 
disappeared. There was a small, brilliant 
silver light which was vanishing rapidly 
away from me. The moon was no longer 
visible. The lighthouse was all I could see. 
  I am old now and no longer go fishing 
at sea. People speak about that night I was 
lost as the night of the big storm. But for 
me there was no storm, only stillness and 
that great creature. They smile kindly to 
show they understand that I am confused. 
I am not confused, only grateful. 
  I treasure the memory and long that I 
could meet the creature one last time.  

Ruth Buckley
Co Dublin
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LIGHTHOUSE BY KYLE 

Kyle McLaughlin 
Co Dublin

JAKE’S LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time, there was a boy who lived in a lighthouse. His name was 
Jake. He loved to play sports. His favourite was tennis. He also really liked pool. 
  One day when he was resting in his lighthouse, Jake heard a honking 
noise. He panicked. He thought it was a boat. He started running to the light. 
But he shouldn’t have, because he tripped over the side of a chair. When he 
looked outside he saw it, it was just a bike with a big horn. He couldn’t believe 
he had thought it was a boat. 
  Jake rang a doctor. He said that he thought he had broken his arm. But 
when he told the doctor that, Jake couldn’t hear anything. Then he heard a 
bang. Then the only thing he could hear was a high-pitched noise. Jake didn’t 
know what was happening over there. So he went to see what happened. And 
when he got there, there was some kind of time portal. Jake had a broken arm, 
so he didn’t want to go into it. But then, from behind him, he saw the Fianna 
and they pushed him in.
  Jake was sent to 1943. Jake saw his lighthouse. It was a black and white. 
He saw his great grandad in the lighthouse. He was a young lad like Jake. Jake 
hid behind a rock. Then he saw his great-grandad bury something beside the 
lighthouse. He thought it was a treasure chest. Then he thought, How am I 
going to get back to 2020?
  Jake thought maybe if he froze himself somewhere and waited 77 years. 
He went to a cave beside the lighthouse. It was dark and cold and he began to 
turn to ice. Seventy six years, 364 days and 23 hours later, Jake said, “I can’t 
wait another minute.” 
  He busted himself out of the ice. “Now, 
where did my great-grandad bury that 
thing?” said Jake. 
  When he found out where 
it was he thought: I’m going to 
be rich. But when he dug it up, 
he saw it was a pool table and 
a tennis court. Then he said, 
“Money isn’t the only thing that 
has value.”

Joseph Kennelly
Co Dublin
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AGE NINE
THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER 

Once upon a time lived a lighthouse keeper 
named Paul. He was great at his job but 
then… it happened.
One night, Paul went up to the lighthouse. 
He sat on the chair that he sat on every day. 
Then he had a nap. 
When Paul woke up, it was raining. 
Thunderclouds were forming in the sky and 
fierce winds, coming left and right.
  Ships started crashing everywhere. 
Paul ran straight to the light, but it would not 
turn on.
  A strong wind hit the lighthouse, and, 
like a domino, it fell to the ground. Paul was 
greatly injured, but he did not want to ever 
stop running the lighthouse. It was like a 
child to him.
  Later that night, he was back home, but 
he had no more money and he lived alone. 
The next morning, he made a decision. He 
was going to find a new lighthouse. So, he 

started in Cork, his goal was Howth.
  Paul packed his bag and he said 
goodbye to his best friend. Scruff was his 
name. Even though Scruff was a dog, he 
was still his best friend.
  Then, Paul set off. The first day was 
pretty rough, as well as the second, but the 
third day was rougher than any other day. 
  Paul started the morning off by getting 
some firewood when he tripped over a rock 
and fell into a strong river stream. He was 
floating, going faster and faster.
  He approached a BIG waterfall. He 
screamed for help, but no one could hear 
Paul.
  He held on to a rock, but he was losing 
his grip. In seconds, Paul was falling to his 
doom!
  “Aaaggghh!” he cried. Paul closed his 
eyes and never wanted to open them again.
  Soon, he felt something hit his head. It 
hurt a lot, but Paul didn’t mind because he 
found his destination. 
  Paul sprinted over to the lighthouse, 
went in. Now he is the best lighthouse 
keeper in Ireland. He now has a big family 
in Howth with two wonderful children and a 
caring wife -  but that’s a different story.

Réalta Moran
Co Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE

It was morning. It was a lovely day and a 
boy had a job to do. He had to look after a 
lighthouse. 
  He went inside and saw something 
move. He called, “Is anyone there?” No 
answer.
  The boy went upstairs. Suddenly, he 
looked back downstairs and saw an old lady. 
  “Ah”, he said. “You must be Clara.” 
  “Yes, I am. Is your grandfather here?” 
she asked. 
  “Yes, he’s upstairs,” the boy replied. 
  “Thank you,” she said.
  The day passed by and it soon became 
night. Before the boy woke up there was a 
scream. He heard it and he knew it was his 
grandfather. 
  The boy went into the room and saw 
a humongous spider with his grandfather. It 
was black with spikey skin like a porcupine.  
  He looked back at his grandfather. 
His skin was pale and he was flopping on 
the bed. The spider had its fangs inside the 
man’s heart. It was sucking his soul out!
  The spider was transforming into Clara! 
The boy ran downstairs into the kitchen and 
grabbed a cleaver and then he ran back 
upstairs and threw it at the spider. Clara saw 
him with the cleaver and transformed back 
into her spider form and caught it with her 
mandibles. 
  It threw the cleaver at the boy, who 
dodged it and ran at the spider. He grabbed 
it and fell through the window, smashing 
glass and he fell onto the grassy cliff beside 
the humongous spider. The spider was close 
to slipping off the edge but it was climbing 
back up!
The boy remembered he had the cleaver 
still, so he ran and grabbed it and threw it at 
the spider. it landed in the middle of its head. 
All of its eight eyes closed as it fell backwards 
and down into the rough and stormy sea.

Joe Caomhanach
Co Dublin

MYSTERIES

The day arrived for our school tour. What should 
have been an exciting trip to the zoo had been 
cancelled due to Lottie’s phobia of crocodiles. We 
were now going to the boring beach. After a long 
bus ride, we arrived at the beach. 
  I heard a tune coming from the lighthouse. I 
started to click my fingers. I wanted to know what 
was making that tune. I walked up to the lighthouse, 
but when I got there it was all blocked off. However, 
there was still a window at the top open. I knew I 
could not climb up by myself, so I ran back to my 
friends and showed them the lighthouse.
  “How can we get up there?” my best friend 
wondered.
  I said, “Maybe we can make a ladder from 
these planks of wood dumped on the beach?”
  As we were on a school tour, we had to be 
careful that the teachers didn’t notice our secret 
plan.
  We built our ladder, climbed up to the top 
window and entered the lighthouse. The tune 
got louder. We all started to dance, but where we 
were standing started to shake. It was a very old 
lighthouse, so I said, “Maybe let’s not jump.”
  “Who’s there?” said an old voice. We all 
jumped.
  I said, “Who’s there?”
  “I asked you first,” the old voice said.
  But before I could say anything else, Lottie 
said, “We’re on a school tour.”
  “Go back to your teachers.” The old voice 
became a crackle now.
  “We will not go until you show yourself!” my 
best friend shouted.
  I nudged my best friend so she would not say 
that again. The old tune became louder and a man 
in a wheelchair appeared and said, “My dream is 
to dance.”
  One of the boys said, “Here put your arm 
around my shoulder.”
  The man in the wheelchair was very happy 
about that. The boy helped him up and we had a 
great time all dancing together.

Eabha Willows
Co Louth
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needed to get the Taoiseach out to a secure 
Navy vessel anchored in Rosscarbery Bay, 
where he could safely coordinate how the 
country would deal with the alien visit. This 
needed to be done secretly and in darkness. 

  Max was the perfect sailor for the job. 
After this mission, Max and Aoife were 
awarded medals but had to swear they 
would never tell anyone what had happened. 
Nobody knew the power cut was due to 
aliens and nobody knew there had been an 
extra-terrestrial visit that night, except for 
the Government, Max and Aoife. That is why 
you have never heard of this story before.
  In the end the Max and Aoife got 

Max loved adventures and now Aoife was 
going to join him on one of the biggest. One 
day they decided to take the boat from the 
Galley Head Lighthouse and on around the 
Fastnet Rock Lighthouse.

  Max’s boat had all the latest navigation 
equipment and Max was an experienced 
sailor. As night fell, however, they passed 
the mouth of Baltimore Harbour and the 
beacon all the electronics began to go 
haywire. They were now lost at sea.
  What Max and Aoife didn’t know was 
that a UFO had just landed in Cork and had 
killed all the power in the county. They would 
learn afterwards that the visit was brief and 
friendly and a whole different story but for 
now they needed to get out of this mess.
  Luckily for them, all lighthouses have 
back-up generators and moments later the 
lights at the various headlands were back up 
and running with their own unique flashing 
patterns. Max knew exactly where he was 
and slowly managed to get both of them 
home safely.
  When they arrived at shore they were 
met by senior members of the navy. They 

THE LIGHTHOUSE

Long ago, on Hook Head in the 13th 
century, there lived a young boy.
  He was a baker. Every night he went 
up to the Hook Head lighthouse. His name 
was Sean. Every night he snuck out to the 
Hook because his father Patrick and his 
mother Siofra did not want him to go. They 
had heard that the Vikings were coming and 
looking for Ireland. They were afraid that 
Sean would bring his little sister and that the 
Vikings would hurt them.
  So Sean made a time machine and 
went to the 21st century. He was so scared 
of everything around him that he hid in a bin. 
His mother and sister looked for him all over 
Hook Head and checked at the lighthouse 
but could not find him.
  They missed him very much.

Emer Doyle
Co Wicklow

LOST AT SEA

Once upon a time there was three sailors 
sailing across the sea to Hawaii. They were 
called Tim, Jack and Max. It was getting 
dark, so they went to the inside of their ship 
to get dinner but… they forgot to put the 
anchor down.
  In the morning they got up and had 
breakfast. Then after breakfast they went 
out on deck and saw that they had forgotten 
to put the anchor down before dinner!! They 
did not know what to do then because they 
had no idea where they were.
  Eventually it got dark again and they 
could not see anything! After a few hours of 
panicking they saw a lighthouse. They were 
about to crash into a pile of really, really big 
rocks!!
  Tim, Jack and Max all ran to the ship’s 
wheel and tried their hardest to pull their ship 
away from the rocks. After about one minute 
they got their ship to turn around! They were 
so relieved that they could turn their ship 
around that they started to skip around the 
deck happily. 
  They all lived happily ever after.

Ruby Alice Toomey 
Co Dublin 

LIGHTHOUSES VS ALIENS

There once lived a lighthouse keeper, Max, 
owner one of the fastest sailing boats in 
Ireland. He kept it tied up close to his home 
by the sea at the Galley Head Lighthouse. 
This lighthouse keeper loved his job and 
he loved his trips out to sea, but he always 
wished he could share it with somebody.
  One day a lady from the local town, 
who happened to be a librarian, visited 
the seaside. As she was walking by the 
lighthouse, she met Max. She was called 
Aoife and when their eyes met, they both 
knew everything was about to change in 
their lives. Over the next few months Max 
showed Aoife the ways of the sea and she 
gave him a great love of books which he 
read on the lonely nights of lighthouse duty.

married and they had four children who all 
grew up to love stories and the sea. Their 
favourite bedtime story was the bestselling 
children’s book, that Aoife had written years 
before, The Night the Aliens Visited Cork. 
  Max and Aoife would just smile at each 
other when the kids would ask if it was a 
real story.

Lucy Harrington
Co Cork
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BLIND DOG REVENGE

Cormac McGrath
Co Cork

One day a lighthouse keeper 
was standing on the rocks.

Just then his blind dog knocked him in. 
He drowned.

The next day he rose from the dead…

And wanted 
revenge.

So he dropped an anchor on 
his head.

That didn’t work.

He tried tying him to a hot air 
balloon

That didn’t work either.

He landed far, 
far away where 
bigfoot lived.

They were best beard buddies.

The End
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PEANUT BUTTER’S ADVENTURE

Once there were two penguins called Maeve 
and Kieran. They lived in a beautiful orange 
lighthouse off the coast of Donegal; their 
ancestors had moved there in 1795. They 
had a baby named Peanut Butter. 
  One day Maeve and Kieran were 
catching fish for Peanut Butter at the side 
of the lighthouse when they saw a shark. 
They tried to swim away but they were too 
late… the shark got them! That was the end 
of Maeve and Kieran. 
  Peanut Butter grew up to be a very 
smart penguin, getting ideas from everything 
around him. He loved everything in the sea 
except sharks and caves. At the age of six he 
began to wonder why there was a propeller 
on top of the light house.
  At the age of ten, Peanut Butter was 
exploring the basement. When Peanut 
Butter was in the basement he discovered a 
room with lots of buttons and a glass lookout 
window. He started playing around with 

everything and it was then that he realized 
that the lighthouse was a submarine! The 
propeller on top started to turn and the 
lighthouse moved down into the ocean. 
Peanut Butter could now explore the ocean 
and all the creatures that were in it. 
  It was Peanut Butter’s dream to explore 
the ocean. He drove the submarine all the 
way to Antarctica and on the way he met 
OD the Octopus and Danny the Dolphin. 
They were very friendly and kind animals 
so Peanut Butter offered for them to come 
on board and go on an adventure with him. 
They also met Sausages the Seal. 
  They all moved back to Donegal, but 
on the way they met a shark. Peanut Butter 
fought him and killed him. Maeve and Kieran 
came out of the shark and they all went 
home safe and sound. 

Moya Lynch
Co Dublin

LIGHTHOUSE

Once a upon a time there was a haunted lighthouse and, in this lighthouse, lived an 
old man called Tom. Tom lived in the lighthouse in a village called Creepyville.  
  The villagers never went to the lighthouse because there was a rumour that the 
lighthouse was haunted by a ghost called Sandra. The ghost was Tom’s wife and 
she had drowned in a storm. The villagers said that if you went into the lighthouse 
that Sandra would haunt you for the rest of your life. The villagers didn’t know that 
Tom lived in the lighthouse. 
  One day a man went to the lighthouse but after he went in he thought he heard 
the ghost move upstairs and he ran away. It wasn’t a ghost - it was only Tom moving 
upstairs. Tom was very lonely and a couple of weeks later, while he was sleeping, 
a little girl called Sophie walked into the lighthouse. She heard the old man snoring 
but she didn’t run away. 
  Sophie started to explore the lighthouse. She went into every room and then 
she found the old man’s room. She walked over to him and woke him up. He 
opened one of his eyes and jumped with fright. 
  Sophie said, “Hello.”
  Tom said, “What are you doing here?”. 
  Sophie said, “I like lighthouses.”
  Tom asked, “What do you like about lighthouses?”
  “I like everything about lighthouses,” Sophie said. “I like the light, I like how tall 
they are, I like that they help people to see in the dark, they make me feel safe. I 
always know that my home is close by if I see the lighthouse!”
  Tom said, “Why are you here?”
  “I got lost and then I found this place. I heard you snoring and here we are!” 
said Sophie.
  “I will bring you back home, but the villagers don’t know that I’m alive so don’t 
tell anyone!” said Tom. “And don’t come back!”
  He took the girl home to Creepyville but the next day the old man heard a loud 
knock on his door. He thought it might be the villagers but when he opened it, there 
stood Sophie holding a basket of cookies.
  “I made you chocolate cookies,” she said. 
  Tom said, “I told you not to come back.” 
  “But I did, so can I come in?” asked Sophie. 
  They sat down in the kitchen and ate all of the cookies. They talked about their 
families. Sophie told Tom about how her mother said the lighthouse was haunted 
by a ghost. 
  “Well, that’s just a story,” said Tom. 
  “Who is the ghost?” asked Sophie
  “She was my wife,” said Tom. “Do you want to look around?”
  They looked everywhere in the lighthouse, they looked at the big light, at the 
mountains and the sea from the top of the lighthouse until Sophie had to go home.
  She came back the next day and she came back every day after that and they 
became good friends.

Eadaoin Ni Chadhla
Co Waterford  
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Henry McLoughlin
Co Mayo

THE MYSTERIOUS LIGHTHOUSE

Medbh was very excited. Her parents had told her that the following Saturday 
they would spend a night in a holiday home near Hook Lighthouse. Medbh 
was really happy because she had heard that Hook was mysterious and she 
loved mysterious things. 
  That week, all Medbh could think of was pirates, gold, and the old stories 
of the old times. Saturday finally came. All the way, Medbh looked out of the 
car window and, as they got closer to Hook Head, she saw Loftus Hall. She 
thought she saw a ghost but her mam and dad just laughed. “You have a great 
imagination,” they said. 
  When they arrived, Medbh wanted to go straight to Hook Lighthouse but 
her parents said it was too late. She was devastated but then an idea came 
into her head. That night she crept out of the house to visit Hook Lighthouse. 
She had to walk slowly with her torch in the dark. When Medbh got there, she 
got in through an open window. In front of her were some stairs. She bravely 
started climbing them. Halfway up, she saw a cracked tile. She lifted it and 
was amazed to see golden treasure underneath. 
  Suddenly, she heard a voice, “Hands off, you stinking pirate!” A ghost 
appeared and Medbh jumped in shock.
  “I’m M-M-Medbh”, she said nervously. “I’m not a pirate. Who are you?” 
  “I am the owner of Hook Head Lighthouse,” replied the ghost. “What 
brings you here in the middle of the night, Medbh?” 
  “I just wanted to explore this mysterious lighthouse,” explained Medbh.
  “Oh, I’m so glad you’re not a pirate.” said the ghost. “You must be tired. 
Come along now and make yourself at home.” Medbh followed the ghost to 
the top of the lighthouse.
  At the top, as if by magic, there were armchairs to sit on and warm milk 
and cookies laid out for them. When they sat down, Medbh asked the ghost 
why he thought she was a pirate. 
  “Well, Medbh,” said the ghost, “my home is actually Loftus Hall but I 
come down here sometimes to stop pirates trying to take my treasure.”
  “Oh”, said Medbh. “That’s why you thought I was a pirate! I would never 
take your treasure.”
  “I know”, said the ghost. “I can see that you’re a nice girl.” Just then 
the sun came up over the horizon. “It’s time for me to go and you should get 
home too.”
  As Medbh got up to leave, the ghost placed a gold necklace in her hand. 
“This is a gift to remind you of your night here with me.”
  “Thank you!” said Medbh and slipped it into her pocket before running 
home. 
  The following morning, they prepared to leave. As they passed Loftus 
Hall, Medbh’s dad slowed the car to say goodbye. But as they looked, a white 
figure appeared at one of the upstairs windows. 
  “What was that?” cried Medbh’s mam. “It looked like a ghost!”  
  Medbh just smiled. 

Medbh McCann
Co Louth



 54 | STORYKEEPERS VOLUME IV AGE NINE | 55 

BLACKBEARD AND THE 
LIGHTHOUSE
 
Once upon a time there lived a man called 
John. John was fifty and he was a lighthouse 
keeper. One day John went shopping.  
The shop was not too far away so he  
walked. When he was walking down the 
street, a man said, “Pirates are coming! 
Save yourself!”
  But John just said, “That is daft.” 
  When John came back from his 
shopping, he unpacked his bags and made 
some lunch.
  That night he was thinking about the 
pirates and what the man had said. When 
he was working that night, guiding the lights 
for the boats, he saw a flag that looked like 
a pirate flag. 
  He rubbed his eyes and said, “That is a 
pirate flag.”
  It was coming closer, so John tried to 
turn off the light, but it would not work. So 
he ran down to the basement and found a 
brick. He ran back to the top of the tower 
and smashed the light. And the pirate boat 
sank. So John got his snorkelling gear and 
went outside. He dove under the water and 
saw the ship. He saw some treasure and 
brought it back to the lighthouse. He got 

THE MAGICAL LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time, there was a lighthouse. 
This was no normal lighthouse, it was a 
Magical Lighthouse.  
  What is a Magical Lighthouse, you ask? 
  Well, it is basically a lighthouse that 
attracts all the good things, for example: 
birds, fish, dolphins, sheep - and believe it 
or not - even the sun.
  Everything was perfect around this 
lighthouse, but one day that all changed. It 
was a silent day, but then something broke 
the silence. Nobody knew what it was until 
they saw a man running and screaming. 
  “Why is he screaming?” said a sheep. 
  “Maybe he’s being chased,” said a fish. 
  The fish was very right, the man was 
being chased.
  “By what, though?” said a deer.
  “A lion,” said a dog.
  “HELP!” shouted the man. 
  “Hide inside of me,” whispered the 
Magical Lighthouse. 
  Soon the lion walked away, sad that it 
had no food to eat. 
  ”Hey, come back! We have food!” said 
the dolphin.
  And then, the lion came back and every 
animal gave the lion a bit of meat. 
  “Thank you!” said the lion. 
  One day after the lion and the man, the 
animals were a bit happier, until they heard a 
giant building falling.
  “What is that?” said a sheep.
  “It’s a falling skyscraper!” said a very 
worried fish. And once again the fish was 
very right.
  “And it is heading for us!” said another 
fish.
  “Calm down!” said a peacock. 
  “Did you forget about the Magical 
Lighthouse?” said a deer. Once the 
skyscraper nearly fell down, the Magical 
Lighthouse woke up.
  “Hmm, what’s going on here?” said the 
sleepy lighthouse.
  “A whole building is falling!” said the 

THE BOY BY THE LIGHTHOUSE

Once there was a boy named Liam. He was 
kind and adventurous. He had red hair and 
blue eyes. He was only five when his mom 
died in a terrible accident. She was out in 
a small boat when a big wave came along, 
making her boat topple over.
  Now Liam is nine. He and his dad live 
in a lighthouse on an island. Since Liam’s 

very worried fish.
  “No worries there,” said the Magical 
Lighthouse. 
  Every animal was very confused and did 
not understand what the lighthouse meant, 
but all at once they all understood. The 
Magical Lighthouse had magical powers, 
so that could only mean it could protect 
the animals. Almost instantly the lighthouse 
generated a shield. The shield almost looked 
as it was made of a transparent light blue 
water, but it was unbreakable. 
The lighthouse soon generated lots of water 
beams to push the skyscraper back to its 
normal place and all the animals cheered 
and celebrated with the lighthouse. 

his safe and put his bits of treasure into the 
safe. 
  Not everyone on the ship had died. Mr 
Blackbeard, the captain of the ship, had not 
died because when the boat sank he had 
seen a barrel and unplugged the cork from 
it and scooped the beans that were in the 
barrel out. He sat in the barrel and floated 
to shore.
  Mr Blackbeard loved his treasure and 
when he saw John had taken his treasure he 
was furious. But Mr Blackbeard was lucky, 
because John’s keys to the lighthouse fell 
out of his pocket. So Mr Blackbeard picked 
the keys and walked to the door. He opened 
the door and ran up the stairs. He got tired 
and took a rest. After a while he ran up the 
rest of the steps, then Blackbeard saw John 
with his treasure. He was very angry. 
  Blackbeard said, “Give me back my 
treasure, you wimp!” 
  But John said “No!” 
  He put the rest of the treasure in the 
safe. 
  “Aaaaaaaargh!” Mr Blackbeard said. 
“Then I will fight for it.” 
  Blackbeard took out his sword and 
John found his stick. They fought. 
  BOOM, CRANK, CRASH! 
  John saw that there was a window in 
the top of the lighthouse, so John pushed 
Mr Blackbeard out the window and he was 
never seen again.

Hannah Mae Smiddy
Co Cork

Kevin Egan
Co Wicklow      

mom died, Liam’s dad has been sad and he 
doesn’t really care about anyone or anything. 
Liam is very lonely because he is all alone 
while his dad works in the lighthouse. 
  One day Liam looked out at the sea and 
saw a turtle stuck in rubbish. He went down 
to get all the plastic off him until his dad saw 
him and ran as fast as he could to the shore. 
  “Get away from there now!” he shouted. 
“Go to your room!”
  Liam ran up to his room. He knew why 
his dad shouted at him. It was because of 
what happened to his mom for sure. His 
mom’s name was Nicola. She was kind and 
adventurous too. She loved Liam and his dad 
more than anything. They really missed her.
  The next morning, Liam was on the 
balcony looking out at the sea. He saw a 
floating object. He ran straight down the 
stairs and down to the shore. He went closer 
and closer, and then he was in the cold sea. 
The water was up to his shoulders, but the 
object was going further out. A big wave was 
coming. 
  Just then, Dad saw him. The wave 
pushed Liam under and his leg got caught 
in two big rocks. Dad ran really fast but Liam 
had already fainted under the water. Dad 
thought to himself, I have lost my wife and I 
will not let that happen to my child too. He 
grabbed a small boat and he pulled Liam out. 
  Liam was still unconscious when they 
got back to the lighthouse. It’s too dangerous 
here, we should move to the village, Dad 
thought. 
  “What happened?” Liam said. He 
opened one eye and then the other. 
  Dad said, “I love you, Liam.”
  Liam smiled at that. Dad said nothing 
more. He was too busy looking at pictures 
of houses for sale. He told Liam they were 
moving house. Liam did not mind because 
he had enough of this lonely lighthouse, so 
he was happy now. The next day Liam and 
his dad moved so Liam gathered all his stuff 
and off they went. A few days later Liam had 
made lots of friends and he lived happily ever 
after.

Lauren Nic 
Cnáimhín 
Co Dublin
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PUIFÍN’S LIGHTHOUSE 
ADVENTURE

There once was a little puffin called Puifín. 
He was sleeping in his parent’s nest off the 
Kerry coast in a high nook near Valentia 
Lighthouse. Puifín was knocked out of the 
nest by his dad, who was asleep but a bit 
restless. As Puifín was so tiny, his dad didn’t 
realise. Puifín landed in a rocky cove, rolled 
into a shelter and fended for himself on the 
seaweed and maggots in the driftwood.
  As he got bigger, Puifín taught himself 
the art of flying, He was graceful and speedy. 
After much practice, Puifín flew gleefully 
up to Valentia Lighthouse, but he couldn’t 
remember where his parent’s nest was. 
Puifín also had a secret. Ever since he had 

CROW AND THE GHOSTS

Once upon a time there lived a crow. One 
day, the crow flew over to the abandoned 
lighthouse. Legend had it that the ghosts 
lived there. The crow flew in through the open 
window. It was very dusty in the lighthouse. 
The crow sat down to rest. Suddenly, she 
heard something moving. She heard it again. 
Then something hit her hard and she closed 
her eyes.
  When she opened her eyes, the crow 
saw two pale figures staring back at her. 
One was tall and skinny, the other short and 
fat. The crow felt that her legs were tied with 
a rope.
  “We are the ghosts,” they said. “And 
we have captured you.”
  “But why have you captured me?” 
asked the crow.
  “We have waited centuries for people to 
grow wings. We have prayed, pleaded, even 
been nice. It didn’t work.”
  “We made some wings out of leather 
and we gave it a try but it didn’t go very well 
so we became ghosts. It is better that way 
because we can float now but we still can’t 
fly,” said the short ghost.
  There was a small silence before the tall 
ghost said, “We need to make sure that the 
wings are strong before we cut them off.”
  This gave crow an idea. 
  “I think you need to see if my wings are 
strong,” said the crow.

  The ghosts nodded.
  “But for that I need you to let me fly up 
into the air for a bit.”
  Reluctantly, the ghosts let go of the 
rope so the crow could fly up. The crow 
stretched her wings and, in a moment, took 
off. 
  “Suckas!” the crow cackled as she flew 
away over the sea.
  No one knows what the ghosts are up 
to now, but in case you happen to pass that 
lighthouse, try not to come in, especially if 
you have wings.

Masha Shamshina
Co Dublin

fallen out of the nest, Puifín was terrified of 
the dark.
  Puifín wanted an adventure, so he 
decided to fly to Wicklow Head Lighthouse. 
There, he met a ringed plover called 
Fhainnín. Puifín told Fhainnín all about his 
fear of the dark, how he had been knocked 
out of his parents’ nest and how tired he was 
from flying. Puifín also said that he loved the 
lighthouse, so Fhainnín told him about one 
of the biggest called The Great Light. Puifín 
spent the night in Wicklow Head and thanked 
Fhainnín for being so hospitable, but 
he was keen to get going.
  He flew to Antrim where he met 
a storm petrel called Máirtín. They 
marvelled at the bright beam that 
shone from The Great Light. Puifín 
wanted to stay longer because he 
felt so safe with the lovely bright 
light. Máirtín didn’t want Puifín to go 
either, but after two nights, Puifín 
insisted because he really wanted 
to see more of Ireland. He promised 
to see Máirtín again, as Puifín had 
been collecting the contacts of all 
the birds he’d met on his way.
  Puifín soon arrived at Rathlin 
West Light and met a Manx 
shearwater, called Cánógín. 
Cánógín was old and had gone to 
every lighthouse in Ireland. Puifín 
stayed at the lighthouse listening 
to Cánógín’s stories – it was very 
comfy as Cánógín had a spare nest 
for visitors, which he remade every 
time someone came.
  Puifín left the next day but was 
horrified when he arrived at Loop 
Head Lighthouse and found that it 
was closed, because the light had 
broken. It was night and very dark 
and Puifín was very, very scared. 
Suddenly, he heard a flap of wings 
– all the other birds were there to 
cheer him on and they flew with 

him along the coast. What a sight to see all 
the birds he had met on his way all flying 
together!
  When they arrived at Valentia, Puifín 
saw a nest with two birds sitting in it –his 
mama and papa. The two birds hugged him 
close and said they had a surprise for him. 
A fluffy white ball unfurled into his baby 
brother! Puifín was beside himself and all 
the other birds decided to stay, built nests 
nearby and they all lived happily ever after.

Senan Guiney
Co Kerry
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FINLEY AND THE LIGHTHOUSE

Our story all begins on the island of Tuffle, 
where a young boy called Finley lived. 
  Years ago, Finley’s parents had played 
a devilish trick on him. Since he was useless 
at EVERYTHING, they decided to tell him 
to watch over the lighthouse nearby. What 
Finley didn’t know was that the lighthouse 
was out of use so there was no point in 
going there.
  Forward on two years. Finley was all 
along - well, not entirely. He had his little 
slimy friend Kenji, who was (surprisingly) a 
snail.
  One day Finley opened a dusty book he 
found on a shelf - The Lighthouse Keeper’s 
Journal.
  He read the first page:
  It is my first day as a lighthouse keeper. 
I heard a story about this lighthouse. An old 
wizard put a spell on it - it makes whatever 
animal onboard magic! But the curse only 
lasts for a day.
  “How come Kenji hadn’t become 
magic?” wondered Finley.
  He turned the next page.
  To do this you need to activate the main 
light.
  “The main light?” Finley said to himself. 
“That old thing had not been turned on in 
ages.”
  But he really wanted Kenji to be magic 
- imagine how cool that would be! So he 
went up to the lightroom and pulled the lever. 
Nothing happened. 
  He tried it again, nothing.
  “Third time lucky?” he said. 
  Suddenly a large ball of light appeared. 
Kenji started to grow rapidly! After a few 
moments Kenji had turned into a massive 
human snail!
  “Hi,” he said.
  “Hhh... hi,” stammered Finley.
  “What’s your name?” Kenji asked.
  “Finley,” he replied.
  “Oh, years ago an evil witch cast a spell 
on me. I was trapped inside the lightbulb 

until it was turned on. I wrote the journal so 
someone could turn on the light. And that 
someone was you! Since you freed me, I will 
do whatever you say,” explained Kenji.
  “Cool!” said Finley, “Okay, first we will 
get revenge on Monty S. Shapes...”
  Monty was the ruler of Tuffle. All he 
liked was symmetrical shapes - anything 
nonsymmetrical was banished from his 
island.
  A couple of minutes later they arrived 
at his castle.
  “Could you do something for me?” said 
Finley and whispered something into Kenji’s 
ear.
  “Sure,” he said.
  With a flick of his wrist Monty came 
running out of his castle.
  “Ahhhhhhh! Non-symmetrical shapes!” 
screamed Monty. He went running around 
the place going crazy.
  “Next stop- Nuffle!” said Finley.
  Gorge de Bald ruled the neighbouring 
island, Nuffle. All he liked is money.  
  “Care to do a little you know what?”  
asked Finley.
  “Of course,” Kenji replied.
  This time he took out a long wooden 
wand, waved it twice. Two minutes later Mr 
Bald came out screaming.
   “AAAAAAAHHHHHHHHH!” he 
screamed.
  “What this time?” asked Finley.

  “Money into mice,” Kenji replied.   
  Kenji and Finley continued to 

play tricks on the mean people 
of Tuffle and Nuffle for the 

rest of the day. So, as you 
can see from this story, 
a lighthouse is much 

more than it seems...

Owen Gilchrist
Co Galway
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THE FISH AND THE LIGHTHOUSE

There was a fish in the sea that drank boxes and boxes of tea,
He got sick one day,

So he went to the doctor’s,
But got lost on his way home.
So he asked the lighthouse,

Which way to go,
But the lighthouse didn’t know.

So the fish swam away to the deep blue ocean hotel,
To ask for a room,

With fish food, but no tea.
He got floor FANCY,

Well that’s what it was called,
But it was certainly FANCY,

But also very OLD.
So OLD in fact,

It was built before there was tea!

But there was tea and unfortunately,
The fish couldn’t stop himself from drinking

ALL OF THE TEA.
HE WAS SOOOOOO MAD,
HE WAS GOING TO BLOW,

But then a mermaid swam in front of him 
and said,

“I am the lighthouse, now a mermaid,
Coming to tell you that,

Tea is not bad for you but,
Being mad is!”

So the fish stopped being mad and he found 
a new home

Veronica Oldwin
Co Dublin
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THE OLD LIGHTHOUSE

Emily and Jacob woke up one sunny morning 
in their grandparents’ house in Kerry.  They 
had been looking forward to this visit for 
months because they hardly ever got to 
spend time with their grandparents as they 
were from Dublin.  
  Today they were going to collect 
seashells and rocks along the beach with 
their grandfather. Emily and Jacob set 
off with their red and yellow buckets and 
spades. Their mother packed them all a 
delicious picnic in an old wicker basket, with 
ham and cheese sandwiches, grapes, crisps 
and water.
  When Emily and Jacob arrived at the 
lovely beach, they started to collect the 
beautiful seashells and interesting rocks, 
washing them in the freezing cold sea before 
putting them in their buckets.  
  In the distance they could see an old 
lighthouse.  Emily said, “Let’s go explore it!”  
They made their way carefully along the cliff 
and when they reached the lighthouse, it 
looked like it had been abandoned for many 
years.  The tower was covered from head to 
toe in ivy and dark green moss.  It was hard 
to see the white and red paint anymore.  
  They knocked on the tall, brown door to 
see if anyone was there and to their surprise 
an old man opened up the door.  
  Their grandfather recognised him 
immediately. “Paul, it’s very good to see 
you.”  
  The lighthouse keeper said, “Tom, it’s 
been many years, old pal!”
  The two men had gone to school 
together in the nearby village but hadn’t 
seen each other in years. Paul invited the 
family into the lighthouse for a cup of tea 
and the children were amazed by how tall 
the wooden, spiral staircase was.  Along 
the walls were photographs of families who 
had lived in the lighthouse throughout the 
years.  Paul started to explain that he found 
it difficult to keep the lighthouse in good 
shape because of his old age.  The family 

offered to help him redo the outside of the 
lighthouse and their grandparents said that 
they would be able to get volunteers to help 
as well.
  During the rest of the summer holidays, 
Emily and Jacob loved helping with the work 
on the lighthouse.  As they were only young, 
they could only help with the ivy and moss 
on the bottom of the lighthouse, but it was 
a big help.  Every day they made tea and 
sandwiches for the volunteers and they loved 
playing with the other children from the area.  
The lighthouse was painted and the white 
paint glistened in the sun.  The light was 
repaired and on the last night of their holiday 
Paul turned on the light and everybody 
clapped, cheered and danced around!  The 
ships were able to use the lighthouse once 
again! 
  At the end of the holiday Emily and 
Jacob were very sad to be leaving their 
grandparents and their new friends.  But 
they were so happy to see the lighthouse 
restored and looked forward to coming back 
next time for more fun and adventures. 

OUT WITH THE OLD, IN WITH THE 
NEW

“Out with the old, in with the new.”
  The old lighthouse stood there, out on 
the rocks of Drumcatlin Bay.
  He waited sadly for the day to go by, as 
he knew no one would come past.  He had 
been doing this for a year and a half, and 
would carry on so, if everyone kept using the 
new lighthouse. All of a sudden, he found 
a child looking up at him – a sweet child, 
perhaps eight or nine years old.  His spirits 
lifted at once.  
  The child’s parents came along, and 
her father said to the lightkeeper, “It’s a fine 
lighthouse, isn’t it?” and then turned to his 
wife and said, “Isn’t it, dear?”

  “Oh yes! Rosabel will adore it.” she said.
  The lightkeeper said to them, “Well 
now, it needs a bit of care, but I dare say 
you will clean it up a treat!”.  He stared at 
the lighthouse.  “This lighthouse has been 
through generations and generations, but 
I can’t keep it now.”  He shook his head.  
“Many a storm has this lighthouse been 
through,” he said lovingly.
  “Well, will we sign the contract?” asked 
the father.  
  “Yes of course, sir,” the lightkeeper 
said, with a strange look on his face.
  “Rosabel dear, you have to sign too!” 
said her mother.   
  “I shall use my very best handwriting,” 
said Rosabel seriously.  She suddenly smiled 
a lovely smile at the lightkeeper.  “I’ve been 
practising!”
  Rosabel signed the contract with 
beautiful copperplate handwriting.  And, 
before he knew it, the old lighthouse was 
being turned into a beautiful home for little 
Rosabel.  
  They fixed his cracks and dents, painted 
his stripes, planted flowers in his window-
boxes and put up beautiful paintings on the 
walls, until he was finally finished.
  So you see, just because something is 
old doesn’t mean that it can’t be turned into 
something beautiful.  
  “I expect we shall have many adventures 
in this dear old lighthouse!” said Rosabel.  
Was she right?  Wouldn’t it be lovely to find 
out!

Alice Cowell
Co Dublin

Lauren Creevey
Co Wicklow

A LIGHTHOUSE TO REMEMBER

I was really excited. I was going to go on 
a cruise with my parents and sister. I ran 

down the jetty with Mary, my sister. There, 
bobbing up and down with the motions of 
the sea, was Queen Mary 2, our cruise 
boat. The captain would be Dad because 
he liked to sail boats. This boat was a jet 
one. It was powered by two big propellers 
and had a small sail. When everyone and 
everything was aboard, the whistle sounded, 
and we set off. We were planning to go for 
a 100-kilometre cruise. We would go for a 
day and come back in the morning. I stood 
on deck. The spray fell softly on my face. I 
loved it here. I had a feeling that I was going 
to have the best day ever.

 ***
I was setting up my hammock for the night. 
We were going to sleep outside on the deck. 
I was thinking about the day I had had. Not 
one second of my day had been boring.
  “Dad!” I called. “Our hammocks are 
ready. We can anchor the boat now.” Just 
then, the boat almost toppled over.
  “What’s going on!” cried Mary, who had 
been asleep in her hammock.
  “Where’s Dad?” cried Mary and I in 
unison.
  “I don’t know, Maria!” replied Mum, 
just as the boat lurched again. Dad came 
running over to us.
  “It’s too dark!” he exclaimed “I can’t see 
the anchor or the boat!”
  As soon as he said this, we all started 
running around like headless chickens. After 
a while, we calmed down and gathered on 
the deck. It was too dark to see the stairs. I 
tripped over twice.
  “What do we do now?” asked Mum, 
wringing her hands. 
  It came to me in a flash. “The 
lighthouse!” I shouted. “It lights up at twelve 
in the night!” 
  Just at that moment, the clock rang 
twelve and a bright light flooded the sea. 
Dad at once ran to the bow and anchored 
the boat. 
  The lighthouse had saved us! It was a 
lighthouse to remember…

Anvi Marathe
Co Dublin
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THE SHINING LIGHT

A far away light tells the boat where to go,
It glides along smoothly making ripples as it goes,

Then the fog goes on deeper,
And the light starts to fade,

Until there’s none left, black on the water.
We keep gliding, waiting for the light to come,

But nothing can be seen within two metres of the fog,
Then it breaks through,

A beautiful light, coming from the lighthouse,

Showing us the way.
              

Lucia Nesbitt
Co Dublin

A GHOST STORY

Once upon a time, nearly five hundred years ago, pirates ruled the seas. 
They robbed and plundered all the coastal villages they came across. 
Everyone feared them. The worst of all the pirates was Mad Bad Chester. 
He was feared by everyone, even the pirates themselves. He wanted to 
be king of the seas. 
Mad Bad Chester sailed in a ship called The Devil’s Fork, the fastest 
ship there ever was. Near a coastal village in Ireland, a lighthouse keeper 
lived in his lighthouse. He lived alone and spent his time looking after the 
lighthouse, making sure the light never went out. His name was Seamus. 
  Years before Mad Bad Chester and his motley crew had plundered 
the local village. Seamus’ father was killed and Seamus swore he 
would get his revenge. One stormy night when he was attending to his 
lighthouse, he spotted a ship in the distance. He knew he had seen it 
before. 
  “The Devil’s Fork!” he cried.  It was an extremely stormy night. 
Seamus could see the ship was getting battered by the sea. Its main sail 
was torn. It was trying to sail through some treacherous waters. 
  Suddenly an idea came to Seamus. He ran up to the top floor of the 
lighthouse and extinguished the light for the first time ever. He regretted 
it but then he remembered what had happened to his father. 
  Seamus went to bed with a nervous feeling in his stomach. The next 
morning he awoke bright and early. He jumped out of bed and ran as fast 
as he could down the nine hundred steps. It was a lovely clear morning 
and not a ship to be seen. He made his way down to the rocks, making 
sure he did not slip on the seaweed. 
  Suddenly he saw pieces of wood floating in the water. Reaching 
over to pull a piece out, he saw the name The Devil’s Fork on it. As he 
reached for the piece of wood, suddenly a hand grabbed a hold of him. 
It was the ghost of the Mad Bad Chester. He was pulled into the depths 
of the ocean. That was the last time Seamus was ever seen. 
  Every year on the night of the twenty-sixth of January, there are 
strange happenings. At midnight a ship can be seen in the distance and 
the lighthouse light goes out. Nobody can explain why the light goes out 
or who sails the ship, however, local people believe that it is the ghost of 
Seamus and Mad Bad Chester. 
  No local sailor or fisherman dares to go out on the twenty-sixth of 
January.

Ruadhán McGinn
Co Kildare
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BY HOOK OR CROOK 

One stormy night, the waves were crashing 
against the rocks of Hook Lighthouse as the 
tourists began to go home. The boats started 
to come past the lighthouse. Lighthouse 
keeper Johnny was having his last cup of tea. 
He realised that it was nearly his bedtime, so 
he watched his favourite show, brushed his 
teeth, climbed into bed and went to sleep. 
  However, Johnny had forgotten to 
change the batteries that night. They were 
very old. Luckily, he woke up a minute later. 
He had had a terrible dream that he forgot 
to change the batteries of the light. Then 
Johnny realised it wasn’t a dream at all so 
he went out to the balcony and tried morse 
code but the boats didn’t respond. 
  So Johnny rushed down the spiral 
staircase to the to the shed and ran back up 
with the batteries when he heard that there 
was a strange sound. He stayed still to listen 
to the sound while panting. It was a ship 
coming by from the mainland. It was such a 
loud sound he tripped over. 
  “DAMN IT!” he shouted. It was no use, 

LIGHTHOUSE

Here are photos of Irish lighthouses. Please enjoy!  

That’s all for the pictures. You might want to know how many lighthouses there are.  There 
are about 13,700 lighthouses in the world
  The smallest light house is Roanoke Marshes Lighthouse. That’s all I have for now! 

Kailum Kelly
Co Dublin

he was too late, he told himself. But then he 
heard a voice that said, “We are counting on 
you.”
  Then he knew he had to help them, so 
he ran to the top and changed the batteries. 
He did it.  He saved the boats! 

That night Johnny was so sleepy he woke 
up the next day at 10am (he would usually 
wake up at 7:30 am). Then he heard a 
knock on the door, he thought it was sailors 
complaining but it wasn’t. They had come to 
say thank you. They even had a trophy for 
him!

  That day they all celebrated with a huge 
party. They had pizza, chips and even fizzy 
drinks. When they were done, the sailors 
all shook hands with Johnny. That day they 
made a statue of him outside the lighthouse. 
  Johnny was very proud of himself. 
From that day on, he was very responsible 
about his job.  

Hugo McGrath
Co Dublin
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One stormy night, a creature 
arose from the sea.

THE LONELY LIGHTHOUSE

Once there was a lonely lighthouse
It was very green, a big chunk was 

missing in the sea.
No one liked it.

Although it seemed one man came to 
see how it looked.

He thought to himself, “This will be my 
house.

I just need to make it beam.”

Oisín Goonery
Co Westmeath

THE LIGHTHOUSE

The tall lighthouse stands bright at night
leading the fishermen home safe and right.

She is not scared of storms and gale,
because she is stronger than a whale.

She is red and white 
and has a bright light. 

She is by the sea
and she is like a superhero to me!

Giulia Casey
Age 9.5

Co Meath

A STORMY NIGHT

It headed towards a particular 
lighthouse.

It burnt down the light from the 
lighthouse!

All of a sudden, out of the darkness, came a 
boat. But how would they see anything?

The ship kept coming closer and closer to the 
lighthouse! What would happen?

Susanna McDonald
Co Dublin
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SEARCHING FOR GOLD AT 
FANAD LIGHTHOUSE

Daithí and John went on their summer holidays to 
Co. Donegal. When they got to their holiday home, 
they were surprised to see Fanad Lighthouse in the 
distance. 
  Daithí was very excited and shouted to John to look across 
at the lighthouse. Dad explained that it was the well-known 
landmark Fanad Lighthouse and, much to the boys delight, he 
agreed to bring the boys on a tour.
  The next morning the whole family set off to the lighthouse. 
Upon arrival they were met by their tour guide named Tom. Tom took 
them on a tour and explained the history of the lighthouse. He told them 
the lighthouse was as built in 1812 after a shipwreck in Lough Swilly. Over 
100 years later, there was another shipwreck. The ship had five million pounds 
worth of gold bars on board when the ship sank. At the end of the tour, Tom told 
the boys that there were still twenty-two gold bars at the bottom of the sea that had never 
been found.
  After lunch, when the boys were back at their holiday house, they chatted about the 
tour. They came up with a plan to go hunting for the gold. They took their dad’s metal 
detector and set off down to the rocks below the lighthouse.
  Daithí and John had been at the beach for an hour and the metal detector had not 
found anything, when all of a sudden it started to beep a little. They followed the beeps as 
they got louder. John couldn’t believe it; they were actually going to find treasure. He ran 
out onto the rocks. 
  The two boys thought they would be rich. As the tide came in on the rocks, it was 
getting colder and Daithí was very worried, he suddenly realised they were stranded. 
  Daithí and John started to shout and cry for help but it was no use as the noise of the 
waves was too loud. The boys were afraid and couldn’t help thinking of their mum and dad 
up at the holiday house, who were probably very worried about them. 
  Just then, Daithí saw something in the distance towards the shore. It was an old 
man in a little fishing boat. John started to wave with all his energy to get the fisherman’s 
attention. After a few minutes and what seemed like ages the old fisherman signalled to 
the boys to stay where they were. 

  As the little boat came closer to the rocks, the old man put his oar out. The 
fisherman’s name was Seamus.

   “Don’t panic,” he said. “I will get you back to your parents very soon.” The 
boys couldn’t believe their luck - they were safe at last. Seamus and the boys 

arrived back at the holiday house shortly later. Mum and Dad were relieved 
and thanked Seamus for saving their sons.

  That night the boys made a thank you card for Seamus. They 
never forgot their lighthouse holiday.

Adam Sweeney
Co Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE OF HOWTH

Luke and Percy lived in a thatched house beside the 
harbour of Howth. Their parents had told them a story about 
the men who worked at the lighthouse on Ireland’s Eye. They had 
been killed over there and their ghosts haunted the lighthouse and 
how - when thunder claps - the light flashes on.
  One night there was a thunderstorm.  The boys couldn’t get to sleep 
so they looked out the window. When the thunder struck, the light flashed 
on!  Percy said that it was probably a malfunction and that they should go back 
to sleep, but Luke couldn’t settle down.  When thunder struck again, Luke saw the 
light flash on once more!  This was no malfunction.  There was someone on the island. 
  Luke woke Percy up.  “Th-th-there’s someone on th-th-the island,” he stuttered.  
Percy told Luke, “Get the boat. We’re going to investigate.”
  The boys grabbed Dad’s rowing boat and started rowing to the island.  The sea 
was rough, but the boys managed the trip.  When the boys got to the island they tied 
the rope to a rock so the boat wouldn’t float away. 
  Percy opened the door of the lighthouse…CREAK! CREAK! Percy put his finger 
to his lips.  The boys slowly went up the steps and opened the door.  They looked in 
and saw a white figure at the light.  There was a sudden clap of thunder and the figure 
turned on the light.  
  “Hey, you can’t do that!” shouted Luke.  The figure turned towards them and it 
floated upwards.  The boys realised this was no human.  IT WAS A GHOST!
  The boys ran screaming down the stairs and out of the lighthouse.  The ghost 
was still following them.  They went back to where they had left the boat but the rope 

had been cut!  There were now ten ghosts and they surrounded the boys.  Percy and 
Luke dodged past the ghosts and ran back to the lighthouse and into the basement 

where they saw two hoovers. 
  “Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” said Percy.  

  “I think we should use the hoovers to suck up the ghosts,” said Luke.  
  “Great!” replied Percy.  

  The ghosts turned around to flee but immediately got sucked 
into the vacuums.  The boys went to the other side of the 

lighthouse and saw a rowing boat.  
  “Score!” exclaimed Luke.  The boys rowed back to 

Howth.  By now it was sunrise.  
  The boys snuck back to their beds and, horror 
upon horror, they had forgotten to close the bedroom 

door.  Percy picked up his sliothar and threw it at the 
door which closed just before Mum arrived to get them 

for breakfast.
  “Wake up, boys!” she called.  If only she knew! 

Rex Dunleavy
Co Dublin
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AGE TEN THE LEGEND OF HOOK HEAD

Many years ago, in the year 1210, a tribe 
called the Corona Tribe were starving in 
County Sligo. They had heard of a powerful 
sorcerer who lived a long way away in 
County Wexford. They used all their energy 
to make the trek to find him. They trudged 
through bogs, climbed mountains, battled 
fierce storms, and only stopped to catch 
their breath.
  The tribe arrived weak and starving. 
They begged the sorcerer for food. 
  The sorcerer thought for a moment and 
said, “Yes, I will give you everything you 
need, but first you must do as I say, or 
else I will curse you. You must build me 
a lighthouse – Hook Head lighthouse – 
so I can warn ships of the dangerous 
rocks. Secondly, you must never start 
a war.”
  After sorcerer’s speech, the 
Corona Tribe did what he said and 
started to build a lighthouse. It took 
twenty years to build, but it was it worth 
it – the lighthouse was magnificent.
  During that twenty years, houses 
were built, farms were established, and 
food was plentiful for the tribe. Their 
strength grew and grew. Alas, they 
started to believe they were all-powerful 
and plotted to take over the world bit by 
bit. 
  The neighbouring Norman village 
was their first target – they set fire to 
houses and forced people out until the 
sorcerer returned. 
  “I told you not to start a war and 
you disobeyed me! Now you shall pay!” 
thundered the sorcerer and with that 
he turned the tribe into a virus… the 
Corona Virus.
  The Corona Virus was swept over 
the sea until it snuck onto a ship bound 
for China. For hundreds of years, the 
tribe slept in the caves of China, until 
the year 2019 when a bat awoke the 
sleeping virus. 

The virus infected the bats and made their 
way to the humans looking to take over the 
world again.
  It is now the year 2020 and the Corona 
Virus is a pandemic causing the entire human 
race to enter lockdown – no meeting friends, 
staying within two kilometres of home, no 
school and only a few going to work. 
  It seems like this ancient tribe are 
succeeding. but humans are fighting back, 
and with the help of the sorcerer’s vaccine, 
WE WILL WIN!!!

Charlie Kennedy
Co Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER

Once there was a cruel man called Frank ‘N Stein. He was seventy-three. 
He owned a lighthouse and had a lot of money. He was selfish and only ever 
spoke of himself. He had grey long hair that only grew around his scalp, and his 
shoulders were above his neck. He never got the broken lights in the lighthouse 
fixed because he didn’t like anyone (especially children) or anything that wasn’t 
himself.
  Two years passed and yet his routine never changed. He hadn’t had a 
wife, he hadn’t had children, he didn’t even have a pet! One Halloween evening 
at nine o’clock sharp, two children knocked upon his door and yelled, “Trick or 
treat!”
  And the lovely greeting they got went like this… “CURSE YOU HIDEOUS 
CHILDREN!” And with that, and that alone, the two children were gone. He had 
a pickaxe ready to go for the next child to bother him! 
  Suddenly a strange ship landed at the dock. It was strange because there 
was no captain, crew or passengers. Frank went outside for the first time in two 
years. As Frank plodded down to the dock to inspect the ship, it immediately 
sank and disappeared. To his concern, there were human-looking things hovering 
above the water speeding towards him. He ran as fast as he could (half a metre 
per hour), stumbled through the door and locked it behind him. 
  He found a peculiar letter on the wooden table his great-great-great-
grandmother had made. Frank opened the very tip and… BANG!!! Frank was 
sucked into a time loop with four strange characters, one of whom he had never 
seen before. It seemed like a ghost or spirit. Frank ran and ran through a vortex 
but then crashed into somebody else: he knew this ghastly human very well, in 
fact it was Mrs Stein, his horrible mother. She shoved him into a hole where he 
was stuck horizontally with pennies on his eyes. Then two young children entered 
and robbed his pennies. He was familiar with these small kids because he had 
actually rejected them about two hours before. The ghost unfolded his arms and 
lifted him out.
  Seconds later, he had a vision of his childhood, but yet he was still that cruel 
man inside. He felt nothing but pain because he had been bullied throughout his 
childhood and had often been hit by family members. Then the spirit showed its 
face and… AAAARRRRGGGGHHHH!!!!! 
  It had all been a nightmare. 
  So the lighthouse keeper fixed his lights, lost the pickaxe and started from 
scratch. He donated to the homeless shelters and hospitals and was kind to all. 
He got a job at the local primary school part time, and had another job at home 
in his lighthouse.

Tadhg Michael Condon
Co Dublin
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WHERE DID THE LIGHTHOUSE 
GO? 

Bob was a three year old boy. He was an 
only child. His parents thought the world of 
him and would do anything he asked.
  One morning, Bob woke up looking for 
his lighthouse. 
  “Where did my lighthouse go?” he 
shouted.
  He asked his mum and dad to get him 
his lighthouse, so they drove to the nearest 
lighthouse. They got out of the car to lift up 
the lighthouse.
  Bob’s dad said, “This is way too heavy,” 
so they went to find another lighthouse. 
  When they found another one they 
tried to lift it, but Mum said tiredly, “This one 
is even heavier,” so they went back to their 
house. 
  They then realised they had forgotten 
to try to lift the last lighthouse in town. They 
hopped back into their car and drove off 
again to the last lighthouse. 
  When they tried to lift it, they said 
together, “This is the heaviest one!” so they 
drove home. 
  The next morning they sat at the table 
sad and dejected. They saw Bob holding his 
toy lighthouse. They felt so silly.

Ryan Lynn
Co Dublin

          

THE LIGHTHOUSE TREASURE 

Chapter One
One icy cold day in 1984, the lighthouse 
keeper was doing his job turning the light 
on in the lighthouse. It was a freezing day 
and he was rubbing his hands together. He 
was beginning to rethink the idea of being a 
lighthouse keeper, when in the distance he 
saw a massive ship was coming his way. The 
lighthouse keeper realised, with a sinking 
feeling, that he hadn’t turned on the light! 
  He sprinted into the lighthouse, ran 
up the stairs and pulled the lever. The light 
flickered on, and the lighthouse keeper 
breathed a heavy sigh of relief - until he 
heard a massive frightening BOOM. He 
thought it might be the ship, so he went 
outside to investigate. 
  When he arrived outside, the lighthouse 
keeper knew he shouldn’t have gone outside. 
A massive freezing wave was coming his 
way. He sprinted as fast as he could but 
could not get away. He was swept into the 
sea. 

Chapter Two
Meanwhile, in another part of Ireland, a 
relative of the lighthouse keeper was holding 
a red umbrella over his head. He flicked 
a coin into the hat of a busker playing the 
guitar. The man thanked him. Little did the 
man with the umbrella known what was 
happening at the lighthouse. He was called 
Joshua. 
  Joshua was a mild mannered, poor 
man who was very kind. On this day he was 
a bit sad because he had lost his apartment. 
The owner of the apartment block had raised 
the rent so Joshua could not live there. But 
Joshua had a plan that involved his relative 
at the lighthouse. 
  Joshua had recently discovered that the 
lighthouse keeper was his great-grandfather 
and also a retired treasure hunter. He knew 
he should use the last of his money to buy 
a one-way ticket to Treasure Island, AKA 
the lighthouse. He would inherit the money 

and would buy a big house and get a framed 
photo of his great grandad. 
  While Joshua was daydreaming about 
all his money, he thought it might be time to 
start his journey. 
  He went to the boating company and 
arranged a trip to the closest island. He 
would use the last few bits of his money to 
rent a boat and use that boat to continue on 
to the lighthouse and find the treasure. 
  Joshua was hoping that there was lots 
of treasure so he could be rich. After all, he 
was down to no money, so he was really 
hoping the rumours were right. 
  When he arrived, Joshua went into the 
once magnificent lighthouse, which was 
now a shadow of its former glory. But still 
he went on to look for the treasure. Once he 
had looked everywhere and found nothing, 
he thought it was all a massive waste of his 
time and money. 
  As Joshua was going to leave, he saw 
two doors that had most definitely not been 
there before. He went to open one of the 
doors, when he heard a voice say, “Oi, what 
do you think you’re doing?”
  “Who said that?” Joshua asked, clearly 
frightened. 
  The two doors had knockers on them. 
One was talking and one had the knocker 
part in its mouth. Joshua took it out and the 
knocker said, “Thank you very much. I have 
had that in my mouth for thirty years. And 
now let’s get down to business.”
  “What do you mean?” asked Joshua. 
  “Well you have to pick a door,” said the 
knocker on the right. 
  “Okay, I choose you,” said Joshua. He 
tried putting the knocker back in so he could 
knock.
  “No! Like I said that was in my mouth 
for thirty years, you are not putting it back 
in!” roared the knocker. 
  “Sorry,” said Joshua, and held the 
knocker’s nose so he couldn’t breathe. 

He held it for as long as he could until the 
gasped for breath and opened his mouth. 
Joshua popped it in and knocked. The door 
creaked open and he saw treasure, rooms 
of treasure!

Three Months Later
Joshua was now a billionaire. He had a 
massive house and started a charity for kids 
who are in countries with war. He is happy.

Adam Collery 
Co Dublin 
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I am Mary. I live in Dublin near the seaside. 
Every day I used to see a girl looking out of 
the lighthouse window. She never came out 
of there. I’d only seen her in person once 
(when I was five). She was in the same food 
shop as me. I’d always wanted to be her 
friend. 
  My dad owned a boat, so we could sail 
over there. My dad said he had knew her 
mum and he also told me that the girl’s dad 
had passed away. One day, I decided to ask 
him if we could visit them.
  “Dad, can we visit Emma?”  
  Emma was the name of the girl’s mum. 
  “Okay, I’ll ask her if we can come over, 
but why do you want to see my friends?” he 
asked me.
  “I’d like to meet Emma,” I lied.
  Later that afternoon, we sailed over to 
the lighthouse. Emma brought us into the 
living room.
  “Come down, Violet,” she called.
  The girl that I’d seen looking out of the 
window came down! 
  “Hello, I’m Mary. I’m ten years old. How 
old are you?” I gushed. 
  She didn’t respond.
  “Violet can’t talk, she was born like 
that,” Emma explained. “But she’s eleven.”
  “Oh!” I said, sounding disappointed.
  Emma and Dad talked for a while. I just 
stared at Violet. Violet went back upstairs.
  “Does she go to school?” I asked 
Emma.
  “No, she is home-schooled,” Emma 
answered calmly.
  After a while, we went back home. 
Emma said we could come back on Sunday. 
That was in two days! I was wondering how I 
could communicate with her, when I had the 
best idea of all time. I phoned Emma that 

FANAD LIGHTHOUSE

Hi guys! My name is Penny. I’m a parrot and I live at the 
very top of Fanad Lighthouse. 
  Fanad Lighthouse is one the greatest lighthouses of 
Ireland. It is located on the northern coast of the Fanad 
Peninsula in north Donegal. You might wonder why a parrot 
lives at the top of a lighthouse. It’s an interesting
story that I would like to tell you about.
  Believe it or not, I am a descendant of the only survivor 
of the HMS Saldanha, a British navy ship. The Saldanha 
had been carrying 3,211 gold bars worth €5 million (or 
over €140 million today) to help pay for war. Tragically, the 
Saldanha hit two mines at the entrance to Lough Swilly 
and quickly sank to the bottom of the ocean. 
  All of its 300 crew members on board sadly died. 
Legend has it, however, that Captain Pakenham managed 
to swim to shore but died when he drank whiskey called 
poitín from a witness who was trying to help him. The
only survivor was the ship’s parrot, who was my great-
great-great grandfather. I proudly wear his collar engraved 
with the ships name around my neck today.
  My home, Fanad Lighthouse, was built soon after 
the Saldanha disaster. It was designed by a man called Mr 
George Halpin and took two years to finish. Fanad’s light 
was first lit on 17 March 1817. The lighthouse is over 22 
metres tall and you have to climb seventy-nine steps to get 
to the top of the tower. The light from the lighthouse can 
be seen for up to fourteen miles. The light shows red to the 
sea and white towards the lough.
  A buoy in the water at the entrance to Lough Swilly 
marks where the Saldanha shipwreck lies beneath. 
Twenty-two gold bars from the Saldanha are still missing 
today. On a hot summer’s day, I love to sit at the top of the 
lighthouse, thirty-nine meters above sea level and watch 
divers dive to the bottom of the ocean searching for the 
missing gold bars. 
  Little do they know that the missing gold is not at the 
bottom of the ocean, but it lines the bottom of my cosy 
nest at the very top of Fanad Lighthouse.

Ava O’Conor
Co Meath

evening, to ask her if Violet could read and 
write.
  She said, “Yes!”
  This was perfect!
  The next day I asked Dad if we could 
go to the stationery shop. 
  I couldn’t believe it when he said, “Yes.” 
  When we were in the shop, I found a 
huge notebook that said Best Friends on its 
cover. It came with two matching pencils. 
The set was half-price, so I bought it. All I 
had to do was to wait until tomorrow to put 
my plan into action!
  On Sunday, we sailed across to Violet’s 
house. 
  The minute we got into the house, I 
asked, “Where is Violet?”
  “She’s in her room,” Emma replied.
  “Okay, thanks,” I mumbled and flew up 
the stairs and into her bedroom. I handed 
her the book and a pencil. She opened it and 
saw the message I had written. This is what 
it looked like:

  Dear Violet,
  We can talk by writing down what 
we want to say. Sorry I don’t speak sign 
language, but I hope this will do.  

  She started writing something back. 
This is what she wrote:

  Dear Mary,
  Thank you so much for being my only 
friend. 

She smiled at me, and I smiled back. We are 
still best friends to this day.

Anna Lyster
Co Dublin

THE GIRL WHO LOOKED OUT OF THE LIGHTHOUSE
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BLACKSOD LIGHTHOUSE

My name is Nicole. The year is 1944 and I am ten 
years old. I live in County Mayo, beside Blacksod 
Lighthouse. It was built in 1864. 
  Ted Sweeney is the lighthouse keeper and he 
is really nice. He lets me come to the lighthouse 
whenever I want, because one day I want to be a 
lighthouse keeper. Sometimes Ted lets me help 
to turn on the lights and I run down the stairs and 
outside to look at the lights shining on the water. it 
looks so pretty. 
  I was in the lighthouse on the night that Ted 
sent the weather report to London about a bad 
storm. Little did myself or Ted know he would change 
history because General Dwight Eisenhower heard 
the report of bad weather and changed the date for 
the invasion of Normandy to the sixth of June. It was 
the turning point for World War II, known as D-Day. 
  So when I grow up I am going to be the best 
lighthouse keeper, just like Ted Sweeney.

Nicole O’Donnell
Co Sligo

LIGHTHOUSES

Lighthouses were built all red and white,
For people to see both day and night,
If you are passing by day,
If you are passing by night,
There will always be a light,
To guide you to sight.

No matter where you are,
No matter what you do,
There will always be someone on the lookout 
for you.

If you are passing through lightning or 
storms in the night,
Do not worry because it will be all right.
Goodnight

Muireann Bruen
Co Sligo
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THE LIGHTHOUSE SURPRISE 

It all started when a lighthouse was extended 
to make a B&B. The couple who built the 
B&B were very wealthy. One of the first 
families to stay at the lighthouse was a nice 
but rather rude. The little boy’s name was 
Brian and he was mischievous. His sister 
was also staying at the B&B and her name 
was Bea.
  Brian was always pulling pranks on 
people, sometimes funny ones, other times 
scary ones or silly ones. One day he was 
about to set up a prank when he saw the 
B&B owner Jo go down the stairs. Brian 
and his sister had been told not to go down 
there. However, Brian went down the stairs 
behind the owner. It led down to a bunker 
door.
  Brian went down very slowly. He saw 
lots of things, but he was focused on where 
the owner went. Brian followed her. She 
was about to open a door when she looked 
around to see if anyone was behind her. As 
soon as she was about to look in Brain’s 
direction, his sister pulled him out. Bea had 
been following him all along. 
  “What are you doing down here?” 
whispered Bea.
“I was wondering why we were not allowed 
down here, so I followed the owner down,” 
said Brain.
  They were in the clear. Together they 
went down the second set of stairs. As they 
were walking down, they heard weird sounds. 
It sounded like a lot of zombies. As they went 
through the door they almost jumped out of 
their skin, that was how bad the shock was. 
They were in a chamber that looked like a 
test tube. The zombies saw Brian and his 
sister and looked very surprised.
  Brain walked closer and examined the 
zombies. They looked friendly, so he let them 
out of the tube and a zombie hugged Brian. 
Brian and Bea decided to let the rest out of 
them out of the tubes. The zombies showed 

LIGHTHOUSE DREAM

  “Come here!” said the lighthouse man. 
  “Sure,” I said. 
  “There is a storm coming today!” the 
man shouted down from the bulb. 
  “Oh!” I shouted back. 
  “And there is a ship coming in tonight 
at 10:00.” 
  “Okay.” 
  “Make sure you’re up here by the time 
the ship arrives.” 
  “I will!” I bellowed back. 
  The sound of footsteps followed and I 
saw the lighthouse keeper carefully walking 
down the winding stairs. When he reached 
me he put out his hand and I shook it. 
  “You’re a good man,” he said, before 
walking past me and out the door of the 
lighthouse. 
  That left just me there. After the keeper 
left, I started up the staircase. It was getting 
dark and the stars were starting to creep up 
higher and higher in the sky. The crescent 
moon cast a ghostly glow on the ground and 

him to a room that had a dinner table. 
  Brian’s sister came out from hiding and 
could hear the zombie’s tummies rumbling. 
  “Let’s cook some dinner for our new 
friends!” said Brian.
  After a short time they were all sitting 
down at the dinner table eating a fabulous 
feast. 

Ethan Whitney
Co Wicklow

sea. Then there was a low-pitched rumble, 
and the sky was lit up for one second as a 
bolt of lightning struck the ocean. The storm 
had begun. 
  A few minutes later I saw the ship. It 
was a large trawler and it looked completely 
packed with fish. As it drew closer, I could 
see that there was a jagged crack in the 
hull, just above the level of the water. I was 
blinded for a second as the bulb faced in my 
direction. When it passed I looked out again: 
the ship was at rest and was about a metre 
lower in the water. I could no longer see the 
crack. It was getting closer to the guiding 
buoys which would lead it away from the 
dangerous rocks at the bottom of the cliff. 
  Then the bulb went out. I had thought 
at the time that it must have broken, but now 
I don’t think it was an accident. I went down 
the stairs to get the extra bulb that was held 
in an old wooden shack that had a damp 
rotten door that was falling off its hinges. 
Well, opened isn’t really the right word: it 
might have been heaved or maybe broken - 
anyway, it doesn’t matter. I opened the door 
to see the other bulb, but it had a large hole 
in its side. 
  There was a rumble behind me. At 
the time I thought it was more thunder 
so I turned around because I can’t resist 
lightning, but it wasn’t lightning. It was the 
lighthouse; it was rapidly spewing out smoke 
and fire. Soon there was a rocket booster 
taking off from the bottom of the lighthouse. 
I watched from a safe distance of course, 
watched the rocket take off and fly in an arc 
out to sea. A few minutes later there was an 
explosion and someone behind me shouted, 
“Hey, hey!” 
  And then, I woke up. It turned out it 
was all a dream.

Sokeen Ryan
Co Dublin

THE LOST SHIP
 
A cruise ship named Voyager was en route to 
Ireland from to New York. It had completed 
half of the journey and was in the middle of 
the ocean. 
  All of a sudden, the thunder started 
roaring like a walking dragon. As the water 
churned, the ship rocked wildly like a kite on 
a string. The crew on the deck struggled to 
move in the thigh deep water, trying to keep 
the ship afloat and the sails from flapping.
  Suddenly, the entire ship went dark, 
the automated compass stopped working 
and the radio connection went down, which 
impaired the crew’s ability to navigate and 
communicate with the base unit. 
  The crew could not determine the 
problem and it was chaos on the ship. 
The captain could not determine the right 
direction and location. They were struggling 
to find a way forward. 
  The captain asked the crew to locate 
the lighthouse, but they couldn’t locate 
that either. The captain got worried as they 
were already running low on fuel. He was 
afraid that they would run out of fuel so 
he stopped the engine but he had to turn 
it back on because people were not getting 
any light inside the ship. The captain ordered 

to sail the ship forward and kept looking for 
the lighthouse but there continued to be no 
signal or any radio connection. 
  The Voyager kept sailing further and 
after a while they saw a light flashing from 
the lighthouse and now the crew knew the 
right direction to follow and finally, they 
reached Ireland safely. 
  Everybody was fine and they were all 
happy. The captain was also relieved, but 
he still wanted to understand the problem 
of the ship. So, he got it checked and they 
discovered that it was due to a short circuit.
                                               
Yash Karwal
Co Dublin
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THE TOWN SUPER HERO

One day, a boat race was held. Many people were excited when they got on their boats. 
Then the race started. Many hours later, it became foggy. The people were starting to 
get worried. 
  Back on the land, the person who controlled the lighthouse had turned it off and 
went to sleep in his house. He was a very forgetful man and when one of his arms 
slumped onto his bedside table, he accidently turned on the radio. It started blaring:   
  “A RACE WAS CANCELLED BECAUSE OF FOG! THE RACERS ARE IN NEED 
OF MR ROBINS, THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER! NOW!” 
  Mr Robins woke up and pulled on his waterproof clothes over his napping clothes 
and set out. There was practically the whole town crowded around his house, giving out, 
and even the police were there, ushering the people out of the neighbourhood. He got 
into his car, honked four times, waited for the people to part, and whizzed off along the 
road. 
  Lifeboats and ambulances were there when he arrived. He apologised to the people 
there and went up to his lighthouse. When he turned on the light, lifeboats set off. Some 
racers had crashed onto a rock and were injured and in need of oxygen, some were 
stuck in the middle of the sea, and some were okay, but in shock.
  Then a huge wave attacked, and a storm attacked as well. It was chaos. All the 
townsfolk ran to their homes. Mr Robins and the paramedics ran inside the lighthouse, 
and lightning struck, sending the light to flicker, and the people to jump. Boats were all 
over the place and people were panicking. 
  Mr Robins said, “Oh dear, where will this end?” 
  ““In hospital and in boatyards to be mended, I’m sure,” a paramedic said, peering 
out to the sea. 
  Everyone in the lighthouse put their hands on their mouths when a bolt of lightning 
struck a boat and everyone was electrocuted. 
  “Dead, more like,” said another paramedic. 
  One of the paramedics raked her hand through her hair, looking very worried. “I see 
seasick people. We had better contact rescue helicopters!”
  Everyone agreed with her, but unfortunately the wind was so strong that the 
helicopters could not fly. A flood forced Mr Robins and the others to close the windows 
and hide because they were absolutely terrified. 
  “This is definitely my fault…” Mr Robins said, and stopped speaking when a fresh 
bolt of lightning struck the lighthouse and shattered many windows.
  “…and I am going to save them!” he finished. 
  He grabbed the emergency lifejacket, got loads of ropes and a whistle and set out 
bravely.
  “I think he won’t survive,” many paramedics said. 
  Mr Robins tied a rope onto each boat he could find, tied them onto any object he 
could see in the sea, blew the whistle, and when he did, the sun came out. 
  All the lifeboats came and saved everyone. Mr Robins became the bravest man in 
the town. Everyone celebrated with beer.

Kidist Puig Lynch
Co Wicklow

THE LONELY LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time, there was a lighthouse, deep in the darkest, loneliest part 
of the freezing Atlantic Ocean. 
  The lighthouse stood still, not a single whisper for hundreds of miles. 
An elderly man sat inside, enjoying a comforting mug of steamy soup. He 
was looking through an old photo album when he came across his favourite 
photo of his late wife, with writing on the back that read Darla and Walter 
Day One. It was his favourite photo of her as it was the only photo he had of 
her without makeup, perfect hair, painted nails.     
  Walter began to tear up as he remembered Darla, who had died three 
years ago. When Walter and Darla moved in, they swore to protect sailors 
and fishermen from the tall, towering, jagged rocks that threatened their 
ships. The two loved going up the steps every night together and lighting 
up the bulb. They would sit together watching the moonlight beaming back 
from the water and listen to the crashing sound of the waves on the rocks. 
Walter and Darla loved the lighthouse. The night Darla died, the lighthouse 
had stopped shining. 
  A modern pole with a light at the top and an internal timer had replaced 
the old light. This would pave the way for future unmanned lighthouses.  
Walter continued to live in the lighthouse as it had been his home for the last 
57 years.  
  Since Walter’s duties had been replaced by a pole, he felt lost, as 
though the light had gone out in him. Suddenly he heard a loud clang outside 
and ran to see what had happened. He saw the pole that had replaced the 
lighthouse was lying on the ground and shattered from the strong winds. 
The radio in the control room inside made an alarming distress signal. It was 
from a fleet of ships that were headed straight for the rocks! 
  Walter grabbed his toolbox and sprinted up the steps. The last time he 
had been up there was the night before Darla died. Walter prised open the 
control panel and rusty screws. He could see a yellow wire had fallen out of 
place, which must have caused the light to go out.  Darla’s favourite colour 
was yellow. Walter fixed the wire and the light blasted out from the bulb and 
light shone out into darkness for the incoming ships. The distress signal 
stopped and Walter could see the ships turning away.   
  The wind stopped out of nowhere and Walter walked over to where he 
and Darla used to enjoy sitting together. He sat and watched the moonlight 
reflect off the pitch-black water and listened to the waves splash as they hit 
the rocks below.  
  Walter placed his favourite photo of Darla in a frame on the wall beside 
the bench so he could sit with her again. 
  Lighthouses provide light to sailors all around the world and save many 
lives every year.  If we all turn our inner lighthouses on, we can spread light 
to other people who may need a little to muddle through in these dark times.   

James Nugent
Co Dublin
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LIGHTHOUSE

I was sailing on a boat
With my big, wooly coat.

It was very cold,
At least that’s what I was told.

Then in my sight,
Was a bright, shining light.

I thought it was a shark,
Because I was sailing in the dark.

I dived in the sea, 
Hoping he would not eat me.

I saw the lighthouse,
I thought it was a giant mouse.

Then I went out of the sea.
Silly me!

Maya Stepinska
Co Dublin

NEW FRIENDS

On a dreary evening in May, three bored 
children sat on a wooden bench and stared 
out at a rough sea. They had never been so 
bored. They missed their friends and school 
desperately. They had used up their tech 
time minutes, played all their board games, 
cleaned the windows for their mum and they 
had run out of ideas to entertain themselves. 
At six o’clock the church bell chimed.
  Charlotte, the youngest one, pointed to 
the lighthouse on the cliff. Rumour had it that 
an eerie old man lived there all alone. John 
and Billy sat down beside her. They thought 
it would be a good time to investigate and 
find out more about the lighthouse on the 
hill. The children set off through the trees, 
up the hill, keeping the sea to their right. It 
was windy, so they huddled close together 
and put on their thick jumpers. They walked 
on and on, eventually they took a rest where 
the forest ended, and a small stream met 
the sea. The stream was crystal blue and 
you could see small schools of tiny grey fish 
swimming in the shallow water.
  The children decided to step over the 
stream by jumping rock to rock. Billy, the 
oldest, went first. He easily skipped the first 
two rocks but wobbled on the third. A bit of 
wet moss nearly made him fall over. After 
what seemed like an age, he regained his 
footing and jumped to the sandy bank. Next 
came Charlotte. She was younger than her 
brothers and her legs were shorter. She 
slipped and fell, crying out in pain. The boys 
could see she was hurt and needed help. 
The lighthouse was the shortest distance 
away. The boys decided to carry Charlotte 
there for help. As they approached, an 
old man walked towards them. He was 
even older than their granddad, who was 
seventy-five. He wore a dark grey woollen 
jumper and baggy trousers. His hands were  
long and bent into a funny shape. The 
children were petrified but then the old man 
gave them a toothless smile and waved them 
over to him.

THE MAGIC LIGHTHOUSE

One summer Tom, Milo and Romily were 
going on an exciting family trip to stay in a 
holiday house near to a lighthouse. 
  “I think we should explore the lighthouse 
as soon as we get there,” Tom said to the 
others. 
  Everyone agreed. 
  “Right then,” Romily said, “I’ll ask Mum 
and Dad if we can.” 
  After their parents agreed. the children 
left together. In no time they arrived.  
  “This place is awesome!” Milo 
exclaimed. 
  He was eager to explore. As they looked 
around the dark and dusty light house, the 
children found a light.
  “Look!” cried Tom. “The light is still 
glowing!”
  Suddenly, Tom noticed a crumpled 
letter.  He read it to the others. 

The lighthouse keeper brought them inside 
of the lighthouse and handed Billy a phone 
to call his mum. He pulled out a cloth to wipe 
away the blood from Charlotte’s knee. She 
was scared but she had stopped crying now. 
He made them hot chocolate and introduced 
his dog called Max. Max wagged his tail and 
seemed very excited to meet the children. 
Soon their mum arrived in her small red car. 
By then the children had heard three stories 
of shipwrecks and sailors from the old man. 
Their mum was happy that they seemed safe, 
but she was also annoyed that everyone, old 
man and children, had forgotten that they 
were supposed to keep two metres apart! 
  Luckily everyone turned out to be safe 
and well, and the children had made a new 
friend.

Daniel Goss
Co Dublin

Hello. I am Mysterious Man. Touch the lamp 
please.
  The children all had the same thought: 
Should they do as the note said?  
  Tom answered, saying, “There’s only 
one way to find out!” 
  They reached out to touch the lamp. 
Immediately, they fell asleep.
  When Tom awoke, he was in camp. His 
brother and sister were there too. 
  “I think that light has brought us on an 
adventure!” said Tom. 
  They decided to explore the land and 
caught sight of a panther prowling in the 
jungle around them. The children quickly 
returned to camp and enjoyed an enormous 
picnic in their tent, it had all their favourite 
treats!
  Suddenly, the light beamed. It was so 
bright the children closed their eyes and 
when they opened their eyes they were 
back in the lighthouse. They looked out from 
the top of the lighthouse and watched the 
ocean, as the waves crashed on the rocks 
below.
  “That was amazing!” said Milo as they 
walked home. 
  The next day they returned to the 
lighthouse. 
  “I am so excited!” said Tom.
  “Me too,” said Milo. 
  But to their disappointment, when they 
arrived the light wasn’t on. There was no 
note. 
  The mysterious man was there. In a 
deep, booming voice, he told them to come 
back next week. The children wondered who 
he was. Tom thought he might be the old 
lighthouse keeper from long ago because of 
his old sailor’s hat.
  The children returned the following 
week and again the light was glowing and 
the children were transported. This time they 
were dressed in their coats. They were in 
a snowy place but they were a bit lost. For 
a joke Tom asked a polar bear where they 

were and surprisingly, he answered. 
  “You are in the land of snow.”
  “Thanks,” said Tom and walked on.
  Later they reached a cottage. They 
opened the door. 
  “Santa!” Romily cried.
  “Ho ho ho, come in!” said Santa. 
  They enjoyed milk and cookies before 
the bright light appeared and the children all 
called, “Goodbye Santa!” and closed their 
eyes again. 
  They were back in the lighthouse. They 
went home and dreamed of the lighthouse 
and all the magical lands that they had 
travelled to through the light.

Tom McClean
Co Antrim
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LIGHTHOUSE

Feargal Quinn
Co Dublin

GRANDPA’S SECRET

It is no ordinary lighthouse. Grandpa’s 
lighthouse stands on a steep hill, with sheep 
grazing by its side. Nobody understands how 
it can stand there without falling, except one 
person - Grandpa himself.
  I have asked him so many times but he 
always has the same answer. He whispers it 
in my ear like it’s some big secret. I mean, 
how could it be much of a secret or, on the 
other hand, even true? 
  Grandpa is starting to forget things. 
Mum told me that the doctor said that 
Grandpa won’t forget people, just things, 
so I need to know the real truth about the 
lighthouse before it’s too late.
  “Grandpa, now really, I want to know 
the truth. How does the lighthouse stand 
there without falling?”
  “Annie, have you ever looked at a sheep 
to see how old it is?”
  “Grandpa! Don’t you remember what 
we were talking about?!”  

  “Yes, the lighthouse, and I just told you 
everything you need to know. Now, I will tell 
you again, have you ever looked at a sheep 
to see how old it is?”
  “Uh…no”
  “No? What are you talking about? 
Hmm.. this chair is comfy, isn’t it?”  
  Not again! I thought. 
  “I’m going to go see how old a sheep is,” 
I said, walking away towards the lighthouse.
  “See how old a sheep is? Odd child, 
isn’t she?” Grandpa said to himself. 
  Now that I think about it, the sheep look 
very old and so does the lighthouse. In an 
odd sort of way, they look young, but kind of 
feel old, and precious. Grandpa wasn’t lying 
about how the lighthouse kept its balance, 
and the sheep didn’t fall. He was right, they 
were... magic.

Isabelle Hennessy
Co Kildare

THE BOY AND HIS LIGHTHOUSE

Once there lived a boy called Jake, his dad Simon and 
his mum Jennifer. They all lived in Wexford in a house 
with a lighthouse.
  Everything was just perfect, until 2012.  
  Jake was playing outside with his BFF Max when 
he saw a Bentley drive into his driveway.   
  “That’s weird. C’mon, let’s check it out!” said 
Jake. They went into the house and outside the sitting 
room they heard a stranger’s voice saying, “I would 
offer one million euro for this land.”
  “Deal,” Jake heard his parents say. 
  Jake burst into the room. “You can’t sell our 
house! “
  “Sorry, will you give us a minute?” said Jennifer 
to the man.
  “Jake what’s wrong?” asked Simon. 
  “Why are you selling our house?” Jake asked. 
  “We thought you would prefer living somewhere 
else and making loads more friends,” Simon said.
  “But why would I want to live somewhere else 
when I have a lighthouse? I would do anything to 
prevent our land being sold!” Jake cried. “I know! I will 
do a fundraiser!”
  So Jake got four of his friends and asked them 
to find stuff for a fundraiser. They started to think 
about what to have: a cake sale, a bouncing castle, 
games…the list went on!
  By the time they had all came up with one idea 
by themselves, it was night time and time to switch 
on the lighthouse. Jake asked the lads to come up to 
the top. When Jake looked out at the sea, he realised 
how much he loved being beside the lighthouse and 
the sea and having access to it!
  The day was Friday and the fundraiser would 
take place on Sunday. The boys started handing out 
leaflets to all 330 people in their school. On Saturday 
they set up all the events, ready for Sunday. Jake was 
delighted with the plan. 
  All he had to do was tell his parents.  His parents 
were furious.
  “WHAT? YOU SET UP A FUNDRAISER IN THE 
FIELD?!” Simon exclaimed. 
  “Well, yes, sort of,” Jake replied. “But I am doing 
it to save the land, If we get enough money, can we 
stay?”
  “Maybe,” his parents said.

(Picture: this is me with my sister playing at Hook 
Head lighthouse)

  It was the day of the fundraiser and loads of 
people had gathered up for the opening. 
  “That’s nearly the whole school!” said Max. 
“Ready, lets open the gate!”
  Everybody poured into the field; people started 
going on rides, buying cakes and having fun. By 
lunchtime they raised €1,000 but then a kind and 
generous person donated money for managing the 
lighthouse. They had done it! They raised enough 
money and saved the land. 
  When the fair was over, Jake ran to his parents 
and told them the news. 
  They said, “Wow - that’s amazing!” 
  “We will keep the land! “ said Simon. 
  “Yay!” Jake looked out over the sea. He saved 
his lighthouse!

Aran O’Donnell
Co Dublin
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THE LIGHTHOUSE

“Oh no! “exclaimed Isabelle as the waves lashed against her legs. “Come on, Izzy! We 
have to go.”
  She ran to the back of the cave. It got darker as she ran away from the water, 
towards the interior of the cave. 
  “Hold my hand, Izzy, we don’t want to lose each other,” said Isabelle grabbing 
Izzy’s hand.
  “It’s so dark, I can hardly see you!” Isabelle looked around trying to find a way out. 
  Isabelle paused and looked at the reflection of her face in a small pool of water.  
A tear was visible on her cheek. She tried to run her fingers through her hair.  
  “I wish I had straight hair and not curly,” she said with a scowl. At that moment 
she remembered that yesterday morning her mother had told her, “You should love 
your yourself just as you are. “
  Isabelle thought about home. She remembered her mother calling her into the 
kitchen for steaming porridge that morning. Her mother had been busy packing, as 
they planned to leave the lighthouse for the last time.  
  There wouldn’t be a family living there any more, Father had said.  She felt 
excited and scared at the same time about leaving.  She would miss the sounds of 
the sea but was looking forward to going to school and meeting children her own age.  
She looked out at the darkening sky and knew by now she would normally be helping 
Father set the light in the lighthouse to guide the sailors.  
  Isabelle noticed that the tide was beginning to recede. As soon as she could, she 
waded out through the water.  Once they were outside, Isabelle sniffed the air. “Feels 
good to breath fresh air,” she whispered. They walked off towards the squawking of 
the seagulls. 
  The pair walked along the shore as the evening grew dark. Isabelle gave a sigh 
and sat down. She grabbed a stick that was lying beside her and drew a picture of the 
lighthouse. When she looked up a few minutes later she imagined she saw a light. 
  She squinted a little and saw the outline of the lighthouse. Isabelle looked back 
around at Izzy and said, “Come on, I can see home!” 
  She ran as quick as her legs could carry her. Isabelle was about to knock on the 
door. “Oh Izzy, what if Mother is angry at me because, because I wasn’t home!” she 
said with a frown. Izzy had a look in her eye that said, “She will be pleased to see you 
home.”
  Father opened the door. “It’s Isabelle! Come look, Dorothy!” shouted father. 
  The next morning it was time to leave the lighthouse.  Isabelle packed up her 
things and quietly put them in the back of the cart.      
  She hopped in along with her mother and father. She waved up at Izzy, who was 
standing at the top window of the lighthouse. 
  “Who are you looking at?” said Mother, looking behind her. 
  “Nobody,” said Isabelle with a smile. 

Amelia Murphy
Co Wexford

    TOM’S RAPTOR

Tom was nine years, eleven months and thirty days young. He lived 
in a huge apartment block in Limerick city. His family flat was small, 

cosy and nineteen stories high. Looking out from his two-metre balcony, 
he had a bird’s eye view of churches with tall pointy spires and a building 

with a big H on the roof. In the middle of all the buildings was a green carpet 
with a pond in the middle. 

  Tom had one sister, Maria, who was twelve and a doll lover.
  Tom was fascinated with lighthouses. His bedroom was plastered with pictures 
of all sorts of lighthouses. However, he had never been near one of these peculiar 
buildings. He was only an hour away from Loop Head, but his family didn’t have a car. 
He’d have to forget about going there.
  On the 16th of November his mother joyfully announced, “Happy Birthday, Tom!” 
She handed him a present. Tom tore open the lovely wrapping paper to reveal an 
image on a box containing a 3D jigsaw of the most wonderful lighthouse he could ever 
imagine. 
  Tom got to work constructing his dream lighthouse. Tom’s Raptor, he called 
it. It was a blue and white cylinder, with yellow coloured circles the size of smarties 
for windows. At the top was a balcony circling the cylinder and a cone shaped roof 
protecting eight windows. With a battery inserted, he flicked a switch, which lit up all 
its windows. 
  That evening, he placed Tom’s Raptor carefully on his windowsill and went 
to sleep. Waking up at 2am to the sound of a loud clatter, Tom glanced round his 
bedroom. He tried to turn on his bedside lamp, which had a picture of a lighthouse 
on it. It didn’t work. He clambered out of bed and to switch on the main light. But it 
wouldn’t work either. The electricity was out. He felt his way to the window where he 
switched on the battery in his lighthouse.
  Looking out, everything was in darkness. Then Tom remembered a storm had 
been forecast. Rain battered the apartment. Tom went to sleep wearing earmuffs. The 
next morning everything was calm again and the sun shone. Suddenly, there was a 
loud knock on the door. Maria ran to get it.  
  “We’re going to be arrested!” she shrieked. Strolling into the room was a blocky 
man dressed in a Garda uniform, followed by an elderly man. Looking at Tom, the old 
man asked, “Was it you who turned on a light in the window here last night?”
  “Yes,” said Tom timidly. 
  “Well, during the storm, an ambulance was coming to my flat downstairs to bring 
my wife to the hospital. Only for your light they wouldn’t have found their way to us 
and I want to thank you!” he beamed.
  “Come on with us now, young man!” announced the Garda. Tom had the best 
day ever at Loop Head and the memory of that twenty-four hours would stay with him 
forever. 
 

Gearoid Griffin
Co Cavan
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THE LIGHTHOUSE LIGHT

Lighthouse are red and white
And have a big shining light,
It stays on all through the night
And with its beam it helps sailors sight.

Seals live by the tide
And when a boat comes by they hide.

As boats sail through the sea,
The Lighthouse Light will help them see,
Even as pirates sail through the night,
The Lighthouse Light will still shine bright.
   
Gary Dunne
Co Dublin

BOB AND THE LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time in the waters of Foggybay, 
there lived a dolphin named Bob. 
  Foggybay was a beautiful port beside 
a lovely big white lighthouse. Bob was 
friends with all the humans around his 
village, especially the children! All the local 
fishermen knew him very well. They are kind 
and caring to him too. 
  What Bob loved the most was to frolic 
in the calm waters of the port and entertain 
the locals. He especially loved the summer, 
when the big hot sun is out and all the 
amazing different smells fill the air from the 
markets. Most of all, Bob absolutely loved 
when the children came out on their school 
trip! He loved playing with them and hearing 
their laughing voices when he splashed 
them. 
Every morning, very early, Bob would see 

the fishermen going out to sea. They would 
always come back with lots of fresh fish. 
One day, a small boat with two fishermen 
never came back. A day away became two 
days away everyone was very worried and 
upset. The lifeboat - and many villagers too 
- went out to sea to try and find them. The 
lifeboat continued to search the waters but 
everyone was doubtful and very tired.  
  “I didn’t see them anywhere,” declared 
the captain. Everybody was frightened and 
was trying to think of other ideas to help. 
That night, Bob had an idea. He decided he 
would go out to sea and call all of his sea 
friends to help him in the search. The next 
day, everybody was getting ready to go out 
to sea again. Bob was diving and jumping 
furiously into the waves of the sea, heading 
out with his friends Toby the Turtle, Shelly 
the Basking Shark, Jessica the Jellyfish, 
Frank the Fish and Ollie the Octopus. Even 
Sally the Seahorse was trying to keep up 
with Bob! 
  They left the sheltered port and the 
large white lighthouse behind them and felt 
the enormous task ahead of them. “The 
lighthouse will bring us back,” said Bob. 
Everyone was more confident and even 
went faster when they heard that.
  The next thing they saw were some old 
shipwrecks where other people had crashed 
their ships a long time ago. It looked haunted 
and was very quiet. Then they saw a big and 
beautiful clam shell and decided to open it. 
Thank goodness they did because the two 
fishermen were there! 
  The men were exhausted but relieved. 
Next it was time to go home but they couldn’t 
see the way. Then they saw a small faint 
light in the distance, and they knew they 
were going to be okay. The lighthouse had 
led them home. 
  The fishermen celebrated with their 
families and were very grateful to everyone 
for not giving up on them. Everyone was so 
very, very happy. 
  I know these words to be true because 
I’m Bob the Dolphin and I celebrated too 

with my family and sea friends!
                     
Erin Fitzpatrick
Co Cavan 

THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER

Once upon a time, an old, clever lighthouse 
custodian used to live on the edge of a small 
island on a small cliff. Nobody except him 
lived on the cliff. The rest of the people 
lived deep into the island and the lonely 
lighthouse keeper was left all by himself. 
The city people were very joyful and cheering 
to enjoy the evening, but the keeper found 
them loud enough, which didn’t help him to 
concentrate in doing his work.
  One night, the keeper was just 
checking the lights as usual when suddenly, 
the indicating lights of the lighthouse turned 
off. The guard thought it was probably just 
faulty, so he went up to check the lights. 
When he reached it, he saw that its chain 
had got stuck so he took the light out. When 
he was taking out the lights, he tripped and 
fell down. When he saw the bulb, it was 
shattered in many pieces. It had broken. 
When he knew that it was his toolbox that 
he had tripped on, he got really sad.
  Then he noticed something: a ship was 
heading towards the cliff. Now there were 
no lights and no signals to tell that the cliff 
had a lighthouse. The protector had to do 
something quick and something fast before 
the ship crashed into the lighthouse. The 
poor protector couldn’t think of anything, 
anything at all. His mind was completely 
blank until he heard a knock on the door of 
the lighthouse.
  Just as he opened the door, he saw 
the people of the town climbing the cliff 
with loads of lights in their hands. The 
keeper froze with astonishment while letting 
everyone in. He had never thought that the 
townspeople would be so generous and kind 
and would help him. The people were all 

over the veranda and shining their lights at 
the ship. Just as the ship saw the light, it 
went away. That day was the happiest day 
in the keeper’s whole life. Just the previous 
day, he had thought that the townspeople 
were very loud and disturbing, and it was this 
day that they were so kind and helpful. Now 
they were his friends and the caretaker felt 
delighted about it.
  This makes me believe that together 
we can and we will make the world a better 
place to live.

Kartik Joshi
Co Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE

The lighthouse light shone O so bright,
To help the ships home safe at night.
The waves close by crashed frothy and white,
But the lighthouse stood strong into the night.

So when you see a lighthouse,
Think of its work and the people it helps.
That big bright light shines on and on,
And never rests while there’s work to be done.

Sean McGovern
Co Dublin
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THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER

At over 800 years old, Hook Lighthouse is 
one of the oldest lighthouses in the world 
and sets the scene for our story. 
  Jim was a lighthouse keeper and a 
good chap who lived in County Wexford in 
Ireland.  He had only recently got the job as 
the Hook lighthouse keeper.  He was going 
to work hard to protect the ships from the 
dangerous rocks.  
  The sad thing was that his family were 
in Rosslare. They were not able to afford 
a house near Hook Lighthouse. Bit by bit, 
they were saving up money and almost had 
enough for a cute cottage near the famous 
landmark. Even though they couldn’t be 
together every day, Jim always went home to 
see his family for a nice dinner on Sundays.
  The first day on the job was nice. He 
met a few new people, like Mr. McMahon 
and John Murphy. Mr. McMahon was the 
boss.  John was from Wexford Town and 
was always about 30 minutes late for work! 
John was a bit like Jim, he could not afford 
a house near Hook.  John and Jim became 
good friends and worked together for many 
years.  
  On one scary night time occasion, 
both were working in the lighthouse when 
tragedy struck… lightning hit the ocean, 
sending sharks up from the water towards 
the lighthouse.  Jim was very frightened 
as the sharks looked hungry and angry.  
An Irish Ferries vessel was in the distance 
and approaching the rocks when another 
lightning bolt struck the light house, plunging 
the whole area into deep darkness. Mr 
McMahon and John tried to get the power 
back up but failed. The lighthouse remained 
under the dark cloak of night. 
  Jim called his friend Benny, who 
provided lights to all the lighthouses in Ireland. 
He quickly made his way to Hook. He had a 
look and said it would be difficult to fix but he 
was able to twist wires and fix the massive 
light-bulb.  Mr. McMahon shone the beam 
out to the vessel which was heading straight 

for the Hook Lighthouse.  The vessel quickly 
turned, causing it to send a giant wave filled 
with sharks hurtling towards the lighthouse.  
Jim and John started to shoot the sharks to 
save themselves and the old lighthouse from 
being damaged.  Mr. McMahon shouted to 
Jim and John “You are the bravest keepers 
I’ve ever met.”  They saved themselves and 
Hook Lighthouse from the sharks and the 
ship sailed safely to dock in Rosslare.  
  Jim couldn’t wait to tell the story to 
his family!   They were amazed and proud. 
After a while Jim and his family bought the 
cute cottage near the Hook. They lived 
there happily, with Jim working in the Hook 
Lighthouse protecting all the ships from the 
rocks, for the rest of his life.
    
David Hore
Co Dublin

THE MURDER IN THE LIGHTHOUSE

One dark and stormy night, Emily was in a lighthouse with her mum and dad. 
Suddenly she heard screams. She dashed upstairs and saw her parents falling off 
the side of the lighthouse.  She grabbed her phone and called 999.
  The police brought her to her Aunty Jess’ house to live with her. On the day 
of her parents’ funeral, Emily remembered something she had seen on the night 
of her their death. It was a black figure lurking in the lighthouse. 
  Emily then wondered, were her parents pushed off? When she got back from 
the funeral, Emily told Jess about what she had seen on that night.
  There was a knock on the door. It was Emily’s shady-looking Uncle Jim. He 
was wearing all black and was at work all night. Then Emily realised that he hadn’t 
been at the funeral. She wondered where he had been all night.    
  Jim went to the basement. Jess went to have a shower, so Emily followed 
Jim. She saw him at a table muttering but couldn’t make out the words. She 
wondered if it was him who pushed her parents off the lighthouse.  
  Emily burped. “Who’s there?” Jim said. 
  Emily stayed put, trying not to move. She leaned against a brick and a secret 
doorway opened up. She went inside. When she heard Jim leaving the basement, 
she gasped a sigh of relief. 
  “What is this place?” she muttered to herself. It was a big chamber with a 
chest in the middle on an altar. She opened it up. 
  Inside was a gold and diamond sword that was glowing. Emily could hear the 
shower pipes turning off, so she ran back up out of the basement and closed the 
door just in time to see Jess coming out of the shower.
  The next day Emily went to school. Afterwards, Jim collected her and brought 
her home. Then when Jim went to work and Jess went out, Emily went to look 
at the sword she had found again. She went into the basement and through the 
secret doorway. She opened the chest and picked up the sword. She swung it with 
ease. 
  Underneath the sword was a scroll that said:
  THE SWORD OF WONDER.
  WHOEVER SHALL HOLD IT WILL
  KNOW ALL AND DEFEAT ALL
  She wondered if the sword could help to find out how Jim killed her parents. 
Then she remembered what it said on the note: “AND DEFEAT ALL.”  A creepy 
smirk went across her face. 
  That night Emily went to Jess and Jim’s room with the sword. When she 
opened the door there were lasers everywhere. Who sleeps with lasers on? she 
wondered. 
  She crept in, dodging the lasers, and then when she got to Jess’ side, she 
only saw two dummies in the bed. She heard a laugh from behind her. It was Jess. 
  “You killed them,” said Emily. Then Emily lunged forward and Jess dropped 
down dead. 
  Jim and Emily lived happily ever after.

Cian Barry
Co Cork

THE BEAUTY OF THE LIGHTHOUSE

I saw the lighthouse tall and proud,
Its dazzling light blinding me,
The beauty of the lighthouse
Shining on the sea.

The wooden door was strong and stiff,
And creaked as we went in,
The beauty of the lighthouse
Made better with some gin.

The sea lapped against the rocks,
But still we stood gazing,
Its walls so strong and mighty,
It shone as far as we could see.

The beauty of the lighthouse.

Hamish Inglis
Oxfordshire
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BOBBY’S SEAL

I’ve been living in the house beside the lighthouse since I was little. I love to watch the 
seagulls fly and the fish swim around the bay. I always wake up early to watch everything 
going on out there. 
   “Bobby? Bobby? Is that you? Go back to bed, sweetheart!” says Mum again and again. 
  I always answer with the same thing. “Fine!”
  I always dread the time I have to go to school. My teacher is so very boring. He drones 
on and on and on about William Shakespeare and Isaac Newton and everyone else I don’t 
care about. I always lose concentration and start daydreaming in class.
  “Bobby! Are you listening?” Mr. Reeve says.
  “What? What? Oh yeah. Definitely. Totally.”
  “If so, in what year did Roald Dahl publish his first book?” he asked.
  “Errrrrrrrrr? 68 B.C?” I guessed. The entire class exploded with laughter.
  “I don’t think you were listening, Bobby. I shall have to quiz you during breaktime!”

Chapter 2
On day, I finally got all my work done. I cycled home extra fast today because I wanted to 
have my all-time favourite dinner. 
  Mac ‘n’ cheese! Oh, glorious mac ‘n’ cheese! 
  I got home and saw my little brothers driving my mum crazy...again! Honestly, 
sometimes having little brothers is tough!
  “Throw the ball to me, Ciaran!” shouted Sean.
  “Okay!” Ciaran bellowed back. 
  They laughed every second they were up there. My mum was always at the table trying 
to sort out their homework. It was absolute chaos at 3pm.

Chapter 3
I sighed. I took out all the ingredients for my mum.
  “Ahhh, Bobby. You’re a wee dotie,” said Mum. 
  Even though we live in Cork, my mum’s Donegal accent is just as funny and wonderful 
as always. My dad met her on a getaway with his friends and they fell in love with each 
other. 
  My dad usually goes to different countries for work, so I don’t get to see him a lot. He 
is in Sweden at the moment. We talk to him on FaceTime sometimes. We finally got the 
twins to do their homework and stop making fart noises.
  “Should I get the garlic bread out, Mum?” I asked.
  “Aye Bobby,” said Mum. “Aye.”  

Chapter 4
I usually see seals bathing on the rocks at the lighthouse. I hate seeing the plastic everywhere! 
  I’ve written countless letters to the council about putting up a “No Dumping” sign and 
to fine people who do. 
  It was a few days ago on a Sunday morning, I woke up early...again. 
  I put on my clothes and went downstairs. I had a bowl of Cheerios and watched RTÉ. 
I looked out the window, bored. Then, I saw it.

Chapter 5
The seals were literally swimming in plastic. One was covered in plastic bags and bottles. I 
searched in the press for black bags and grabbed my litter picker. 
  Outside, I picked up 13 bags of rubbish. I came back inside and saw Mum.
  “Hi!” I said.
  “Wow,” said Mum. “Just wow.”

David Graham
Co Sligo    

THE LIGHTHOUSE

On the edge of the sea there is a peaceful village. A village where kids fly their kites in the 
gloomy night sky, a village where pubs and restaurants are open until dawn, a village where 
everybody is friends. But just above all that peacefulness, sitting on the rocks by the cost 
of the village, sat a lighthouse and its keeper. The keeper was always sad. He often looked 
down at the village, which just made him more sad. The atmosphere around him was so 
thick and depressing that you could cut it with a knife. The people of the village only saw 
him once a month when he went to the shops for supplies like food and water. No one took 
notice that if he wasn’t there all of the village’s sailors would already be dead. 
  The keeper was very good at his job so he would often fall asleep when he had 
everything under control, until he was woken by the light going out or the people of the 
village being too noisy, which really frustrated him. When he was awokened by the villagers, 
he would get up from his old rickity chair and get back to work by grabbing his tool box from 
downstairs and get his head lamp on.
  But one day, that changed. The lighthouse keeper was having a little nap, as always, 
until he was awoken by the lens stopping. So, he grabbed his tool box from downstairs and 
got his head lamp on and went to fix the lens, but this time it wasn’t starting the light was 
off and the lens wasn’t spinning.
  “This is fine, it’s not like any ships will come by tonight,” he said to himself.
  Until he looked through the lens and saw a huge boat full of people heading straight 
for the rocks and the village! He started to panic. He paced back and forth. He ran up and 
down the wooden stairs. He looked in and out of the window, as the boat got closer and 
closer to the village. He started to panic more and more until he saw a very faint glow in 
the corner of his  window, he couldn’t bring himself to look because he thought it was the 
explosion of the boat hitting the rocks.
  Eventually he did, and he saw everyone in the village holding candles and lamps safely, 
guiding the boat away from the rocks. They thanked the lighthouse keeper for all of his hard 
work and they all became good friends with the lighthouse keeper. They always invited him 
for a drink when they could and he was then a part of the village.

Sebastian Brewer
Co Dublin
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THE SEA HERO

It started at Zookala, surrounded by sea 
There were lots of fish, Betty and me

They call me the careful and kind lighthouse keeper
But my actual name is Jonathan Peter
The story I tell starts off with a storm

But me and Betty were in, nice and warm

I looked everywhere but there was no food for dinner
So Betty and I fought until there was a winner 
We fought about who would go to the shops 

And who would buy food and maybe some crops
In the end I lost and off I went 

Into the cold by Betty I was sent

I hopped on my boat and sailed to land
I docked in the harbour and jumped onto the sand

The shops were empty because of the rain
And the wind, it was just insane

But at home in the lighthouse that night
Betty was there shining the light

When all of a sudden from under the bed 
Came a greyish figure and with his deep voice he said,

“Come to the shore, the fish need your help”
But Betty just let out a great, big yelp

“Don’t be scared,” he said. “It’s all okay!”
Then he put out his hand in a reassuring way
Betty grabbed his hand and fell into his trap
And just like that they were gone with a tap

They were no longer in, they were out on the shore
But there were no fish, and her hand was sore

Then she saw a big wave, but her feet were stuck
Stuck in the sand and stuck in the muck

She tried to escape and she tried to run
But the greyish figure said, “What’s done is done!”

The wave came and Betty went down
The helper vessel saw and turned back around

The helper vessel tried but could not reach
At this point, she was far from the beach

She grabbed on to a buoy but the buoy sunk too
Betty kept on trying but didn’t know what to do

She swam back up and turned to her right
Betty was shocked and amazed by the sight

She saw a mermaid fast and strong
She had an idea and nothing was wrong

Betty called the mermaid and the mermaid heard 
They looked at each other, it was very absurd
The mermaid swam to her and held on tight 

They swam to the lighthouse where there was light 
Betty said, “Thank you” and nodded her head

The mermaid swam away and Betty went to bed

I saw the greyish figure when I came back
I sprayed it with water and it went splat

I went into Betty and said, “How was your night?”
A few seconds later she replied “All right.”

Ruby Probert
Co Dublin
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LUNATICS AT THE LIGHTHOUSE

This is a story about five men who won tickets to stay at a lighthouse for a 
month. They all hate each other, except for one who does not hate anyone 
at all. Their names are Bart (tall with brown hair and does not want to be 
there at all), Jeremy (extremely arrogant, a bit overweight and no hair), 
Matthew and Oscar (identical twins who keep bickering over nothing, have 
short brown hair and are usually tall.) Last but not least there is Louis, a 
man who donates to ten charities, which is quite a lot.
  “I wonder what it will be like?” Louis asked himself excitedly on the 
bus that was taking them there. As for the twins, they were not so excited.  
They were both 24 years old but acted as though they were four. They 
were sitting next to each other shouting, “Move over, you fat pig!” The rest 
of them were thinking, “What idiots.”
  While the twins were shouting at each other, Jeremy took out his 
packet of Tayto. He started munching away. “There is nothing worse than 
a vacant stomach,” he said to himself. Bart looked at him with so much 
disgust in his eyes that if they hadn’t reached the destination he might 
have vomited.
  The lighthouse seemed old and musty. They all looked quite worried 
at first but when they went inside it was quite luxurious. When they went 
to their rooms, they loved them. They got to pick their rooms too but there 
were only four bedrooms because they assumed the twins would share. 
So, the real person loser was the one who had the bedroom next to the 
twins, which was Louis. Louis may be kind, but his luck is bad. 
  “So much for luck of the Irish,” he muttered to himself. 
  That night, the twins kept on arguing and arguing and arguing until 
it stopped suddenly, which concerned Louis. He knocked on the door 
to figure out it was open and then he walked into the room. He saw 
Mathew hovering above the gound, chanting some ancient language. His 
eyes were as black as night and Oscar was curled up in a ball muttering, 
“Don’t cry, don’t cry, don’t cry, don’t cry.” Then Mathew stopped muttering 
the ancient language and said, “Greetings I am Charles Brennan, former 
lighthouse keeper. I am now going to possess you all and turn you into my 
slaves … so who’s first?”
  Oscar and Louis screamed. It woke everybody. Bart and Jeremy 
checked what was wrong. Then Mathew came hovering with eyes as black 
as night and they understood what was happening.
  They all screamed and ran down the stairs. Charles Brennan called 
out, “It would be much easier to possess you if you stayed still!” They ran 
down to the bottom to where all the books were stored. They found a book 
about Charles. It said light was his weakness. 
  So, they used the light from the lighthouse to destroy him and 
everybody was safe, for now…
                                                                 

Ciaran Ahern
Co Kildare

THE DOLPHIN LIGHTHOUSE

The sea breeze whipped at my numb hands as I opened the trapdoor into 
the secret tunnel outside Dolphin Lighthouse. You are probably wondering 
how I got here. Well, you see, we moved here a few days ago and one day 
I was looking around the spare room when I saw a chest. It looked like an 
old treasure chest, but inside there were letters. I picked up the first one 
and began to read:

Dear Maggie,
 I’m sorry to say that I will not be able to return to you this summer. You 
see, Elizabeth has captured Oisín and Fionn, so I must go to England to 
get them back. 
 Even then, I may have to do something for her in return.
    Lots of love,
    Grainne (Mammy)

I looked through the letters, and at the bottom of the chest there was a 
map, but not just any map. This was a treasure map. At the top of the map 
someone had written “Maggie.” It had a big red “X” beside what looked 
like a lighthouse.
  Does that mean treasure is buried beside the lighthouse? I thought. I 
rushed down the long spiral stairs and out the door, I can’t believe I never 
saw this before!
  Right in front of me there was an old, oak trapdoor. I lifted up the 
latch and that is how I found myself opening the trapdoor into the secret 
tunnel, which probably led to the treasure. I walked down the staircase 
and I almost fainted at the sight I saw. It was nothing like the treasures in 
the stories. Instead of just a small chest with coins, it was a huge pile of 
emeralds and diamonds.
  “How on Earth am I going to carry all this back to Dolphin Lighthouse?” 
I wondered.
  Suddenly a thought struck me. What if I don’t carry it back? What if 
I keep all this a secret? It could be my own little hideout. I never thought 
I would ever tell myself something like that but I still think that maybe I 
should just keep it a secret.
  The next day, I was watching the news with my mum, when the news 
presenter started talking about someone who had died.
  “It’s a sad day for some after the tragic death of 100-year-old Sarah 
O’Malley,” said the news presenter.
  Sarah was the great, great-great-great- great granddaughter of 
Grainuaille, otherwise known as Grace O’Malley.

Hannah Smyth
Co Dublin



 100 | STORYKEEPERS VOLUME IV AGE TEN | 101 

LOST AT SEA

Introduction 
This is a story about twins Ellie and Daisy, 
who live in a lighthouse with their father. But 
when Father went out at sea – well, you’ll 
find out soon enough. So on to the story.
  Mother and Ellie were sitting at the 
table in the kitchen, Daisy was sick so she 
was having her dinner in bed. Suddenly Ellie 
dashed up to Daisy’s room, she panted for a 
few minutes before she could speak.
  “Daisy!”
  “What’s wrong?” 
  “We’re going to Father’s house!” 
  “If we’re going to Father’s house, that 
means we’re going to see his lighthouse, 
doesn’t it Ellie?”
  “I think it does,” said Ellie.
  “When are we leaving, Mother?” asked 
Daisy.
  “Tomorrow morning.”
  “Better be getting to bed, see you in 
the morning,” said Daisy.
  “Wake up, wake up, wake up Ellie!” 
said Daisy. “Today’s the day!”
  So they sailed over the sea and made 
their way into Ireland. What was there to 
greet them -  the lighthouse! 
  But it didn’t have the light on. 
  “Ellie, I think Father might have gone 
to look for us, since we’re a bit late,” said 
Daisy.
  “I think you’re right, Daisy,” said Ellie.
  As they made their way into the 
lighthouse, they realised that they were 
right. Father had gone out to look for them. 
  And they knew that they were right 
because he had thrown a note in a bottle of 
his ship which read:

  To Ellie and Daisy, 
    You are probably wondering why I 
have left already, well you are a bit late, so 
I started to get a little bit worried. I waited 
for you a long time. But then I started to 
get really worried, so I got into a boat and 
started sailing on and on and on. I sailed a 

bit too far and before I knew it, I was in the 
square waves of the Isle of Rhé in France. I 
don’t know what to do, but please get some 
help! 
    From your own loving father 

  “We have to do something!” said Daisy.
  “Yeah!” said Ellie. 
  “But nobody’s around to help us,” said 
Daisy. 
  “We’re going to help ourselves, said 
Ellie.
  “What do you mean?” asked Daisy. 
  But Ellie had got her on a boat before 
she answered. 
  “What are we doing?” asked Daisy.
   But before she let her twin answer, 
Daisy already had gotten of the boat. But 
Ellie got her back on and they started to sail 
across the world.
  They got to Isle of Rhé and Daisy 
screamed, “STOP!” 
  Just before they went into the square 
waves. Ellie was a smart person, so she had 
brought a strong rope. She called out to her 
father, “Father, grab the rope!” 
  So Father grabbed the rope when Ellie 
threw it. Then Ellie turned the boat around 
and sailed all the way home. 
  When they got home father hugged the 
twins and said, “Thank you for saving me, 
but I asked to get help?”
  “You did,” said Daisy. 
  “We’re the help!” said Ellie.
  They all had a great summer together.

THE LIGHTHOUSE

Low, then high – then left, then right
I saw the light in that pattern
Giant boats and tiny boats, they can all see 
that light
However, though, they can’t come too close
The light shines day and night
Ha, ha the children play in the brightly lit up 
bay
Oh the laughter, oh the joy
Underwater, people swim
So night comes
Everyone to bed but the lighthouse keeper 
never sleeps for he has to mind the light

Olivier Obrzud
Co Dublin

THE GHOST IN THE LIGHTHOUSE       

The waves gently splashed on the Australian 
shoreline on the 19th of August 1924.  
Peter, Olivia and Séan were looking at the 
lighthouse. It hadn’t been used in years, 

not since the new harbour had been built in 
Perth.
  Their parents had told them not to go 
in there because it was too dangerous, but 
they still went there anyway. The inside was 
dark, but for the eerie glow of an old oil lamp. 
It was musty and cold. 
  Every time they went there Séan would 
say, “I don’t want to go in there today.” 
  Peter would respond, “If you don’t 
want to come that’s fine, but Olivia and I are 
going.” Séan always followed.
  One day they were in the lighthouse, 
when the oil lamp went out. Peter shouted, 
“Get to the door!” But it was too late, big 
boards of wood had landed in front of the 
door. Olivia, who was the fastest, reached 
the door first. 
  “The door is jammed shut and it will be 
hours until somebody notices we’re miss...” 
She never got to finish that sentence 
because she looked over her shoulder and 
then fainted. There, standing in the doorway, 
was a ghost. 
  Peter tried to think quickly. It wasn’t 
a boy who had snuck in, because the door 
was always locked. It wasn’t a hologram, 
they didn’t exist. Did they? No they didn’t...  
  “Do you know who I am?” said the 
ghost, interrupting his thoughts. 
  Séan replied, “Yeah, you’re the ghost 
who’s been trashing the pl...” 
  “Shut up, Séan,” said Peter. It was too 
late, the ghost had started trashing the place 
again. 
  “Quick, let’s try to open the door while 
he’s busy,” said Peter. 
  “What about Olivia?” said Séan. “We’ll 
come back for her after we’ve cleared the 
planks,” replied Peter. Then all of a sudden 
it went quiet.
  The ghost grabbed Peter by the leg and 
dragged him off. Peter tried to kick him off, 
but it was impossible. Séan tried to follow, 
but the ghost was too fast for him. He was 

Lucy Deegan
Co Dublin

just about to turn around when he heard a 
clink. He took a match out of his pocket and 
struck it against the wall. 
  It spluttered into life and there, on the 
ground, was a weird looking slingshot. It was 
the same as a normal slingshot, except it 
had lightning bolts instead of rubber bands. 
Seán picked it up and underneath there were 
marbles. He ran upstairs, where the ghost 
was waiting for him. With trembling hands, 
Seán loaded the slingshot and pulled it back 
as far as he could. He hit the ghost directly 
on its temple! It fell back and a pile of rubble 
fell on top of it. 
  Séan got Peter, who had somehow 
fallen asleep. They went downstairs and 
found Olivia clearing the last of the wooden 
planks. 
  “You know what? I don’t think we’ll ever 
come back here,” said Peter. And they never 
did.   

Joseph Melligan
Co Westmeath
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THE TUNNELS OF THE TOWER

1st May 1941
I watched. It was a boat of some kind. It slid through the murky water. 

  “What is that thing?” my friend Allie asked.
  “It’s a boat - I’m sure of it!” I replied.
  “But if it’s a boat, why is it underwater?” asked George.
  “I’m not sure maybe it’s just a weird type of boat,” I said.
  “What about the lighthouse light - that will guide them to our shores!” Allie whispered.
  I jumped up. “We need to stop them!” I shouted.
  I looked ahead. How was I going to do this? I thought. We don’t have a boat and Allie can’t swim!
  “How are we meant to do that, might I ask?” George glared at Allie.
  “I’m not sure? Maybe we can borrow a boat?” I grimaced. I thought to myself,  I don’t think that will work 
- if that thing is an U-boat then we can’t even use a boat!
  “Samantha! You know that won’t work - you don’t know anything about boats or motors!” George 
laughed.
  I thought, Wow, George, just w-o-w. I know lots of stuff, thank you very much. “Yeah I don’t,” I replied 
sarcastically. 
  “That’s true!”
  “GEORGE, SAMANTHA! STOP FIGHTING! WE NEED TO HURRY!” Allie shouted.
  “Okay, okay, Allie,” George moaned. 
  “C’mon!” I propelled my legs forward - breaking out into a run. I came to an abrupt stop. I glanced up at 
the building that lay in front of me. It was made of greyish bricks. 
  The Martello tower! I thought. What was that old story I’d heard? I tried the gate to the tower. I gave it a 
shake. A small clanking noise emerged from the hinges and it swung open.
  “Look! The Martello tower is open!” I yelled.
  “It is!” George jumped in the gateway.
  “HEY! Wait up!” Allie yelled.
  I jumped in. There was a small narrow staircase leading downwards. I ran down the stairs. There was a 
tunnel.
  “What the-?” George whispered.
  “It’s a tunnel!” Allie gasped.
  “Good work, detective.” I rolled my eyes.
  It was lit by gloomy gas lamps. They casted a reddish shadow around the tunnel. We ran - faster than the 
wind - until Allie shouted, “Guys, there is a hole!”
  We all looked and not there was a gaping hole. It had small ledges around it.
  “Well, here goes nothing!” George leaped from ledge to ledge.
  We followed him, much more slowly. We continued to run. At the end of the tunnel there was a staircase. 
We walked up it. I was panting. Allie was whining, and George was drooping. We emerged into a big cylinder. 
There was another set of stairs.  Our energy had been restored, so we sprinted up the stairs as fast as we 
could. At the top there was a bright gleaming gas lamp!
  “WE ARE IN THE LIGHTHOUSE!” I shouted.
  “We are.  WE ARE!” Allie shouted in amazement.
  “Well then, let’s turn off the light so that U-boat can’t reach the shore!” George said.
  I pulled the lever down and the light flickered off. We had saved our town!

Jane Ryan
Co Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time, there was a family of seals. There was a daddy seal, a baby seal 
and a mommy seal. 
  This family of seals lived on a very small island, about 15 metres wide. On that 
island was a lighthouse. Every night at 7pm,  the baby seal would go to the ocean 
and play with his friends. Sometimes, he would go a bit too far. 
  Every night at 10pm, the lighthouse keeper (who was a bear named Mr Bear)  
would go to the lighthouse and turn the light on and at 10am he would turn it off. 
  When the baby seal got tired, he went home to his parents, and when he went 
too far, he always knew his way home when he saw the lighthouse’s light shining. 
  One day, when the baby seal went too far, the lighthouse keeper did not come, 
and the lighthouse’s shining light did not turn on, so the baby seal did not come 
back. 
  The mom and dad seal panicked. They rushed to the lighthouse door and 
knocked. The lighthouse keeper opened the door. 
  “Hello, Mr and Mrs Seal. How can I help you?” said Mr. Bear, the lighthouse 
keeper. 
  “Why is the the lighthouse’s shining light not on? It’s 10pm!” the baby seal’s 
parents said at the same time. 
  “Ah, yes, that...” replied Mr Bear. “Well, you see, the lighthouse’s shining light 
is powered by the shining sea cucumber. This cucumber has been keeping the 
lighthouse’s light powered for hundreds of years. But now it has expired! And the 
lighthouse can’t produce light without the shining cucumber.” Mr Bear showed them 
th yellow cucumber he was holding. 
  “How can we help to get a new one?” asked Mrs Seal. 
  “In the Field of Shining Cucumbers, there are millions of shining cucumbers. 
But it is very far away,“ said Mr. Bear. 
  “We’ll do anything to get this cucumber!”  Mr and Mrs Seal shouted together. 
And so they went for the search for the  Field of Shining Cucumbers. They looked 
in every ocean, reef and sea in the world to find their beloved baby. When they were 
ready to give up, they came to the last reef, named The Reef of  Shining Cucumbers. 
  They hoped this would be the right place. There was a small hole inside the reef, 
and they went inside the hole. Inside they found the Field of Shining Cucumbers! 

They were so happy, spinning around in circles. They took five cucumbers so they 
would never run out. 

  When they returned home, Mr Bear put one of the five cucumbers they 
had collected that were two inches tall, shining gold. When Mr Bear put 

the sea cucumber in the lighthouse’s giant light bulb, the lighthouse’s 
shining light shone like never before. 

  Shortly after, the baby seal returned. He said that Wilma 
the Octopus had taken care of him so he was fine but he had 

really missed his parents. He promised he would never go 
too far again.    

Luka Vukoja
Co Dublin
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LOOP HEAD LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time there was a girl named Eileen.
  Eileen had fiery red hair and ivy green eyes. She lived in Loop Head Lighthouse. Her 
father ran the lighthouse and her mother was a baker. 
  Eileen’s mother baked the most delicious cakes and buns the village had ever tasted. 
She and Eileen’s grandmother ran the village bakery together. 
  Eileen shone in her lessons. She was exceptionally good at English. She loved writing 
stories and learning new words. At lunchtime Eileen would sit with her friends and eat lunch 
while talking. 
  You see, Eileen was part of a club called the Secret Six. The members were Joseph, 
Seán, Kevin, Róisín, Katherine and Eileen. The gang would talk about sports or books or 
their weekends but often the teachers would try to get them to run around and play. The 
gang didn’t mind this but sometimes they just wanted to talk. 
  On the 25th of May, Eileen woke with a start. It was her birthday. Eileen always loved 
her birthday. As always, Eileen was excited but today, she was ecstatic. Today she was 
turning 10! Her parent burst in at 8:00am and gave Eileen her present. It was a new book. 
  And not just any book, it was the new Secret Seven book by Enid Blyton. Eileen had 
no school today, so she went up to the lighthouse to read. As she was reading, she noticed 
there was a key on her father’s stool. The key had a note tied to it. The note read: 

  To our darling Eileen,
  We know you love to experience new things. We hope our surprise helps you to see 
the world from a better angle.
   Lots of love, Mum and Dad xoxo

P.S. Follow the arrows and bring the key.  

Eileen looked around. She couldn’t see any arrows but then she looked down and found 
she was standing on one. She followed the arrows outside to the balcony around the 
lighthouse and up the little ladder to the roof. 
  There were no more arrows up here and nowhere else to go, when Eileen noticed the 
outline of a door in the dome below the top of the lighthouse. She put the key in the keyhole 
and the door opened. 
  When she stepped through the door, she saw a wonderful room. Inside there were 
blankets draped on the wall and floor. Comfy cushions were scattered along the edges 
of the room where the floor met the ceiling. There was a small cabinet that held a pot of 
strawberry jam and scones baked by her mother. Beside that, there was a bookshelf crafted 
by her father. 
  Eileen was about to go and thank her parents when she saw another door, so she 
unlocked it and stepped out onto a small balcony. She could see for miles, the land and sea. 
  “From a better angle,” she said to herself. She finally understood the note. Eileen 
could only think of one thing. The new headquarters of The Secret Six.

Elaine Williams
Co Galway

THE HAUNTED LIGHTHOUSE

The haunted lighthouse is a myth about when three 
people went on vacation to a place called BONK! 
Lighthouse, on the headland of Wicklow. It is a 
dangerous place for ships to be in the fog, because of 
the rocks in the sea. Many sailors have lost their lives 
in watery graves, due to the treacherous storms.

Chapter One
Scout, Heavy and Spy arrived full of excitement for 
their holiday. The arrived at noon, unpacked their bags 
and decided to explore. The found a SKELETON in a 
cave on the beach below the lighthouse! They were 
shocked and a little spooked. They wondered if it was 
one of the sailors from sunken ships. They decided to 
head back to the tower to sleep.
  At 3a.m. Scout woke up. He saw fog and heard 
the sound of the foghorn. He needed something to 
drink (not beer) so he went up to the kitchen, and 
what he saw…WAS A DEMON, IN THE FRIDGE, 
LOOKING FOR BEANS!
  Scout squealed like a little 
baby. Spy and Heavy heard him 
and ran over to see why Scout 
was screaming. 
“THERE WAS A DEMON, 
GUYS! I’M NOT LYING!” said 
Scout.   
  “I assure you, you would 
not have been taken because 
of the scream you did,” said 
Spy.
  The turned on all the lights 
and looked around for about 
half an hour. 
  “I think we should call the 
Ghost Squad. Who’s with me?” 
said Heavy.
  “I AM!!” said all of the 
team.

Chapter Two
A little while later, they heard 
knocking on the door. They 
then heard somebody say, 
“GHOST SQUAD! We are here 
to help!”

  “Thank God,” said Scout. 
  “Hi, who are you?” asked Roy, one of the Ghost 
Squad.
  “My name is Scout. This way!” 
  So they all ran upstairs to search for the ghost. 
A couple of minutes later, a noise was heard from the 
kitchen. The Ghost Squad ran to see what the sound 
was…A GHOST!
The Ghost Squad took out their proton packs and 
traps to catch the ghost.
  “YES!” said Scout.
  “WE DID IT!” said Spy.
  “WOOHOO!” said Heavy.
  They said goodbye to the Ghost Squad and 
spent the next few days ghost-free in the lighthouse.

Max Leon
Co Dublin
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THE LEGEND OF THE LIGHTHOUSE
 
Hello.
  My name is Hestia and I live above a sweet shop on Gaofar Island, off the coast of 
Ireland.  I am a twelve years old twin. My twin sister, Diana, and I are home-schooled by 
our nineteen-year old brother, Chris. Gaofar Island has two towns, separated by a river with 
just one old, grey bridge.                                                                      
  On the right side of the river there is Alainn. On the left side is Uafasach.  Alainn has 
a posh day school just outside the town. The town itself is filled with large houses, fancy 
shops and expensive cafes like La Nourriture des Dieux. Uasfasach is a cobbled town with 
hut-like houses and broken-down shops. Guess which side I live on!
  The only thing that is taller than four metres in Uasfasach is the abandoned lighthouse. 
There’s a legend about that lighthouse. In around 1850, a lighthouse keeper went up to 
light the lighthouse fire but after he went in, he was never seen again. 
  One day, Diana dared me to go into the lighthouse at midnight with only a candle for 
light.
  “Scaredy cat!”
  “Am not!”
  “Are so!”
  “Fine! I’ll do the stupid dare!” I growled. 
  Diana grinned smugly. I know what you’re saying: it was idiotic to accept the dare, but 
I’d like to see you turn down a dare from a sibling. 
  That night, when I got into bed, I had my clothes on. Once I heard Dad snoring, Diana 
gave me a thumbs up. I got out of bed and grabbed my battered backpack. I put in my 
torch (Diana scowled), a hair pin, a candle, a box of matches and a bag of our homemade 
sweets in. 
  I crept downstairs, went down into the shop and crept out the door. I snuck through 
town. I ran over to the lighthouse and tried the door.  It wasn’t locked. I yanked it open and 
took the candle and matchbox out of my bag. I lit a flame and held the candle up ahead of 
me. I walked up the stairs in front of me. 
  At the top there was a door. I pulled at it and it opened easily. Of course the legend 
wasn’t real! I held my candle up to the window so that Diana could see I was there. I turned 
around and tried the door. It wouldn’t budge. 
  Then I heard giggling behind the door. 
  “Diana!” I roared. “Open the door!” 
  More giggling. 
  I opened my pack and took out the hairpin. I slid it into the lock and began twisting it 
around. Finally, with a satisfying click, the door sprang open. Diana gave me a weak smile. 
  “We are going to talk. Oh, yes we are going to talk,” I growled. 
  Together we headed home. 

 
Sarah McCormick

Co Dublin

MY HOLIDAY

“Eve,” called Mum as she bustled around getting ready, “Eve! We’re going to be late!” 
  Today was the day. They were sailing to England. They had rented a boat.
  “Coming, Mum!” squeaked Eve. After checking - and double checking - they had 
everything, they finally set off towards the harbour. 
  It was a very long journey. But it was worth the wait. Before them stood the most 
magnificent boat Eve had ever seen (the only boat she had ever seen). 
  Eve climbed down the steps and into the cabin. An amazing sight met her eyes. Inside, if 
it was possible, was even more impressive than the outside. There were two bedrooms either 
side of the steps. Ahead to her right was a small kitchen. To her left, a tiny bathroom. As she 
walked ahead she sat down at the wooden table, taking it all in. Eve was going to have the 
best time of her life. Or so she thought.         
  After all the luggage had been carried onto the boat and Dad had figured how to work 
the engine, they set off. 
  “All going well, it will take about five hours to get there,” said Dad. At about 12.30, they 
all settled down to have lunch. 
  They sat in silence, admiring the view, then Dad said, “Right, when we pass that red buoy 
it will be about two hours until we get there. I advise you to go down into the cabin and get 
some rest as this last bit of sailing is not going to be easy.” When she finished lunch, Eve went 
down into the cabin and started reading. 
  Eve must have dozed off because the next thing she knew, she was woken by a deafening 
clap of thunder. 
  “Mum! What was that?” she cried. The boat was rocking dangerously. 
  “Come up here, Eve!” called back Mum. Eve could barely hear her as she staggered up 
the stairs. The thunder was even louder up on deck. Suddenly a bolt of lightning hit the mast. 
The boat capsized. Eve felt cold water wash over her. There was no point battling against 
the waves as she felt herself being tossed to and fro. Her eyes closed. This is the end, she 
thought.
  Eve felt warmth wash over her. Is this heaven? she thought. She opened her eyes. A tall 
man was standing over her. 
  “You recovered,” he said. He had a deep voice. 
  “Where are my parents? Where am I?” asked Eve bravely. 
  “Over there,” he said. “They have been very worried about you, but you are now safe in 
my lighthouse.” 
  “Eve!” Eve looked around. It was Mum. Dad was not far behind. 
  “How are you?” he asked anxiously. 
  “I’m fine,”  replied Eve. 
  Dad started telling Eve about how “this kind gentleman” had rescued them. And how she 
had been unconscious for over an hour.    
  It had been one week since their so-called “holiday” and Eve was back to full health, but 
never wanted to go on another holiday again.

Grace Dolan
Co Dublin
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ADVENTURE IN VELIRAT

The miraculous day had come at last. After 
so much waiting, it was going to happen! 
Sarah and Jack Dorson were the happiest 
children in the whole of Ireland.
  Today Jack, Sarah and their mam and 
dad were going to Velirat in Croatia. When 
they arrived in their flying car to the airport, 
they were hit by a wave of heat. The car told 
them it was 30 °C.
So, before they got out, they put on their sun 
cream to protect their skin. They’d be doing 
that a lot on this trip, or so they thought!
  When they arrived at the house, they 
unpacked their bags and checked out the 
house. It was amazing! It had four marvellous 
floors, not including the huge basement.
  As well as the mighty house, there was 
a dark spooky forest around it. On one side 
of the forest was a lighthouse and on the 
other side was the cool village.
  Before they all went to bed, they 
looked at the quaint and colourful village 
of Velirat. The village was right beside the 
sea. Across the deep inlet of the sea was 
another rival village. The two villages were 
always competing to see which one could 
get the most tourists. Then they went to the 
other side of the dark and spooky forest to 
see the lighthouse but when they got there, 
it was gone!
  Mysterious…
  They looked all around the forest but 
couldn’t find the huge lighthouse. This was 
mysterious. They went to the village and 
asked about the lighthouse. The people in 
the village said, “It vanishes every second 
day.” They also said that every night it 
vanishes there are reports of robberies all 
over the world from Brazil to Russia.
  The Dorson children didn’t like this, so 
the next night, they got up at one o’clock in 
the morning and went over to the lighthouse. 
This time it was there.
  They crept through the darkness up to 
the door and waited for someone to emerge. 
After about five hours, a huge man with crazy 

THE SHADOW WITHIN

I closed my eyes and waited for the 
punishment, but it never came. And when 
I thought it was safe I opened my eyes. I 
looked around for it, but it was nowhere to 
be seen.
  I’m sure you’re wondering about where 
I am and what punishment I was going to 
get, so I will rewind…
  I woke up suddenly as Mum opened 
the curtains to let light in. 
  “Wake up, Jamie,” she said in her calm, 
sleepy voice. So I got up (eventually) and 
helped myself to a bowl of Cheerios. It was 
the start of summer. My brother, sister, mum 
and dad and I were getting ready to go the 
seaside for two weeks and were staying at a 
cottage called Starnem.
After breakfast I helped my dad pack and 
went to pack myself. We were off, and after 
three long hours we arrived.

hair, opened the door. The enormous man 
ran silently through the forest to Velirat. The 
children crept along behind him nearly losing 
him twice but managing to keep him in sight.
When he got to Velirat, the huge man with 
a dirty and ripped t-shirt and jeans started 
kicking down one of the doors at random.
  The Dorson children saw what he was 
doing, ran to the closest house and rang the 
doorbell. It was answered immediately by a 
strong-looking woman. They whispered the 
story to the unbelievably strong woman. They 
did the same to five more houses building 
themselves an army of thirteen people.
  When everyone was ready, they 
charged into the house and proceeded to 
beat the thief black and blue. They then 
called the Croatian police.
  When Sarah and Jack arrived back at 
the enormous house, they pretended to be 
asleep, so their oblivious parents wouldn’t 
notice their absence.

Seán de Búrca
Co Dublin

  The tide was in and there weren’t many 
people about. Beside the beach was a tall, 
battered lighthouse and my sister swore she 
saw a shadow of a man at the window. 
  “Now don’t be silly, Caitlin,” said Dad. 
“No one has been in that lighthouse for 
years!”
  When we went into the cottage I got 
the feeling that this house belonged to old 
people. We had our lunch after we unpacked 
and then I told my mum that I was going 
to explore the town. I ran down the steps 
and onto the beach. After a few minutes 
the beach got a bit boring. I looked around 
and from the corner of my eye I saw the 
lighthouse and ran towards it.
  The door was hard to open, but I 
managed. I stepped inside to find a hallway 
and stairs. I wondered should I go up the 
stairs or along the hallway? After what 
seemed like hours I chose to go up the stairs. 
When I got halfway up, I suddenly heard a 
THUMP coming from up the stairs. Just as I 
was about to open the door where the noise 
was coming from I heard, in the distance, my 
dad calling for me, “If you don’t come back 
now there won’t be any dinner for you!”
  I love dinner and today was barbecue 
day, so I would have to find out about the 
noise later.
  When I caught up with Dad he told me 
never to go into that lighthouse again. So I 
came up with a plan. *
  It was a long night, but at midnight I 
snuck out of the house. I ran and ran and 
thankfully the sand was nice and soft when 
I reached it. I knocked into something hard, 
which must have been the lighthouse door. 
I went inside and sensed someone near. 
Then, out of the shadows jumped a strange 
looking creature. It looked like a man, but it 
was a shadow. 
“AAAGGGHH!” it screeched.
  And this is where we got to. I waited for 
it to kill me but it… was… gone.

Jamie McCorry
Co Antrim
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THE STORY LIGHTHOUSE

It was the same everyday for Charlie Woods.
  He would have his tea with bread and jam at around six o’clock and 
check on the lighthouses light, etc.
  At 9.30 the children would arrive: Molly, Jack, Tom, Rita and off 
course little Sam.
  They would knock on the door with a chorus of “Morning, Mr. 
Woods!” and “Can we come inside?”
  The children’s mothers would stand behind them and smile at 
Charlie. They’d say, “Good morning dear” and “How are you?”
  He would answer with the same, “Good, thank you, ladies” then he 
would step aside and let the children rush giggling past him.
  Charlie would then follow them up the stairs, pausing to straighten 
the picture of his daughter Amelia who had died at sea years ago and his 
wife Penny who -  they say -  died of a broken heart (but of course he 
didn’t believe in that stuff).
  The children would sit on a blanket in a dark room, lit only by a 
dim lamp. He would sit in an old rocking chair in the corner as usual, he 
would then tell the children stories they could be about fairies that live in 
a magic forest or the day he fell of his boat. The children would roar with 
laughter at some stories or scream loudly before collapsing into a heap of 
giggles at others. Either way the old man loved seeing the children smile.
  The old man loved telling the children stories. 
They would be sent home full of giggles. The children kept away any 
sadness or loneliness that the old man may have.
  Years later, Charlie died of old age. At his funeral, the whole village 
was there, including children from the past who were now all grown up. 
They also went to his grave where he lay beside Amelia and Penny. Then 
they placed flowers on the grave of the man who changed people’s lives.

Juliet Bell
Co Dublin

DOG OF THE SEA

A gruff old man walked out of his blue and white lighthouse. He heard 
yapping through the sound of the waves. He looked out and saw a crate 
lying on the rocks. Inside there was a yapping puppy. He guessed it was an 
Irish setter and hiding behind it was a sleeping calico kitten. How they got 
there, he would never know. The old man decided to take them in. 
  The lighthouse was on a remote rocky island. There were two other 
dogs - Bella, a young golden retriever and Rusty, an old red Irish setter. 
  The puppy loved accompanying his master on their rare boat trips to the 
mainland to collect supplies and on those sunlit evenings when they would 
head out in the small boat for some fishing. It was lovely to get away from 
the barren rocks which housed the old lighthouse.  The kitten loved sleeping. 
Her favourite spot was the windowsill high up on the lighthouse, far away 
from the waves crashing below. 
  Eire woke up early. Time to wake up Koi! she thought. She smelled Koi. 
Where was that cat? She heard purring. She followed the sound. Koi was 
sleeping on the windowsill. 
  She started barking. “TSUNAMI! IT’S VERY WET!” Koi woke up 
straight away and yowled, “WHERE?”
“Kidding!” explained Eire. Koi was not impressed. And it could have happened, 
the sea was getting rougher. Rusty, the old red Irish setter, he was a middle-
aged dog when her master found her.
  Eire heard master calling. Was she going on a boat trip?! She hoped so, 
she brought back the nets, and got a fish of her choice. 
  She got onto the rowboat, she waited for master and pushed the boat 
out. Master started fishing when they passed the buoy. Eire saw some huge 
snake creature came out of the water and swallowed a ship!
  She yelped to her master. His were eyes glazed with fear. Eire jumped 
into the water with the spear gun. She then gave it to her master. He had to 
kill it if they wanted peace!
  She pulled the boat, tasting salt in her mouth and blood roaring in 
her ears, she sensed the monster would jump up, to avoid she needed to 
swerve, the monster was blind from sea salt, it sensed ripples to detect prey. 
She barked at master to be ready.
  The monster jumped inches from the boat. Master shot it and she 
realised that this creature smelled weird, like when she smelt a fish that 
master said was from near the Bermuda Triangle, but this smelt stronger! 
This creature came from there, the sea was full of mystery. Adventure 
awaits! she thought, she could not wait to tell Salty and Koi. They would be 
jealous, but glad. 
  It was dangerous. Could she do it again? Yes! she told herself.  She 
climbed onto the boat and went to sleep. She woke in the lighthouse and 
went to tell Koi and Salty.

Freya Doyle
Co Kerry
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AGE ELEVEN DETECTIVES IN DONEGAL

Stacey hurriedly walked through the station 
and out to flag down her car.  The car stopped 
and she got in and gave a sigh of relief.  
  “Did you get it?” enquired the driver.  
  Stacey grinned, “Yes…it looked like a 
book or a notebook.”
  They drove on.  “Where shall I leave 
you?” asked the driver.  
  “Just outside HQ, David,” replied 
Stacey.  David nodded and drove to HQ.
  When they arrived, Stacey said a quick 
“thank you” to the driver and walked inside.  
  Once in HQ, Stacey told the secretary 
she wanted to see the Chief.  The secretary 
pointed her to a door as if she hadn’t been 
here at least once a week for the past three 
years.
  Stacey walked into the Chief’s office.  
“Ah, Stacey! What do you have for me 
today?”  asked the Chief, eagerly rubbing 
her hands together.  
  Stacy placed the shoe box on her desk 
and explained what had happened at the 
station.  The chief nodded and grinned all 
through the story, then opened the box. 

  “Oh, these look like important code 
books.  Sam! Send these to the Navy 
immediately!” The secretary walked in and 
took the books.
  When he was gone, the Chief looked 
hard at Stacey.  “Stacey, how would you 
feel about a proper case, not just collecting 
documents?  For example, a disappearance?”  
  A grin spread across the Chief’s face.  
  “A-a-are you serious?” stuttered 
Stacey.  
  The Chief nodded.  “You wouldn’t be 
alone.  You would have Angelina, David and 
Michael with you.”  
  Stacey gave a smile. Having her friends 
with her would make it so much easier.
  The Chief pushed a file of paper towards 
her.  Stacey opened it and started to read.  
  “A member recently disappeared while 
on holidays at a lighthouse in Donegal.  You 
will follow in his footsteps and investigate,” 
said the Chief.  Stacey nodded, slightly 
dazed.  
  She left the room and went to find 
Angelica.  She had a lot to tell her friend.

Hazel Dunleavy
Co Dublin

THE HOOK HEAD MYSTERY

12th December 1984
Dear Diary, 
     
It has been such an eventful weekend! 
  Mum and Dad went to a ballroom dancing competition. I had to go stay 
with my Uncle Steve, Aunt Tricia and my cousins Jack and Molly. I protested, 
but parents being parents, they didn’t listen. They never do! 
  You’re probably thinking it can’t be that bad. But it was! First of all, they 
live in a lighthouse with no heating! Secondly, it is called Hook Head! What 
type of a name is that?  
  Mum told me to go and pack, so I brought a few essentials: a torch, my 
painted rock collection, some clothes and a bar of chocolate, just in case I 
decided to run away. I really didn’t know what I was going to do there for a 
weekend, as they don’t even have a TV!
  So, on Saturday morning, I found myself sitting in their tiny cold kitchen, 
eating toast and drinking orange juice. When we had finished our breakfast, we 
played board games and then we played hide and seek inside the lighthouse. 
I couldn’t find a hiding place, but I found a locked room!
  Later, after tea, I got into my pyjamas and read one of Jack’s books.  It 
wasn’t the most interesting, but I had nothing else to do! Around half an hour 
later Uncle Steve called me downstairs. He gave me a glass of milk and a 
cheese flavoured cookie. 
  I couldn’t find Jack and Molly anywhere but when I got back to the 
bedroom, they were fast asleep in their beds.  I looked at Molly’s alarm clock 
and it was only 7.30pm. It was very strange, but I just got in bed too.
  I woke up at 9.02pm and Molly and Jack were not in their beds. I went 
to look in the kitchen and I also checked the bathroom. They weren’t there. I 
went upstairs to the top floor of the lighthouse. I realised later that was a bad 
idea.  
  I went into the light room to see if they were in there. But they weren’t 
there so I went outside to the viewing platform. Just then, a big gust of wind 
blew me off the side of the lighthouse! 
  I was hanging there, terrified, when I realised that I was right outside of 
the locked room. I looked in the little window and saw everybody sitting in the 
room watching TV! 
  I started banging on the window so they could help me, but they couldn’t 
hear me over the TV. I don’t know how long I was there, but it felt like years! 
Finally, Molly saw me. She fell off her chair with the shock. They opened the 
window and I climbed in. I couldn’t feel my legs. I was so cold and scared.  
  Aunt Tricia got me cocoa and a bar of chocolate and we all watched TV. 
I never did find out why they kept the TV room locked!!

Abigail Delaney
Co Dublin
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WHEN THE STORM STRIKES

The Journey
  “So Mum, why do we have to go to this silly old 
lighthouse?” moaned Evelyn. 
  It was late and she’d been stuck in the car for 
hours.
  “Well, Rathlin Island should make a nice change 
from Dublin,” said Mum.                   
  “Did you know Marconi, the radio inventor, visited 
there and he haunts the lighthouse?” asked Winnie 
excitedly.
  On the ferry everyone played cards while Evelyn 
stared out to sea, thinking about what it would be like 
at the lighthouse.                                   
  “We’re here!” shouted Dad. “This is it, Altacarry 
Lighthouse.” 
  Tall, round and white, it looked how just how 
Evelyn imagined.
  “Kids, you should get some sleep, it’s been a 
long journey,” said Mum.
  The next thing Evelyn knew she was tucked 
up in a bed in a small round room at the top of the 
lighthouse.

Marconi
  Evelyn heard footsteps tip tapping up the spiral 
staircase. Lying in bed she felt scared and worried, so 
she snuggled further underneath the blankets.
  It was only Dad! He told her a bedtime story about 
Marconi and his radio messages of ships making it 
safely across the Atlantic. 
  “Evelyn, what did Dad say about Marconi?” asked 
Winnie. 

  “Breakfast time, kids,” interrupted Mum.
  Evelyn gobbled two fat and fluffy pancakes with 
strawberries and syrup. The sea air made her hungry.
  “Winnie, turn on the radio,” said Mum.
  Buzz. Buzz.
  Radio Jammed
  “Margaret, get the toolbox.  The radio’s 
jammed,” said Dad. 
  Finally, the buzzing stopped, it said a storm was 
coming that night.
  “Winnie, what did you want to tell me?” asked 
Evelyn suspiciously. 
  “Oh, me and Bobby are going to the bay to find 
the ghost of Marconi,” answered Winnie.
  “Well good luck with that,” giggled Evelyn, who 
didn’t believe in ghosts. 

The Bay
  “Wow, it’s so different from Dublin,” said Bobby, 
sounding amazed. 
  Just then there was a shiver of wind as they 
walked towards the shoreline where a path of shells 
led to the edge of the bay. They headed straight to a 
little church in the distance, and as they approached 
saw a small, shadowy figure lurking in the graveyard. 
Was this the ghost?
  “Evelyn!” screamed Bobby in surprise, the 
shadowy figure was Evelyn. “Wait! look at this grave!”
  Where the sun goes down to where the sea 
meets land and where the light shines is where you’ll 
find…
  “It’s a riddle,” said Evelyn excitedly, “we have to 
figure it out!”
  A few hours later Winnie realised they had 
been going in circles. They went to the church to 
see if they read it wrong, but the riddle wasn’t there. 
Instead it said:
  Go to the lighthouse and turn on the light, you 
will save the ship from the storm.
  That night as the wind rattled the windows 
Evelyn looked out to sea and saw a ship heading 
towards the rocks. She knew what she needed to 
do. 
  Evelyn ran to her dad and together they lit up 
the lighthouse. The ship was safe.

Alice McCloskey
Co Derry

                                                                  

THE VOICE OF THE LIGHTHOUSE

My name is Kira. I have a fear of lighthouses. Let me tell you why… 
  I was eleven. I was in an old rowing boat with a fisherman and my little sister, Rosie. 
We were on our way to visit our grandpa, whom we’d never met before. He was said to 
be mad. For Grandpa, home was a cottage beside a lighthouse on an island by himself.  
Rosie and I were going to be staying in a small spare room, with only a single bed to share. 
  The next evening, after we had put all our things away, curiosity crept upon us. 
So we went to the lighthouse. Without saying a thing, we crossed the weedy yard and 
opened the heavy door to the lighthouse. We started climbing the seemingly never-ending 
stairs and eventually reached the top. 
  When we were at the top it felt like something wasn’t right. Something was missing. 
Oh, of course! The lightbulb, What’s a lighthouse without a light? I thought to myself.
  From the cold, wet darkness came a whispering sound. “W-what was that?” stuttered 
Rosie. 
  “Noth……” 
  But I was cut short by a sinister voice saying, “Oh, look. Two little girls. How nice.” 
  Rosie squeezed my hand. I nearly yelped in pain, she squeezed so hard. “Who is 
that?!” I demanded. 
  “I am nothing, yet I am everything,” replied the voice. 
  “What do you want?!” shouted Rosie with a streak of bravery. 
  “Hhhhhhhmmmmmm…let me think. Oh, I remember, I want what is mine! I want the 
magical bulb of the lighthouse!” screeched the voice. 
  “Well, too bad. We don’t have it!” I said. 
  Still unable to see a thing, the voice seemed to move in Rosie’s direction and let out 
a sneering laugh. “Oh yes you do.” 
  I looked at Rosie. She looked at me and then spoke to the voice. “ I am the lightbulb! 
And I will never give in!”
  I didn’t know what to do. My quiet, shy little sister. A magical lightbulb!
  “WHAT?!” I shouted, feeling utterly bewildered. 
  “Well then, I suppose I’ll have to take the older one,” said the voice sneakily. 
  “NO!!” shouted Rosie. She looked at me wide-eyed and said, “I’m sorry, I hope you 
can forgive me.”  
  “What?! Forgive you for what?!” I shouted.  
  Rosie started to glow. Eventually I had to cover my eyes, she was that bright. Then 
the light was gone. Rosie was gone. 
  I started screaming. “WHERE IS SHE?! WHAT HAVE YOU DONE WITH HER?!” 
  But then I realised that the voice was gone too. 
  Rosie had sacrificed herself to save me and get rid of the voice. That was the worst 
day of my life.
  Now I hope you understand why I have a fear of lighthouses. I lost my sister because 
of a lighthouse.
  That was many years ago. But I still remember that day. And I always will.
  My name is Kira. I have a fear of lighthouses.
   Do you?

Molly Joan Steen
Co Antrim
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THE RED ISLAND LIGHTHOUSE

Once there were two siblings called Sarah 
and William. They lived on an island called 
Blackwater Island. They loved exploring an 
old lighthouse with all their friends from their 
class. Most of their friends lived on the other 
side of the Island. But sadly, Covid-19 came 
to Ireland and they couldn’t explore the 
lighthouse or see their friends. They were 
very sad about it. 
  One day when they were playing 
football, William kicked the ball over the 
hedge. 
  “Oh William! That was our new ball. 
How are we going to get it back?” asked 
Sarah. 
  William started to crawl under the 
hedge. 
  “Follow me, Sarah!” he shouted. 
  Sarah followed him under the hedge. 
But when they reached the other side, they 
realised they were crawling on a beach, 
which was strange because there were no 
beaches on Blackwater Island! 
  “Will? Where are we?” asked Sarah. 
  “This looks like the beach on Red Island 
- and look!” William pointed to a lighthouse 
not far from where they were now standing. 
“Only Blackwater and Red Island have the 
same lighthouses!” stated Will. 
  “Oh gosh,” cried Sarah, “that means… 
that means, we’ve travelled 100 kilometres 
in only a few seconds. Will! You know that’s 

impossible. Unless the stories are true?” 
  There was a long silent pause, with 
both children deep in thought. 
  “You mean the lighthouse?” started 
William? 
  “Will, bring us back to Blackwater, like 
Grandad said.”
  The children ran over to a rock to sit 
down and gather their thoughts. Moments 
turned into minutes, minutes turned into 
hours, and before long, the darkness rolled 
in. Suddenly, a beam of light came from the 
lighthouse above them. 
  “Just like in the stories,” said William. 
  They jumped to their feet and ran 
up a spiralling staircase to the top of the 
lighthouse. When they reached the top, they 
had to push open a rusty red door. 
  “We need to do exactly what Grandad 
said in the stories,” reminded Sarah. 
  They both ran towards the lamp, which 
moved around the tower gently spilling light 
into the darkness. Just before they touched 
the lamp, everything turned bright white, 
and before they knew it, they were back in 
the garden on Blackwater Island. They ran 
inside to Grandad’s chair. 
  “Grandad! You’ll never believe what just 
happened!” cried Sarah. 
  “How was your adventure?” asked 
Grandad, with a knowing smile. 

Niamh Downey
Co Dublin

THE SECRET IN THE LIGHTHOUSE
 
It was a hot summer’s day, just off the coast of County Clare. There was a 
little girl named Gill on the top of a tall lighthouse. That lighthouse belonged 
to her grandad. 
  Gill was at the lighthouse for the day to help her grandad. “Today is 
way too nice to be inside doing jobs, so I’m going to clean the outside.” And 
that’s what she did. 
  She walked around, scrubbing the ground, the railings, and the windows. 
Gill had been cleaning for a while when she came across a little door on the 
floor. “I’ve never seen this before,” she said to herself. She tried to open it, 
but it wouldn’t budge. 
  After trying for a while to open the door she heard her mom call her for 
dinner. “Gill, it’s time for dinner!” So Gill ran to her mom and told her about 
the door and said she would try to open it again the next day. 
  The next day, Gill told her grandad and he got a crowbar and opened 
it. There was a small wooden box inside. It was an old jewellery box, they 
opened it and there was a small golden key and a note inside. The note 
said…
  If you go to the third step of the stairs, there will be a tiny keyhole in the 
right-hand corner.
  “Okay, let’s go then,” said Gill’s grandad. They walked down the stairs 
to the third step. They brought the key and found the keyhole. They put the 
key in and turned it. The top of the step popped off. There was a note inside 
that had a code on it. The code was 1122. 
  “I know where the keypad is,” said Grandad. It was inside the light. It 
was an old keypad. They entered the code and a satin bag popped out of 
the base of the light. They pulled the bag open and a diamond tiara and 
necklace fell out onto the floor. 
  “Wow!” The jewels sparkled in the sunlight. “These looks like they’re 
priceless,” Gill said in awe. “We have to find out what they’re worth!”
  The next day they went to a jewellery shop just down the street. 
  “Hello,” said Grandad. “Do you know how much these would be worth?”
  The jeweller took a close look at them and came back out with a 
shocked expression on her face. “These are worth millions!!” she exclaimed. 
“Where on earth did you find these?”
  “In the lighthouse,” said Gill.
  “These belonged to a princess hundreds of years ago. Everybody 
thought they were lost!”
  It turns out an extraordinarily rich princess lived on the island hundreds 
of years ago and hid her jewels from pirates. Gill and her grandad turned the 
tiara and necklace over to a museum and got lots of money for it.
  To this day they are still shocked. They were interviewed for the news 
after that.
Anyways, The End!
            
Lucy Ryan
Co Tipperary
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EAST AND WEST, JOINT ENDEAVOUR

We’re both on Rathlin Island,                                                                                           
And we both help the ships,                                                                                                
But I’m the West and I’m the best,                                                                                        
No I’m the East and I’m the beast,                                                                                  
You’re the beast?!                                                                                                                   
Well I’ll make you a FEAST,                                                                                                      
I’ve got seals, puffins and all the other birds,                                                                     
You’ve got nothing,                                                                                                                 
You’re not even heard,                                                                                                       
Nothing?!                                                                                                                                   
Well I disagree,                                                                                                                            
At least I’m taller than you,                                                                                                                                     
You can’t compare to me,                                                                                                          
Yes you’re taller but what does that matter,                                                                             
If you were next to me you would look like tatter,                                                            
You might cover the Atlantic Way,                                                                                                      
But the South lighthouse covers Ballycastle Bay,                                                                                     
Ok, I guess that is fair,                                                                                                             
We can all shine our lights in a joint endeavour,                                                             
Here and there. 
                            

Mahalla McCambridge 
Co Antrim

THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER

I sat on the cold chunky concrete inlet into the wall halfway up the winding 
staircase. I looked out at the vastness of the blues, greens and greys, 
unsure where the horizon began. I couldn’t be certain if the dolphins I 
saw through my binoculars were real or imagined and wondered if my 
bored brain was playing tricks on me.
  I knew what would eventually happen. When they had finished 
doing the work, they wouldn’t be able to part with it. It was in their DNA, 
they had both grown up near the sea. As soon as they had finished the 
kitchen and sitting room, there was already talk about the mezzanine 
being used for a library and restoring two bedrooms and the bathroom. I 
knew this old building had them hooked. 
  “Doing it up for rental or resale.” Don’t make me laugh, I pondered 
to myself.
  It had given them a sense of purpose with the loss of their jobs, it 
had become their salvation. I knew the moment they chose the colours 
of navy and grey for the kids, their colour it would become our permanent 
home. I wondered if they had realised it yet or where they just stringing 
me along until they got the work done so I wouldn’t be constantly moaning 
at them or interrupting the work. 
  I hate this place, it will cause me to lose my friends and I loathe the 
never ending sound of the crashing waves. It lulls Mum to sleep, she 
said! The only other sound is the gulls and their squawking. 
  Two rooms and the library nearly finished.
  The days here are long and I would have lost my mind completely 
if it hadn’t been for my Harry Potter books, no Wi-Fi here for games!! 
The days and nights are just long, empty voids with nothing to do but 
look out. 
  The two of them had got a lot of work done in three months. Dad 
said if he didn’t use the time now it would never be finished. Mum is 
looking at paint colour for the exterior tower and rummaging through old 
photos to be authentic and see how it looked in “bygone years.”
I am so different to them, they love it here, the quiet, the smell, the walks 
on the shoreline, the moonlight swims when no one is around.
  I am waiting for the conversation, I know what to expect, how they 
will try and sell it to me: “We don’t think it is the right time to sell it and 
it is too nice to be rented out short term or long term, perhaps, we will 
move into it for a year or two.” 
  This bloody lighthouse hooked them when they viewed the wretched 
thing three years ago. I know my destiny already, I will be the keeper of 
the lighthouse, I know the older I get the harder it will be to get it out of 
my blood, I will move away before that happens!

Mia Farrell 
Co Westmeath
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THE MEMORY

Sam shivered. It still didn’t feel like summer. The cold was the hardest 
thing on these long nights. The silence was the best. 
  It was hard to compare this to the chaos of the day, the shell bursts 
and the screams. It was supposed to be all over by Christmas, they had 
said. Some chance! That was nearly two years ago and little had changed. 
Now there were whispers of a big push being planned, to beat the Hun 
once and for all. Would it work? Sam didn’t think so. He’d heard it all 
before.
  Sam looked out carefully into No Man’s Land. Night watch. A lonely 
time. He needed to stay focused. Ten more minutes and he would be 
relieved. He thought of his warm bed. Well, warmer than this anyway. 
  “Keep focused,” he muttered to himself. Sam could see the enemy 
search lamps sweeping across in the distance. Despite his best efforts, his 
mind began to wander. Suddenly he was eleven again, a young boy with no 
worries, growing up in the shadow of the great lighthouse at Clare Island 
in the west of Ireland. A long way from France! He was reminded of the 
comforting rhythm of those light beams, a steady constant against a world 
now gone mad.
  He thought fondly of those happy days. Again, the nights were the 
best. Free from the bustle of the day. Slipping out when his family were 
asleep, careful not to make a sound. Down towards the old pier. Time for 
fishing. Small turbot and dogfish to be caught off the rocks. The catch 
always seemed better at night. Almost like the fish didn’t expect it. Each 
light beam gently sweeping across the gentle ocean waves, guiding him 
to the shoals of fish. Impossible to see in the glaring sunlight of the day. It 
felt a little bit like cheating in a way. Looking out each night into the dark 
horizon. Only back then, just wondering about what strange places that lay 
beyond his home. Not about where some German soldier might be hiding. 
Dreaming of what it would be like to travel away from Mayo one day. The 
truth had not turned out quite as he had hoped.
  Suddenly, Sam heard a soft shout behind him. He jolted back to 
reality. It was Joe, coming up to relieve him. He was early. Good old Joe. 
He must have known Sam was tired tonight. Better look alert. Drifting off 
on watch could mean a court martial. But for the first time in a long time 
Sam now felt relaxed. He could remember again a life beyond the mud and 
the suffering. Back to the gentle peace of the west of Ireland shoreline, 
playing and fishing in the shadow of the great lighthouse. 
He’d find a way through this to return there again. Just one more big push 
was all he needed. That should work now, he reckoned.

Jack Casey
Co Dublin
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THE BATTLE OF THE BOATS 

Eoin McGurn
Co Antrim

THE LIGHTHOUSE BOY

Hello, my name is Kevin. My dad works in a 
lighthouse, but he never lets me go into it. 
He says I’m clumsy. 
  I suppose it’s true, but I really want to 
go inside and play with the light. It would be 
so much fun. 
  I have to go have my dinner now, I’m 
STARVING.
  So now I’m finished my dinner (we had 
roast chicken and veg. It was delicious). But 
now I have a plan to get into the lighthouse. 
I wrote it down on a piece of paper:

Plan to Get Into The Lighthouse
• Firstly, I’m going to eat my dinner really 

fast, so then then I can go into the 
lighthouse without my dad knowing. 

• Then I’m going to play around with the 
light. 

• Then when my dad comes, I’m going to 
sneak back out. 

This plan is so going to work.
  Now that you know my plan, you’ll get 
what I’m doing. No time to waste. Let’s go!
  I’m inside the lighthouse now and I’m 
playing with the light this is so fun.
  Wait a second - that’s a BOAT and It’s 
heading straight for the ROCKS!
  OH NO, what do I do? I’m freaking out. 
I scream “DAD!” at the top of my lungs.
  I wait, but he’s not coming.  I’m just 
going to have to do it myself, OH GOD - 
here goes!
  I move the light around so the boat’s 
captain could see the rocks. Suddenly the 
boat turns. I actually did it! The boat didn’t 
crash, I did it.! My dad runs up the stairs and 
stops right beside me. I was so nervous that 
he would give out to me. But he didn’t. 
  “I’m so proud of you, Kevin! You stopped 
the boat from crashing into the rocks,” said 
Dad.
  He also said that from now on I could 
go into the lighthouse with him whenever I 
wanted, and he would teach me how to be a 

lighthouse operator just like him! I was over 
the moon.
  Everything actually worked out in the 
end. 
  I get to go into lighthouse anytime I 
want and spend time with my dad learning 
a new skill.

THE NIGHT WITHOUT LIGHT 

Thunder rumbled. Jack and Luna stumbled 
through the dark caverns of Willoughby 
Hollow. They came to an abrupt halt at a 
junction. The tunnel that they had been 
travelling in continued on, but was joined with 
two more coming from either side. They had 
paused to consider which one they should 
choose when something caught Luna’s eye. 
There was a white glint shimmering in the 
mouth of the left tunnel. 
  “Oh, look Jack, it might be a way out!” 
  They rushed towards it, but when they 
got to the entrance they didn’t find what they 
expected. Luna screamed, for the glint was 
actually a pile of human skeletons. 
  They stepped back just in time as the 
ground lifted up behind the entrance and 
crushed the bones to dust. 
  “Sooo, not that way anyway,” Jack 
remarked, smiling warmly at his sister as she 
giggled away. 
  After that pleasant, bone-crushing 
scene they decided to throw a stone down 
each tunnel, and unless they wanted to be 
decapitated by a swinging axe (which they 
didn’t) they went down the right tunnel.  
  This tunnel wasn’t the same as the 
previous one. Instead of an irregular shape, 
it was perfectly hexagonal. There were also 
warnings on the walls in what looked like 
blood. Things like “TURN BACK” and “YOU 
HAVE COME TOO FAR.” So they looked at 
the ground as they walked. 
  Suddenly there came a growling sound.

  “It hasn’t been that long since lunch!” 
said Jack.
  “It wasn’t me,” retorted Luna. 
  “Well, if it isn’t you, then what is it?” 
whimpered Jack. 
  They slowly turned around to see a cat 
the size of a car staring straight at them. 
  “Ruuunnnn!” screamed Jack. 
  They ran as fast as they could, round 
bends and up hills until they screeched to a   
 halt where the tunnel ended. 
  They looked down over the edge of the 
crater that stretched out in front of them. 
The crater was filled to the brim with water. 
In the centre of the crater, a cylinder of land 
rose high above them. On the top of that 
was what seemed to be a red and white 
lighthouse. It stood a good 30 metres tall with 

circular portholes and a glass hemisphere at 
the top. Suddenly there was a clang and a 
creak and a bridge slid out from the island 
towards where they were standing. 
  They could hear the thumping of the 
cat behind them. They dashed across the 
bridge at full speed as the beast gained on 
them. Just then a figure came rushing out 
from the lighthouse and hit a giant button. 
The joints that attached the bridge to the 
island fell away, leaving the monstrous feline 
to splash into the dark depths of the moat. 
They turned to the figure who had saved 
their lives, only to find that it was their own 
beloved father looking down at them. He 
opened his arms out wide to embrace them 
and said, “Welcome to the HOUSE OF 
LIGHT!” 

Oisín Fitzgibbon
Co Waterford

Caoimhe 
McNally

Co Dublin
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One day four friends decided to go camping on a 
beach. Their names were Ava, Lilly, Miley and Ella. 
  When they got to the beach, the girls set their 
tents up. As it started to get dark, they debated 
whether to go to the abandoned lighthouse that 
they could see. It was Ava’s idea to go but Lilly 
didn’t agree. They tried to convince her and 
eventually she gave in.
  They walked towards and it and Miley noticed 
that the door was open. When they got inside, it 
smelled really bad. They all went upstairs but when 
they were halfway up, the door shut and locked. 
  Ella reached into her pocket for her phone but 
there was no signal. They all panicked until they 
heard something that sounded like footsteps and 
it kept on getting louder. They all crowded together 
on the floor while their bodies trembled with fear.
  When they got the courage, they ran to the 

top of the lighthouse. While they sat there in fear, 
the lights started to flicker. The footsteps were 
getting louder and closer until Ella could hear 
someone screaming their names.  It sounded like 
it was coming from the bottom of the lighthouse. 
  It was their parents and the police. When they 
got out, they explained what had happened. The 
police said that they had checked around the back 
and no one was there. The girls explained to their 
parents as well and they told them that the person 
who had worked there had died. Their spirit lurked 
in the lighthouse.
  They all went home until the following night, 
Ava went missing…

Robyn Kenny
Co Dublin

THE CREEPY LIGHTHOUSE

Nimah Meharg
Co Waterford
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Every Thursday my family sails down to Grandpa 
Joe’s lighthouse. We use Dad’s boat. We have a chat 
with Grandpa Joe and Peggy, my grandmother. I love 
it there because every time we go, there’s always 
so much wildlife to see. Also, Granny Peggy always 
bakes the most DELICIOUS lemon drizzle cakes ever.

  One Thursday, however, was different. I had 
a project on ‘sea wildlife’ from school that I really 
needed to get done. I couldn’t have started the 
project at home because we hadn’t one book on sea 
life; the internet had been gone for a while, and the 
one person who knew anything about sea wildlife (my 
dad) was away mending the boat we had to use to 
get to the lighthouse. 

  When I explained this to my 
teacher, though, she wouldn’t have 
it. It was like I was talking to a blank 
wall- any valid points I threw at her 
would go in one ear and out the 
other.

  “TIMOTHY WELLS!” she growled, (oh, and… 
my name is Tim) “You had four weeks to gather any 
information you could and instead you decided to 
RISK IT for a BISCUIT!” (Who says that?!)
  She gave me extra homework because 
apparently, I had made zero effort and the project was 
meant to be handed in the next day.

  Maybe if my project is good, I won’t have to do 
any extra homework! I thought.
  So, the next Thursday, as we sailed out to 
Grandpa Joe’s lighthouse, I was hoping beyond all 
hopes that Grandpa Joe had something cool to show 
me.

The weather was cloudy, with a mild breeze, and I saw 
loads of sea life to take notes on. I saw a seagull, a 
jellyfish, a dolphin, loads of fish, a puffin, a gannet, 
and I remembered Grandpa Joe telling me he had 
once seen a whale’s tail.
  I was so pleased abut how the project was going 
so far, because I jotted down everything I saw. I had 
one page left, but I figured that Grandpa Joe could tell 
me something interesting. 
  When we got to the 
lighthouse, Granny Peggy 
opened the door and the smell 
of lemon drizzle filled our lungs. 
No more of the smell of the salty 
sea air! My brother (Harry) and little sister (Izzie) dived 
on the cake. My parents (Patricia and Roger) had a 
nice cosy chat with Peggy. However, I had important 
work to do. 
  I went straight to Grandpa Joe.
  “Em… Grandpa Joe?”
  “Yes, Timmy my boy?”
  “Well, I don’t suppose you have any sort of sea 
wildlife you could show me for a project in school?”
  Grandpa Joe grinned, “Well, actually, I do. Follow 
me.”
  I eagerly followed Grandpa Joe up the spiral steps 
to the lantern room. 
  There was a place for us to stand, and I could see 
all across the vast ocean from the window.
  “There is a crack in that window you see,” he 
said, “and I must get it repaired… but the other night, 
you know, a mother seagull and her young flew in, and 
made a nest of my old coat.”
  “Wow! Well, I can certainly write that down.”
  Grandpa Joe shrugged, “I’ll talk to an expert on 
why they came, later. Just don’t get too close.”
  The next day 
in school, I turned 
in my project. It 
was the best one! 
All thanks to those 
baby gulls!

Anna Shiel
Co Dublin

THE SEA WILDLIFE THE NECKLACE IN THE SAND

The sea is an odd place. It is beautiful on its surface, 
but hiding in its depths are the terrifying beasts of 
legends and nightmares. It is like all living things, it 
is hiding something from the blind. But to seekers of 
adventure, it does not hide anything. Instead, it opens 
possibilities of glory and discovery. I still remember my 
first experience with the beasts of the sea, all those 
years ago.
  “Mom! The paper’s 
come in!” I yell as I barrel 
down the stairs, my hair 
still wet from the shower.
  “Okay, honey! 
Could you bring it in to 
me?”
  “Okay,” I say with a 
sigh.
  While bringing 
the paper in I notice 
something on the cover, 
a missing man last seen 
on the boardwalk on the 
south of town. I hand 
the paper to Mom and 
go up to my room with 
my phone. I ring my best 
friend Amy. The phone 
rings for a few moments 
and then she picks up.
  “Hey! Before you 
start talking, what is so 
important that you had 
to call me at nine in the 
morning?”
  “Have you seen the paper today?”
  “No, why?”
  “A man’s missing!”
  Amy sighs. “This isn’t one of your stupid 
suspicions is it?”
  “Amy, he was on the boardwalk!” The phone 
suddenly goes silent.
  “I’ll be over soon…”
  “Okay.”
  A little later I see Amy running up the driveway in 
her plaid shirt and jeans, her hair tied up in a ponytail 
and that necklace again. She never takes off that 

necklace. I should really ask about it.
  “Okay, I’m here, now what do we do?”
  “We go to the boardwalk!”
  “Why? If there were clues don’t you think the 
police would have found them?”
  “Nope. Not a chance!”
  “This is why we have never actually solved 
anything…” she says under her breath, but loud 

enough for me to hear.
  “Listen, they won’t 
have found clues because 
they aren’t kids!”
  “No that’s why they 
would have found clues!”
  “Just come with me, 
please?”
  She sighs, “Fine then, 
but I’m not afraid to sue!”
  I begin to think about 
how reasonable it is to 
bring Amy and apparently 
she can tell.
  “I’m kidding! I’m 
kidding!”
  Then we are on our 
way to the boardwalk.
  We get there and, 
much to Amy’s amusement, 
there is no trace of a 
missing man. I look up at 
the LIGHTHOUSE and 
feel sure that we will find 
something around there. 

I turn around and find Amy looking at me trying to 
figure out what I’m doing. After a few seconds she 
gets it.
  “No way am I going up there!”
  “C’mon!” I say with more than a hint of 
disappointment in my voice.
  “What makes you think the old weirdo in there 
will let us in?”
  This does create a block in the plan, especially 
since I’m not the most popular kid in town…
  An extract from a MUCH longer story!

Oscar J. Toomey
Co Dublin
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THE MAGICAL LIGHTHOUSE

This is the tale of a girl called Elsie on a 
magical adventure. 
  Now our story starts in a very special 
lighthouse off the coast of Mayo. Elsie was 
on a play date with her friends Alex and Mary. 
You see, Elsie lives with her dad Patrick in 
a lighthouse. They moved in just two days 
ago, but have never turned the light on. 
  Mary prompted Elsie to turn on the 
beam, then Alex joined in too. Soon enough 
Elsie agreed. It was pitch black outside, not 
a lot of ships came there, that’s why they 
had never turned the light on. Elsie was 
scared, but when she turned it on that feeling 
completely washed away. It was beautiful, 
you could see everything. 

SHIPWRECK  

The salty seawater stung Olivia’s face as 
another huge wave crashed overboard. 
She could barely hear the faint yells of the 
crew as they struggled to take control of 
The North Star over the howling hurricane. 
She struggled to open her eyes and just as 
she managed to do so the ship capsized. 
Everything went black. 
  A rush of cold water knocked Olivia 
conscious once again. It was not a nightmare. 
She was in the ocean, the ship wrecked 
beneath her. She struggled to keep afloat - 
if she didn’t act quickly she would surely die. 
She soon tired and felt herself submerge. 
This was it. This was the end. Suddenly she 
felt strong arms beneath her own and she 
was being dragged from the raging sea. 
Once more, all went black. 
  Olivia awoke in a small metal bed in 
a round room. Her head throbbing, she 
suddenly remembered what had happened 
and screamed. She realised she was not 
alone in the room. The soothing voice of an 
old woman told her she was safe and had 
been saved. She slept once more. 
  When she awoke hours later, the old 
woman was still at her bedside. She had 
some hot tea ready. Olivia thanked her and 
whilst she sipped the tea the woman told her 
what had happened. Olivia had been saved 
from the ocean by the woman’s husband, 
the lighthouse keeper. They had heard the 
SOS call from The North Star and had 
launched their lifeboat. Olivia was the only 
one saved. Every other soul had perished in 
the bleak ocean.  
  Olivia cried. She had been travelling 
alone on the ship, it was full of strangers but 
each one had the same dream as her. Each 
one of them was on the way to a new life in 
America. Instead they met their end in the 
cruel and unforgiving ocean. The lighthouse 
keeper had braved the storm and managed 
to bring Olivia safely to the lighthouse. Olivia 
wept and the old woman soothed. Once 
more she slept. 

  Olivia awoke to the squalks of gulls 
and the heat of the sun on her face. She 
was on the deck of a boat. Confused, she 
saw a crew member and she called him. He 
shouted to the rest of the crew that she was 
awake and rushed to her side. Olivia asked 
for the old woman and asked how she had 
moved from the lighthouse to the boat. The 
crew member told her to hush, she was tired 
and confused. She asked once more for the 
old woman and her saviour, the lighthouse 
keeper. She became very upset. 
  The crew told Olivia there was no 
working lighthouse for hundreds of miles. 
She had been picked up by their boat after 
she had been washed up on rocks where 
the old lighthouse had once stood. It had 
been destroyed in a great storm a hundred 
years before. The lighthouse keeper and his 
wife had lost their lives that night.
  All went black.

Áine Zambra
Co Dublin

  Then they were engulfed in a beam 
of light. When it passed, they realised they 
were in a whole new dimension. Suddenly 
Patrick ran up the stairs looking a bit like a 
ghost.
  “No, no, NO!” he said. 
  “Dad,” said Elsie, but he did not hear 
her. 
 I knew I should never have build this 
interdimensional teleportation device, Elsie’s 
dad thought.
  “Elsie if you can hear me, you need to 
get a battery, go to Flare - she will know 
what to do.” 
  “Okay,” said Elsie. 
  Then they ran down the spiral staircase 
and fell out of the lighthouse. As they were 
falling, Elsie realised they were on a giant 
globe. In fact, they weren’t falling at all - 
they landed on the ground softly and heard 
a loud screech. It was a giant.
  “GET OUT OF MY HOUSE!” it said. 
  They scurried out. Suddenly a huge 
dragon appeared.
  “Who are you, and why should I not eat 
you?” it asked. 
  “We are looking for a person named 
Flare,” said Alex. 
  “That’s me, who sent you?” asked the 
dragon. 
  “Elsie’s dad,” said Mary. “Patrick”. 
  “Patrick sent you here?” asked Flare. 
“What are you looking for?” 
  “A battery,” said Alex. 
  “Come get on my back, I will bring you 
to where it is kept,” said Flare. 
  So, they got on her back and she flew 
them to an island. 
  “It is here, you must go to the centre 
of the maze and defeat the evil LORD 
ELECTROLIGHT, he has the battery,” said 
Flare. 
  So, they entered the maze and the 
doors shut, every turn was a dead-end. After 
two hours they finally found the place where 
Lord Electrolight was. He was a huge black 

robot held together with electricity.
  “Who are you?” he bellowed. “I’ll kill you 
anyway.” 
 Then he picked up his black electrified 
sword and slammed it against the ground 
right next to Elsie. Then she saw the battery 
in his chest and Mary saw some gloop coming 
from the walls. They covered themselves in 
the gloop and jumped into Lord Electrolight, 
got the battery and were teleported back to 
the lighthouse. They put the battery in, got 
into the beam and went home – it was the 
weirdest play-date ever. 

Andrew Cowman
Co Dublin

WHERE ARE YOU, LIGHTHOUSE? 

The light of the lighthouse helped guide the way
for pirates, kings and queens back in the olden days.

The treasures they sought
the gold they found

was all because of the bright lighthouse.

Tell me tall tower, is this all true?
Did they really find the treasure because of you?

I wish I saw all the adventures at sea
Where mermaids swam, open and free.

And tell me tall tower, which one are you?
Send me a light so I can find you.

I wish I could say all lighthouses are the same
Mysterious, magical, passionate and not afraid.

I hope we speak again,
so you can tell me where you are.

 Because I’d love to hear more stories
even if I have to travel far. 

Adhara (11) and Alya Prendergast (7)
Co Dublin
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A LIGHTHOUSE ENIGMA

I was surrounded by workmen who seemed not to see me. 
  “Where am I?” I asked one of the passing men, but he kept walking. 
  I realised that these people couldn’t see nor hear me, but I wasn’t sure why. I 
decided to look around for something that might help me figure out where I was.
Just as I was getting up, I heard a man shout: 
  “Sir William Marshall is coming to Hook Head to check on the construction of his 
lighthouse!” 
  And then I remembered everything: how we had come to Wexford to see my dad 
play in the Wexford Festival Orchestra, how we went to the Hook Head Lighthouse 
and how I had wandered off alone. After that........nothing, until I was woken up by the 
sound of the construction site.
  I heard a carriage draw up and the same man shout: 
  “Sir William Marshall has arrived!” 
  I guessed that he was the master builder. I turned around to see William Marshall 
and his wife Isabel climb out of their carriage. 
  “How is my lighthouse going?” he boomed. 
  “Almost done, sir,” responded the man. 
  “I need it ready as soon as possible. I’ve just had word that two ships carrying 
trading goods have crashed into the cliffs.” 
  “We only have to put in the light and it’ll be ready.”
  “Back to work, everybody!” the order came, as William Marshall returned to his 
carriage. 
  I watched a few men climb to the top and start working on the light. I decided 
to have a look from up close, so I climbed up the stairs to the highest point of the 
lighthouse. The view was amazing from there, you could see the clear water with all 
its creatures, the sky and the wonderful sunset and, if you looked inland, there were 
fields and forests as far as the eye could see.
  The peace was interrupted by a man shouting. “Fire, there’s a fire!” 
  Behind me, the top of the lighthouse was engulfed in flames. Luckily, I had 
learned what to do if a fire started at the survival camp I had attended last summer. I 
pulled my t-shirt over my mouth and ran through the smoke down the stairs. I grabbed 
two buckets and hurried to the sea. I filled one up to the brim with water and the other 
with sand and ran back to the lighthouse. I covered my mouth again, so that I wouldn’t 
inhale the smoke, before I rushed up to the top where I poured the water first and then 
the sand.
  It took me a while to realise what I had just done. I had just saved the most 
important lighthouse in history! 
  Suddenly everything started fading away and I woke up to see my parents and 
sister hugging me. 
  “Where were you?” 
  “Enjoying the history of Hook Head,” I said mysteriously. 
  I saw my sister looking at me but I don’t think she noticed the big smile upon my 
face.

Clara Mantu
Co Galway   
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Anne was asleep in her little wooden 
bed under the deck in the cabin that she 
and Jack, her brother, slept in. Anne was 
dreaming about a giant cave where she finds 
a best friend, Moira, whose dad is acting 
suspiciously. 
  So, they followed him through the 
woods and come to a door. Moira opened 
the door and Anne can barely wait. It creaked 
and right through the door was… 
  “Anne, Anne, wake up!” cried Jack. 
“Daddy needs our help up on deck. He 
doesn’t know where we are going, and we 
need to stick together.”
  Anne sighed, she was having such 
a lovely dream. “Okay,” Anne shivered. It 
was quite cold when she was not under the 
covers. 
She slipped into her wellies and went up 
to help her daddy. The boat was rocking. 
Anne’s dad, Pat, was muttering, “C’mon, 
old girl.” He was sweating bullets. 
  “Oh Anne, good girl!” Then he looked 
up. “Where’s Jack?”
  “Oh no!” said Anne. She must have 
forgotten him down under the deck. “Eh, I’ll 
be right back.” 
  Anne ran down the stairs. “Jack, 
Jack?” Anne was getting worried. “Jack!” 
she roared as she saw him. His jacket was 
stuck on a nail. 
  “Anne, help me!” cried Jack. So, she 
helped him down and the both of them were 
running up the stairs when Anne saw a light. 
It was not a lantern light or a the light from a 
candle. It was so much bigger. 
  “Daddy, Daddy – look at that light!” Her 
daddy looked to the side. 
  “Well I never… hold onto the sides both 
of ye.”  They pulled out on a small dock and 
Anne saw a huge building. 
  “There is a giant lantern inside of that!” 
said Jack excitedly. 
  “It’s a lighthouse, the old lighthouse 

of Seashell Rock Bay,” said an old man on 
the end of the dock. He looked about eighty 
with grey hair and a walking stick. 
  “Sonny!” shouted Pat. 
  “Pat, is that you?”
  “Yes, it’s me, Sonny. These are my 
children, Anne and Jack.”
  “Well then, it’s lovely to meet all of ye. 
Let’s go inside, out of the cold.”
  They walked across the dock and got 
to the door of the lighthouse. Sonny took 
out a ring with three keys on it and opened 
the door with the second key. They all went 
inside, and Anne and Jack looked up. 
  “Wow, that’s a lot of stairs,” said Jack. 
  “How fun!” cried Anne as she started 
to run up the stairs with Jack straight after 
her. Jack and Anne had already reached the 
middle. 
  “The walls are all cold,” said Jack. 
Anne ran up to the next level and she saw a 
window. 
  “Oh,” said Anne and looked out the 
window. Her shoulder touched the wall. 
  “Ooh, that is very cold, Jack,” said Anne. 
There was a lovely view out the window. 
  It was slowly coming to morning and 
Anne could see some lovely cottages over 
the hill and a small beach close to the 
lighthouse. 
  “It’s so lovely here, Daddy. Can we stay 
forever?” Anne asked her dad. 
  But Sonny cut in, “I’m sorry dear, you 
can’t stay for long because I’ve sold the 
lighthouse. I’m getting old now and I have no 
relatives to keep the place for me,” sighed 
Sonny. 
  “But Daddy could buy it!” said Jack and 
Anne together. 
  “I would have given it to yer dad if I’d 
known he was coming but I have sold it now 
and I don’t look back,” said Sonny, almost 
in tears. “This is the bedroom for the both 
of ye.”

  It was just a plain room with metal beds. 
“This is your room, Pat.” It was the same as 
Anne and Jack’s room but just with one bed. 
  “I’m quite hungry,” said Jack. 
  “Well then, come up and I will get you 
some food.” So they went up to the little 
kitchen and had jam on toast. Then they 
went straight to bed. 
  The next day, when Anne and Jack 
came into the kitchen, there was a tall man 
with a pale face and a pointy nose. He was 
dressed in a black leather coat and a top hat 
that was also black. 
  “Oh children, ye are up,” cried Sonny. 
“Let me introduce Mr. Cath. The man I am 
selling the lighthouse to,” said Sonny. 
  “If I could correct you, Mr. Finnegan,” 
said Mr. Cath in his deep, deep voice. “You 
have already sold it to me.” he chuckled. 
“Good day to you, Mr. Finnegan. Oh, and 
I will be back later with the crew.” Mr. Cath 
stormed out of the lighthouse. 
  Just then, Pat came in. “Pack your 
stuff, Anne. Jack, yours is all ready”
  “Why?, are we going?” asked Anne. 
  “Yes, we have to. Mr. Cath is going to 
knock down the lighthouse,” said Pat.
  “I wish we could stop him, but I can’t,” 
said Sonny, almost crying. 
  “Yes, you can,” said Pat. “Everyone, 
pull on your coats. We are going to the 
government.”
  So, they pulled on their coats and 
hopped into their little boat and sailed to 
Dublin, where they got an appointment with 
President Mary Robinson. They told her all 
about the lighthouse of Seashell Rock Bay 
and that it had been around for decades. 
They also told her about Mr. Cath and his 
plans for the lighthouse. 
  “Please help us save our lighthouse!” 
cried Jack. 
  “Wait a minute,” said Mary Robinson in 
shock. “Mr. Cath… as in, Robert Cath?”

  “Yes, that’s him,”, said Sonny. 
  “He is a criminal. He robbed a bank 
down in Limerick and got away with it. We 
cannot let him knock down that lighthouse. 
First of all, he needs to be in jail and second 
of all, the boats would crash down in Mayo 
if your lighthouse is not standing,” said the 
President. 
  She got up and with two snaps of her 
fingers the police were by her side. “Come 
along now,” she said.
  So they went out of her office and got 
on a huge white boat and sailed to Mayo. 
  “There he is!” shouted Anne. Mr Cath 
was just pulling up in a truck when the police 
ran for him. He tried to escape but the police 
had surrounded him. 
  “I can explain,” he said. 
  “You will have plenty of time to tell us 
when you are in jail for eleven years,” said 
one of the police officers. And they took him 
away. 
  “Thank you very much,” said Sonny to 
the President. 
  “You are very welcome,” she said back. 
  So Pat bought the light house and they 
all lived together in the old lighthouse of 
Seashell Rock Bay and they never had to 
worry about losing their home again. 

Sarah O’Malley
Switzerland (from Co. Mayo)

THE OLD LIGHTHOUSE OF SEASHELL ROCK
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THE COLD WATERS

I woke up with the cold waters thrashing against my feet; 
I looked around. 
  “Where am I?” I thought, shaking even though it was 
a hot summer’s day. 
  My heart throbbed and my body ached. How far 
away from my home must I have been, I wonder as I write 
this story. I am very thankful, for at that moment I did not 
think about the creatures lurking beneath me, as I would 
probably have drowned in my own thoughts rather than 
the ocean. 
  I was parched, and extremely glad my flamingo floaty 
had a cup holder so I could balance my drink and sip it, 
while trying to coax my awful fear. 
  “Shh, shh, just don’t fall asleep,” I mumbled quietly, 
rocking myself all the while. 
  In the afternoon light, I noticed something. I looked 
upwards; it was the light of a lighthouse shining brilliantly 
in my face. I started crying out of sheer joy. I screamed 
until I was hoarse and a number of people had gathered 
on a beach nearby.
  I knew the tide was turning again, so I would have 
to jump off. I counted to myself: “A haon, a dó, and a trí!” 
  I then launched myself into the icy waters and swam. 
I had thought it would be a lot shallower, but even with my 
goggles, I couldn’t see the bottom. I kept on swimming 
until I snagged my chest on a jagged rock. The horrible 
red blood oozing out terrified me, but I kept on kicking, 
my eyes down and my hands moving like a windmill. All 
of a sudden I could feel the sandy bottom. Someone 
ran towards me and then there was blackness (I having 
fainted). 
  I woke up in a cosy house with a little girl beside me.
  “Mother said we were to take you in,” said the little 
girl. “And I know she said not to leave you out of the bed; 
but I must show you the lighthouse.”  
  Helping me get up (my head spinning all the while) 
and outside, I saw the one and only Ballycotton Lighthouse. 
Ahh, I am home at last.

RIP, Isa Palona, written by a young eleven-year-old patient 
through her failed chest cancer surgery, describing her 
voyage to heaven from earth. 

Saoirse Barron
Co Cork

THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER
 
As I searched and searched the papers, I finally saw the job of my dreams. 
LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER WANTED FOR THE SUMMER MONTHS AT HOOK 
HEAD LIGHTHOUSE. 
  My heart started to race. As a young boy we had spent every summer in Wexford 
and my father had told me many stories of his youth. Hook Head was his favourite 
place in the whole wide world. He was so lucky to have lived near this beautiful 
lighthouse. I knew I had to get the job and to my delight, I was the lucky one chosen.
  I was to spend three whole months living in the lighthouse and keeping people 
safe. My only fear was that I would be living alone in this huge lighthouse that was 
built in the 13th century, and I would be responsible for the safety of all the boats 
and all the fishermen. With good weather forecast for the summer, though, I certainly 
didn’t believe I would encounter any major problems.
  My summer job started on 1st June 1970. Little did I realise that this would be 
the one of the last years before the lighthouses became electronically automated. 
The lighthouse was converted to electric operation in 1972 and automated in 1976.  
As I arrived, the water was calm; the sun was shining and the lighthouse looked as 
tall and majestic as I remembered. It was beautiful and I was ready.
  Night after night I spent hours looking out to sea. The bright moon reflected 
over the water, which was very clear. I was many weeks into my job when there was 
a sudden change in the weather. There was a storm brewing on the horizon. I was 
fearful for any of the local fishermen who were out fishing. It was going to be a tough 
night. The wind was screaming through the old lighthouse despite the walls being 
four meters thick. The rain was belting against the windows. Nothing was safe. The 
sea was following the orders of the wind and rain. The wind was strong and the 
waves on the ocean were getting bigger and bigger, crashing higher and higher on 
the rocks. I prayed that there was no one on the ocean and kept my eyes peeled, 
praying and hoping. The night was passing slowly and I was petrified. 
  Suddenly, out of the corner of my eye I saw a flickering light. I thought I was 
dreaming. I grabbed my binoculars and to my disbelief, there was a fishing boat out 
on the high seas. The boat was large enough but I knew I had to act fast. A buoy 
wasn’t going to help me this time as the boat was too far out.  I shone the light out 
to sea to let them know I could see them and let them know help was on the way. 
By hook or by crook, I was going to save these boys and get them home safe and 
sound.
  With that I made two calls; one to the RNLI and the other to the Rescue 
Helicopter 115,and with my great knowledge of the area my coordinates were spot 
on. 
  Rescue 115 arrived within minutes and managed, with all their expertise, to 
rescue the four fisherman and brought them ashore. The RNLI were waiting patiently 
with blankets and hot tea. The fishermen were relieved to be back on dry land, as 
was I.
  I was woken the next day to a visit from all the fishermen and RTÉ News. I never 
felt prouder. 

Cillian Murphy
Co Cork
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THE UNDERWATER LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time there was a lighthouse 
keeper named Jeff.
  He lived in Ballycotton in a small white 
bungalow with his wife and two kids. Jeff 
owned his own boat, so each day from 
Monday to Friday he would sail off to the 
lighthouse in the morning. 
  One day Jeff sailed off to the lighthouse. 
He reached the lighthouse and hooked up 
his boat. He then walked up the steps of 
the lighthouse into the kitchen. Jeff sat 
down at the table and ate his breakfast. He 
went up the steps to the light. He turned 
on the switches and the light was on. Jeff  
sat down on a chair and looked out to sea, 
he couldn’t see much because it was a bit 
misty.
  All of a sudden, he saw something 
splashing in the water, then he saw a green 
tail.
  Oh my God, is that a mermaid? No, no, 
no, it can’t be, can it? he thought.
  He raced down the stairs and out the 
door he jumped onto the rocks and saw...a 
mermaid!
   “Oh my god, is this real? Hello, do you 
speak English?” Jeff asked.
  “Yes,” replied the mermaid.
  “Ahh!” screamed Jeff.
  “Take my hand,” said the mermaid
  “What? No way!” he said.
  Then she grabbed his hand and pulled 
him in but then she dove into a massive 
wave.
  “Ahhhhhhhhhhhh!” Jeff exclaimed.
  Jeff closed his eyes he thought he 
was going to die. But then when he opened 
his eyes, he saw a lighthouse underwater. 
There were fish, corals and mermaid people. 
The lighthouse was covered in seaweed and 
coral.
  “Where am I?” Heff asked. It was then 
that he realised he could speak underwater.
  “You are in Merpeople Land. That wave 
where we were in brings us to Merland, this 
basically is the lighthouse but underwater it 

THE LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time, there was a girl called 
Kitty. She lived in a lighthouse with her mum 
and dad. Sadly, Kitty had no siblings and 
she felt lonely. Her parents had to leave the 
lighthouse for work, so she had to stay at 

ANIMAL RESCUE

My name is Adam and I live near the 
beach.  One day I went to a lighthouse and 
climbed all the way up to the top.  The view 
was beautiful, I could see the horizon and 
everything in the distance.  
  Then I heard an alarm and the staff said 
to me, “The alarm means there is a sick or 
injured animal near the lighthouse. Would 
you like to help?”
  I said, “Of course!’
  We went down to the beach and saw a 

is our underwater kingdom,” explained the 
mermaid.
  “Why did you bring me here?” said Jeff.
  “It’s the lighthouse. This is our home. 
We like to swim off and look for cool 
creatures and go playing. How we get back 
is the light from our lighthouse but right now 
it isn’t working and two mermaids swam off 
and never came back,” replied the mermaid.
  “Oh, I see but you are underwater. 
Obviously, the light is going to die,” said Jeff.
  “Yes, but our light works as perfectly as 
your light,” said the mermaid.
  “But how?” said Jeff.
  “Magic,” said the mermaid.
  “Okay, let me take a look.” replied Jeff.
  Jeff and the mermaid swam up the steps 
of the lighthouse. Jeff saw that someone or 
something had tried to break the light.
  “Mmmmm, there is a hole in the light,” 
explained Jeff. “I need to get back to my 
world and get my tools to fix it.”
  Jeff fixed the light but then the mermaid 
saw green gunk all over it. Maybe the sea 
witch did it?
  Suddenly the sea witch behind the rock 
appeared, smirking and crackling. “I will get 
you back another time and I will sort out 
that pesky lighthouse another time.” Off she 
went in a huff.
  They all swam happily ever after.

home on her own. All she had was the view 
of the ocean.
  Every morning, once her parents left for 
work, Kitty went down to the ocean to say 
hello.
  As a response, the ocean hugged her 
while she was swimming in it. After their 
swim, the ocean and Kitty went for lunch at 
the beach. Kitty had Nutella on bread and 
the ocean had seashells and seaweed. Kitty 
and the ocean burped at the same time. The 
ocean burped by making bubbles.
  One day, Kitty’s parents came home 
early and they saw Kitty by the ocean and 
got cross with her because they thought that 
the ocean was too dangerous. Kitty had to 
stay in the lighthouse.
  It was the next day and her parents 
went to work. The ocean came to pick up 
Kitty by knocking at her window with one of 
its waves. Kitty didn’t care what her parents 
said, so she went down to the ocean and 
built sandcastles for the ocean to live in. This 
evening, she didn’t come home because 
she hid in one of the sandcastles, so her 
parents came looking for her. They were so 
cross that they locked her in the lighthouse 
the next day.
  The ocean came to pick up Kitty again 
but Kitty couldn’t leave. The day passed and 
the ocean got so sad and angry that Kitty 
didn’t come that he destroyed the lighthouse 
with Kitty inside it.When Kitty’s parents came 
home, they thought that Kitty was dead. The 
parents were so sad that they went down to 
the ocean and said mean things to the poor 
ocean.    
  After that, the ocean realised what he 
had done, so he saved Kitty and rinsed her 
to the shore. Kitty survived but her head got 
concussed and she had to move to another 
place because her home was destroyed. 
She forgot that the ocean was her friend.
  As she moved to another house, she 
became friends with the flowers. The parents 
and Kitty never went near the ocean again 
and the ocean never acted out of anger 
again.

beached basking shark.  We called for more 
backup as more people would be needed to 
help.  Suddenly, everyone in the area rushed 
to help.  
  Some people were trying to move it 
back into the sea and others were running 
back and forth with buckets of water to put 
on it.  It was difficult to get the shark back 
into the sea, but we knew we were not going 
to give up.
  After an hour we had moved the shark 
closer to the sea, but then we got some 
bad news. Time was running out and the 
shark might not survive. It was beginning 
to struggle. Some of the buckets were 
beginning to break and leak, so we used 
anything we could including bottles of water.  
  It took about fifty people and three 
hours of hard work, but we finally got the 
shark back into the sea. Just before the 
shark swam away the vet put a tracking 
device on it so we would know if it swam too 
close to the shore again.  
  We were all so happy we had saved the 
basking shark that we decided to go back to 
the lighthouse and have a party to celebrate. 
We even had a cake with little basking sharks 
on it (not real ones)!
  Now we know when the shark swims 
close to the lighthouse because of its 
tracking device, and if we go to the top of 
the lighthouse and look, we can see him 
swimming around and very rarely we can see 
the fisherman feeding him some krill too.

Adam Gordon
Co Antrim

Alex Smiddy
Co Cork

Alexandra 
O’Donoghue
Co Dublin                                                                       



 138 | STORYKEEPERS VOLUME IV AGE ELEVEN | 139 

THE SPRINT TO THE LIGHTHOUSE

There once was a girl called Lily who lived in a lighthouse with her father. 
Her father always operated the lighthouse every night of the year to keep 
ships from hitting the rocks on the shore.
  The lighthouse was a pale yellow and it had plants growing all along 
its walls. The lighthouse was placed along the rocky shores of Ireland. In 
the sea under the lighthouse, there lived all kinds of animals including sea 
lions, fish and mussels.
  Every night, Lily’s father lit the lighthouse lamp with matches that she 
bought in a town close to the lighthouse every evening. Lily was ten years 
old and even though she was still very young, her father thought she was 
mature enough to go to the town on her own. They had lived there since 
Lily was a baby. Her mother had drowned while she and Lily’s dad had 
been fishing, when Lily was only a baby. Lily did not remember her mother 
very much, but she still missed her.
  One day when Lily went to the town. “I’m going to the town because 
there are no more matches!” she called out to her dad.
  “Okay but be sure to be back before night because I’m going to take 
a nap, and you will have to wake me up to turn on the lamp,” he responded. 
So Lily walked towards the store in the town.
  As she looked at the sea, Lily saw two sea lions making noises to 
each other. They had been on that shore for two weeks already, so Lily 
had already seen them on the other times she had been to the town to buy 
new matches.
  When Lily got to the store she usually went to, she saw that the 
daughter of the store owners was there. Lily bought the matches and she 
thought that she had enough time to play with her friend, whose name was 
Jane. They played for a long while, and before Lily knew anything, she saw 
that it was dark outside.
  “Oh no!” Lily thought, “I was supposed to be in the lighthouse before 
night!”
  She said a quick goodbye to Jane, and she started to run towards 
the lighthouse.
  Then she saw that the lamp was not on, and she also saw a ship 
sailing towards the shore! 
  Lily knew that the ship would crash against the shore if she did not 
hurry up. The little girl ran even faster, and she got to the lighthouse in 
time.
  Lily woke up her father and together they ran up the stairs. Her father 

turned on the lamp and the ship turned around just in time. Lily’s father 
was a bit mad at her for forgetting the time, but he was still glad she 

had made it. 
  Lily was very relieved she had got there in time.

Iris De Mot Diez
Co Dublin

SILENT NIGHT

It was a dark stormy night, Yasmine sat silently at the edge 
of the boat gripping her son, Ali. She was lost in her thoughts, 
they had been travelling for a long time now, so long that she had 
lost count. Food was scarce. On good days she would get a meal and  
a snack, but good days were rare. The water sprayed into her face, letting her 
escape her mind. Ahead of them were dark clouds and deadly waves! The panic 
was unbearable.
  “Calm down everyone!” shouted Mala, the self-appointed leader. Nobody 
listened.
   The further they went into the storm, the more the boat rocked. All of a 
sudden, a colossal wave started building up right behind them. Yasmine grabbed 
Ali pulling him close to her to protect him. The wave crashed down, making the 
boat flip and washing everyone away with it. A few people were lucky and had 
grabbed the boat on time, Yasmine managed to throw Ali towards one of them so 
he would be near the boat. Another wave came crashing down on the boat. The 
boat then flipped the right way up! Everyone cheered in joy, people scrambled 
back on and the woman with Ali got on safely.
   “Mama!” shouted Ali. Yasmine started to swim towards the boat, but 
unexpectedly another wave about double the size of the last two came thudding 
down on the boat sending it flying straight at Yasmine and everything went black…
   Yasmine woke up, she was shivering, it was dark and cold.
  “ALI!” screeched Yasmine, but nobody answered. Out of the blue, she saw 
a light on the water, she looked up and there it was a lighthouse. It was standing 
there on a rocky island. The outside was red and white with walls all around it. She 
started to swim faster and faster but when she got closer to the lighthouse the 
waves started breaking. Crashing over her head and pushing her under the water 
but she persevered!
 Then she heard a voice. It was a man’s voice. “Do you need help?”
  She managed to croak a “yes.” He scurried into his boat and started speeding 
over to her.
  “Here,” he said, giving her his hand and hauling her up.
  “Thank you,” she whispered and they sat in silence for the rest of the journey.
  When they got back to the lighthouse. he gave her tea, fresh clothes and a 
blanket.
  “What happened? Are you okay?” said the man, whose name was Pat.
  “I need to find my son,” was her answer.  
   Yasmine and Pat went to the local Garda station to see if there was any news 
about new refugees around the area. Luckily, they were found on the other side 
of town.
  Yasmine was reunited with her son and now she has a life in Ireland. She is 
the new lighthouse keeper because Pat retired and she and her son live together 
in a nice house on the beach.
 
Mia Hughes
Co Tipperary
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OH NO!

It was a stormy night and the lighthouse 
keeper was getting ready to go to bed. His 
daughter’s name was Lara, a kind and pretty 
girl. 
  Sadly, just last year Lara’s mum had 
passed away after being shot by a thief. She 
prayed to God that her mother was okay 
and on Sunday mornings, hail or snow, Lara 
and her dad would go down to her mother’s 
grave.  
  Lara’s neighbour, Alex, would come and 
help her dad get the lighthouse light shining 
every night at 7.30pm. Lara didn’t see how 
this was fair. Alex is only one year older than 
her and got to help with everything.
  “Dad,” said Lara nervously, “I don’t see 
why I can’t help. I mean, Mum could do all 
that when she was eight, just three years 
younger than I am.”
  “Ha!” laughed Alex, “You can’t do all 
the work that I can. You’re too weak.”
  “Alex, we’ll see you tomorrow. Oh, and 
don’t forget to have a bath, you smell like 
oil,” said my dad, winking at me as Alex left.
  The next morning was gorgeous and 
Lara had just woken up. She jumped out of 
bed and pulled the curtains to reveal a sunny 
day at the lighthouse. Lara lived in California. 
Lara spent all day in the sun with her best 
friends forever, Kellie and Holly. Holly and 
Lara took lots of pictures and spied on Alex 
while he was in the lighthouse. 
  At 7.30pm, it began to get dark and Alex 
kncoked on Lara’s front door impatiently. 
Lara’s dad was having a snooze, so Lara 
shouted out the window at Alex to go away.
  Since Alex had left, Lara went to try 
it herself. She kept telling herself that she 
would be okay. She started to feel scared, 
so she brought a metal stick just in case. 
Lara, as keen as she was, decided she 
would go back and call for Alex. But just as 
she reached the last step, she turned around 
brave and strong and walked back up the 
staircase. 
  Once she reached the top, she heard 

THE RUBY SALAMANDER

It was 1688 and a crew of peaceful space 
zombies were travelling through the galaxy 
after being freed from heaven. Heaven is 
like being in quarantine. It sounds good, like 
not being in school, but it gets boring after 
a while.
  Everyone who lives in heaven earns 
their freedom after one century. And you 
also get a free spaceship.
  The zombie crew were dead sailors from 
the Spanish Armada. They had died when 
their ship, the Girona, had sunk off the coast 
of County Antrim during a storm. Their new 
ship was called the Ruby Salamander. The 
crew decided to explore the solar system. 
But they had some problems because 

footsteps and saw a figure walking up the 
stairs. Lara started to cry. Then in walked a 
man all in black with a knife in his hand.
  “What are you doing here, little girl?” 
said the man. Lara’s heart was pounding.
   “This is my lighthouse,” she said in a 
soft voice.
  “Ha! That’s illegal, you can’t own a 
lighthouse, you’re too young. Ha ha ha!!” 
cried the thief.
  “And theft is illegal, so shoo,” said Lara 
bravely.
  The thief walked slowly towards her, 
knife in hand. Lara ran and the thief ran after 
her. Lara was screaming for help, but no-
one heard. 
  Wait, was that Alex running towards 
the lighthouse screaming something? Lara 
couldn’t quite hear. She got her metal stick 
and hit the man on the head. He fell to the 
ground letting out a girly scream. 
  With all the commotion Lara’s friend, 
Holly, came running out of her house, “Oh 
no, Lara!”

dangerous asteroids kept hitting their ship 
and they had to stop nearly every hour to 
mend it. 
  The captain was very annoyed with 
stopping every single hour so he decided to 
call all the crew members together and have 
a discussion about these annoying asteroids.
  “Does anyone have an idea about how 
to stop these asteroids?” the captain said in 
his regular, calm voice.
  The first mate said, “The problem is 
we don’t know where they are. Let’s put a 
crow’s nest on top of the Ruby Salamander 
and the five rookies can take turns on 
lookout.”  
  The five rookie sailors shyly looked at 
each other.
  But one of them bravely said, “That’s a 
terrible idea. Why don’t you do it?”

  The first mate said, “Well I can’t do it, 
because I have to set the course and I’ve got 
charts to read!”
  The youngest rookie said, “I’ve got 
another idea. Could we build something to 
give travellers a warning?”
  “I know,” said the first rookie. “We 
could build a lighthouse! Except that none of 
us are electricians.” 
  The captain said, “Well I took a laser 
course when I was in heaven. We’ll build a 
Galactic Lighthouse to detect asteroids and 
other space pollution. We’ll signal spaceships 
with our lasers to warn them.”
  The galaxy has been safer ever since. 
The crew were able to continue their travels 
because they found an alien moth who loved 
lasers and became the Galactic Lighthouse 
Keeper.

Grace Steenson
Co Dublin

Nessa Lynch
Co Antrim
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THE CREEPY LIGHTHOUSE

Every morning and afternoon at seven sharp, 
the fierce glow from the lighthouse beamed 
across the sea right into Miya’s bedroom. 
As always, the purple glow of the lighthouse 
shone into Miya’s room while she was 
studying. From down below she heard the 
usual hustle and bustle of her mum making 
dinner. Just then, her mum called up to her 
to wash her hands and set the table.
  In bed that night, Miya awakened by 
the most unusual sound, It sounded like a 
helicopter’s engine. She got up slowly and 
quietly, so as not to wake her parents, she 
went to the window and peered behind 
her curtains. She could not see anything 
because it was pitch black. In the morning, 
she asked her dad about the noise but all he 
said was, 
  “You have a great imagination, Miya,” 

STRANDED ON BALLYCOTTON 
LIGHTHOUSE!
 
One sunny morning Ashling and Ronan went 
out on their kayak. There was a sudden 
rumbling of thunder. The heavens opened, 
followed by a gust of strong wind that blew 
the kayak out to sea. 
  “Help!” the children shouted. “Help! 
Help!” But no one heard. The kayak was 
pushed further out. Suddenly there was a 
crash as they hit something hard. 
  “Wow”” said Ronan. They had been 
blown to Ballycotton Lighthouse.
  “Hello, is anyone here?” called Ronan. 
  “This place is deserted,” Ashling said. 
“It’s been automated since 1992.”
  They sat on the rocks to eat their lunch 
and were thinking about what to do when a 
seal pup popped out of the water and headed 
towards them. Ronan started to feel tingly.
  The pup stopped when he reached 
Ronan. “Hello,” it said.
  “What was that?” cried Ronan. 
  “What was what?” replied Ashling.
  “Don’t be scared, I’m Seamus,” said 
the seal. “Got any cheesecake?” 

  “Eehh n-no,” 
stuttered Ronan. 
“Wh-where are you, 
what do you want?” 
  “Well, I 
would’ve liked some 
cheesecake. And 
I’m right here. Hiya!”
  Ronan looked 
around - all he could 
see was Ashling and 
the seal pup waving 
his flipper in the air.
  “You’re a seal?” 
said Ronan. “How 
is this possible? I 
must have banged 
my head when we 
crashed”. 
  “You won’t be 
rescued tonight. It’s 
late and the storm 

smashed the lighthouse bulb. So you’ll be 
staying here,” smiled Seamus.
  Ronan explained this to Ashling.
  It was late when she finally believed him 
so they settled down for the night. Seamus 
snuggled between them.
  The children woke to find a busy 
Seamus humming. ”What are you doing?” 
asked Ronan sleepily. 
  “I’m making cheesecake with 
mackerel,” replied Seamus.
  “How can I understand you?” Ronan 
asked.
  “Because Ronan means ‘Little Seal’ in 
Irish. But although Ashling means ‘Dream’, 
you’re definitely not dreaming,” Seamus 
replied.
  “Seamus, if you wouldn’t mind, please 
can you help us get home? Our kayak is 
broken. But if we make a raft, I’ve rope to 
make a harness and maybe you could pull 
us? We could also use the kayak oars.”
  They looked for materials. Finally they’d 
gathered enough to start assembling the 
raft. Ronan found wood and nails, Ashling 
found a broken table and Seamus found 

rotten potatoes, which he used to make 
another cheesecake.
  They would set sail in the morning. 
That night, Ronan wished he could stay with 
Seamus on this island forever. 
  Before they left, Seamus said to Ronan, 
“I am going to miss you. When you arrived, 
you made me the happiest seal in the world!” 
  “Oh Seamus,” replied Ronan. “I’ll miss 
you too. I promise to come back.”
  They attached Seamus into the harness 
and headed home. The journey was bumpy 
but fun. When they reached land they gave 
Seamus a hug goodbye.
  The children ran home excitedly. They 
told their parents everything...except about 
Seamus!
  They persuaded their dad to start a Seal 
Watching Tour to Ballycotton Lighthouse to 
visit Seamus every week.
  Each time they return, they remember 
to bring a slice of cheesecake for their 
special friend.

Molly Tunnicliffe
Co Dublin

and then he clattered his plates into the sink 
and bustled off to work.
  After school Miya went to her sailing 
class, which she was exceptionally good 
at and today the teacher had a surprise for 
them! They were going to go all the way to 
the lighthouse instead of just going round 
the usual little route. It took a while to get 
going because they had to go through all 
the safety rules, put on lifejackets, push 
their boats out to sea and hop into them. 
Finally, they set off. The sea was calm and 
crystal clear, so they put up their sails and 
went quickly.
  When they got to the lighthouse, they 
sailed round, and Miya noticed that there 
was a slab of rock that was not covered 
in moss and seaweed. She wanted to 
investigate but there was no time to stop. 
Arriving home, she was greeted by the smell 
of a proper roast dinner and she couldn’t 
stop thinking about the mysterious stone.
  At the weekend , Miya went on her 
beloved boat. She sailed out to the lighthouse 
and tied her sailboat to one of the rocks. She 
hunted for the slab she found earlier and 
pressed it with her foot. The rock shuddered 
and then revealed a secret passage. Miya 
was intrigued and went through it. It was 
damp and musty and exceedingly long. Miya 
felt like she was in a never-ending maze. 
She was about to give up and head back 
when she heard something, it sounded like 
someone coughing.
  She crept along the passageway, 
turned a corner and was fiercely blasted 
with light. The inside looked like an entire 
little house contained in one room. In the 
corner was a bed, stove, couch and a table. 
On the couch sat an old man reading the 
paper and smoking tobacco. He looked up 
and smiled. His smile lit up the whole room 
and his eyes twinkled brightly. 
  This was the start of an exceptionally 
good friendship with his tales of helicopter 
food deliveries to him. Miya was a frequent 
visitor for a cuppa and scones filled with jam 
and butter!

Ella Williamson
Co Carlow



 144 | STORYKEEPERS VOLUME IV AGE ELEVEN | 145 

HELLO MR. LIGHTHOUSE MAN

Hello, Mr Lighthouse Man
show me the way

I’m lost at sea
For many a day!

Hello, young sailor
Follow the light

Just steady ahead
We have you in sight!

Don’t be worried
This lighthouse is here

To guide you home safely
So be of good cheer.

Thank you, O lighthouse
Your beacon of light
showed me the way

And saved me tonight!

Stephen Carroll
Co Dublin

SAFE

Jack blew out each of the candles that lined the rickety stairs. Everyone knew he was getting 
much too old for this job, but Jack was adamant that he should carry on. Jack’s wife, Carol, had 
died ten years ago, and all his grown up children had either moved away or been killed at sea. 
Despite all this, Jack loved the lighthouse.
  Meanwhile, a little way out from the island, a ship was sinking. Everyone assembled on top 
deck in their lifejackets. Well, nearly everyone. Cara was still in the corridors. She knew what 
she had to do. Cara had a secret, it was her secret, no one else’s, and so it was up to her to do 
something.
  Cara rushed around the next corner and found what she was looking for. The cleaning 
cupboard. She opened the door. Sure enough, there was Opal, crouched in the corner, holding 
Bella. She pulled at Opal’s wrist, as Bella barked urgently. She lifted her into the basket she’d 
stolen and tugged at Opal’s wrist again. Looking confused, Opal followed her.
  Opal was a stowaway, and Cara had stumbled across her cupboard. Bella was Opal’s dog. 
Opal had snuck onto HMS Charlotte and had been living in the cupboard ever since. Opal was 
deaf, so communication was hard. But Cara had vowed to help her. 
  She needed to get to the top deck, where they could get a lifeboat. But when they got 
there, it was deserted. Cara was devastated, but Opal’s lack of hearing had empowered her 
other senses.
  She had spotted a lighthouse. Opal gestured excitedly, and Cara felt hopeful, they were safe! 
Then Cara’s heart plummeted once more. It was too dangerous to swim, but Opal had spotted 
a door. Opal grabbed Bella’s basket and jumped on, followed by Cara. The girls paddled with 
bits of railing, the wind helping them. The island was very close. Suddenly, the door shuddered. 
They had hit a rock! 
  Bella’s basket was thrown into the air and Opal shrieked as it tipped in the water. Opal 
started sobbing. 
  As she put an arm round Opal, Cara shouted. “HELP!” she cried. “PLEASE HELP!”

***
On the island, Jack heard them. He climbed hurriedly to the top of the lighthouse and switched 
the light on. He hated all this new-fangled technology. He had refused to use the automated 
settings. It hadn’t stopped the workmen. 
  “It’s the rules,” they had said.
  But he didn’t care now. He flicked the switch to ‘automatic’ and ran downstairs, into the 
lifeboat. He set off. 
  The wind was against him, but he rowed and rowed. He rowed for Carol, and for Edward; 
his son who had been killed at sea. But most of all he rowed for the girls. He reached them.  
  As he hauled them into the lifeboat, Cara explained what had happened. Opal was sobbing. 
He rowed them back to the island, deftly avoiding the rocks. Cara ached all over. But she knew 
one thing. They were safe.  Safe and dry. 

Beth Ward
Co Antrim
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GRANDPA

My grandpa lived in a small lighthouse off 
the coast of Kerry.  He said that when he 
was a child, living in the lighthouse with his 
parents, the light shone every night to guide 
sailors.  
  The light stopped working when my 
father, Conor O’Brien, was born, and my 
grandpa never got it working again.  Another 
lighthouse, which was bigger, was built 
beside it anyway.  
  When my father grew up and got 
married, Grandpa wanted him to stay with 
him in the lighthouse.  He refused.  He 
moved to Leitrim with my mother, far away 
from water and Grandpa.  They bought a big 
house and, a couple of years later, I came 
along.  My mother, Susan MacDonald, told 
me stories of her childhood in Cork city and 
how she met my father in university.  
  When I asked my father to tell me his 
childhood stories, he just shook his head 
and walked away.  I must have visited my 
mother’s parents at least twenty times by the 
time my father brought me to meet Grandpa.  
I was about seven or eight.  Apparently, my 
grandma had died before I was born, when 
my father was just eighteen.  No one knows 
how, or why. So it was just Grandpa.  The 
minute I saw him, I knew I would like him.  
And I did.  We played snakes and ladders, 
tiddlywinks and imaginary games like 
pretending to be pirates.  I had to go home 
that same day, but I had a great time with 
Grandpa.  After that I got to visit him once or 
twice a month. 
  I was twelve when it happened.  My 
father was sitting reading the newspaper, 
my mother was loading the dishwasher and 
I was studying a map of Ireland.  Then our 
landline rang.  My father answered, and was 
on for at least half an hour.  
  When he came off, his eyes were red 
raw, and he sat me down and said, “Son, 
your grandpa has just passed.  He was 
getting old, and his body couldn’t take it 

anymore.  We’ll all be sad, but we’ll do this 
together all right?” 
  I nodded but went up to my room and 
cried for what felt like hours.  We went to his 
funeral the next day and it was very gloomy.  
We got home and my father started reading 
through Grandpa’s will.  It was a normal, 
money and things like that, until he got to 
the bottom and his eyes opened wide.  
  He handed it to me and said, “I think 
you should read this, Cian, just down the 
bottom.”  
  It read, “…and I leave my lighthouse 
to my grandson Cian, the best thing that’s 
happened to me since my only son was 
born.” 
  I was astonished, but happy too.  My 
grandpa really loved me.
  Nine years passed and I got married 
and left home.  We moved to Grandpa’s 
lighthouse, and I live there now with my two 
kids, Mikey and Kayla.  
  I got the light working again, and had 
this inscribed on it: “In Memory of Jack 
O’Brien.”

Kate Horan
Co Dublin

THE MOVE

Meg didn’t want to move, but Mum said 
that Grandpa needed them. Meg knew that 
wasn’t the reason. 
  Mum had been very lonely ever since 
Dad left so she had decided that they would 
move back to Ireland to go live with Meg’s 
grandpa. Meg Donnelly had lived in New 
York City ever since she was a baby, so she 
was not excited to move to the small country 
roads of Kilbaha. 
  Grandpa was waiting for them at the 

airport. When they arrived, he drove them 
home in his car. As they pulled up outside 
the house. Meg noticed that just over the hill 
was a lighthouse.
  “Grandpa, what’s that?” she asked. 
  “Oh, that’s just the old Loop Head 
Lighthouse. I haven’t been up there for 
years,” he replied.
  That night Meg woke up to find herself 
in the hall. She’d been sleepwalking again. 
She decided to go out and get some air. It 
was late May, so the night was bright but still 
a bit chilly (cold to a native New Yorker). She 
pulled on her coat quietly, not to wake the 
others and stepped outside. The cold air hit 
her face very suddenly causing her to shiver. 
Meg began walking up the hill towards the 
headland. 
  When she reached it she noticed that 
the rusty gate or door to the lighthouse was 
half open, I’ll just take a look, she thought, 
and then I’ll go straight home. So in she 
went as quietly as she could, listening for 
any hint of human activity but when she 
heard nothing she decided to keep going.
  Up Meg went around and around, 
holding onto the walls so she would not slip 
on the narrow stairs. Finally she reached the 
top. When she arrived she couldn’t believe 
her eyes.  The view was extraordinary, 
fields, cliffs, ocean.  Even the Atlantic looked 
smaller from up there. Next stop America!
  Suddenly she heard a noise. Someone 
was coming! Meg sprinted down the steps 
but then realised that she was almost 
definitely going to run into the person that 
way. There was a room a few steps behind 
her so she opened the door and ran through, 
closing it as quietly as she could. She was in 
a storage room. There were mops, brushes 
and buckets stacked and piled in heaps all 
over the floor. Meg heard footsteps coming. 
Suddenly the footsteps stopped outside the 
door. 
  Then she heard a voice, “I don’t know 
where else she could be, Margaret.” 

  Meg held her breath. Wait a second, 
that’s Grandpa’s voice! 
  “Grandpa I’m in here!” she cried. 
  “What on earth are you doing here, 
Meg?” he asked. 
  “I just wanted to take a look,” said Meg 
sheepishly. 
  “Well I think that’s enough looking for 
tonight,” said her mother.
  The next morning Meg woke up very 
late. 
  Suddenly the memory of last night’s 
events hit her! Meg laughed to herself. “You 
know, maybe it won’t be so bad here after 
all.”
  Then she went downstairs for breakfast.

Evelyn Roche
Co Dublin
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THE LIGHTHOUSE

There was a lighthouse down the street
Where you would not like to meet
It stands so tall and so bright
Where you can see the light at night
The water is so cold
The waves can be so strong
It hits the lighthouse that sounds like a bong
If it’s a he or she who likes to stand near the sea air
Even if it’s a fish or a whale or even a polar bear
To see a light house shine so bright
It would be a wonderful sight
Maybe a tall boat who needs a paint of coat
Sees what they see from the wavey sea
The lighthouse keeper works so hard
Even if he is alone and sad
We will always remember the lighthouse
Will be there
Even when it’s old and bare

Kallum Nolan 
Co Dublin

TREASURE LIGHTHOUSE
              
Eleanor wasn’t bored, not really. There was 
plenty to do in the town of Ballan. 
  Eleanor was just annoyed that she had 
been evacuated to Ireland. She had really 
wanted to stay at home in London, but 
mother had said it was to keep her safe, 
away from the bombing. 
  Eleanor was staying with the lighthouse 
keeper in his cottage. He was a nice old man 
and he tried hard to make her comfortable. 
But at the stubborn age of ten, Eleanor was 
trying her very best to hate everything to do 
with the town. She spent most of the day 
sitting by the door of the lighthouse, sulking, 
and that was where she happened to be 
right now. 
  Deciding that it was too cold outside, 
Eleanor hurried into the lighthouse. She had 
never been inside before and, forgetting her 
decided hatred, she gasped in awe. There 
were long, winding stairs going up and the 
sun shone straight down the middle, giving 
the whole place a sort of magical look. 
  Slowly, Eleanor inched her way up the 
steps stopping every so often to look around. 
Once at the top, she gasped again. There 
was the beacon in the centre with different 
equipment littering the ground. What really 
caught her attention was a big chest in the 
very back. Eleanor walked over, inspecting 
it before pushing at the lid. It flung open 
with a cloud of dust causing her to fall back, 
coughing. Once she had stopped, Eleanor 
peered inside. It was empty except for a 
page lying at the bottom. She carefully 
took out the page and looked at the small 
message written on it. It said:

He who reads this note so, will find the 
treasure from long ago,
In the grand light of old, I leave behind my 
fortune of gold.

Not thinking much of it, Eleanor pocketed 
the note and ran off for some tea. As she 
got ready for bed later that evening, she 

remembered the note. 
  “Mr Lighthouse Keeper,” she said. “Did 
you know about the note in the chest at the 
top of the lighthouse?” 
  “I’m afraid I don’t know what you’re 
talking about, child,” he answered.
  Eleanor turned away before she could 
see the mischievous smile on his face. That 
night she lay awake thinking of the note. 
Suddenly it came to her- whoever had 
written it must have left his fortune in the 
lighthouse! 
  Eleanor got out of bed and ran to the 
lighthouse. Round and round the stairs 
she went, up to the top. Once there, she 
searched around the beacon until she found 
a small panel on the floor beside it. She lifted 
it up to find a gap between the flooring filled 
with gold! 
  When she ran to tell the old man, he 
was nowhere to be found. He was never 
seen again. Many locals say that he was 
the pirate Blackbeard, but you can’t trust 
rumours. 
  Right?  
                        

Cara Quinn
Co Dublin

A NIGHT IN THE LIGHTHOUSE

Last night, my friends and I decided it would 
be fun to spend the night in an abandoned 
lighthouse by the coast. We eventually 
arrived after a long drive, starting to regret 
the decision we made when we saw what 
it looked like. It was eerie and neglected; it 
made a shiver go down my spine!
  We walked into the lighthouse and 
instantly a smell of mould and dampness 
filled our noses. When we all were inside, 
the door slammed shut behind us, causing 
us all to jump. We were unpacking some of 
our belongings and laying down our sleeping 

bags when a bat swooped out of nowhere 
above our heads, terrifying us all! 
  After a few minutes, we decided to 
explore a little, cautiously climbing up the 
lighthouse stairs, jumping as if we were 
playing hopscotch because a few steps 
were missing. When we finally arrived at the 
top, we heard a blood-curdling scream and 
somebody laughing, huddled together we 
tried to keep quiet when my friend Sophie 
sneezed!  
  Suddenly a harsh voice called out, 
“Who’s there?!” 
  The sound of angry footsteps came 
closer. STOMP STOMP STOMP was like 
drumming that never ended.
  Frozen in shock, I couldn’t move. 
Terrified, I suddenly dug deep down, finding 
courage. I shouted “RUN!” 
  We fled down the stairs, cobwebs flying 
in our faces and jumping over the missing 
steps. Finally, we made it to the bottom 
when I tripped and fell. I tried to stand up, 
but I felt a cold, wet hand grab my arm. 
  I looked behind me and I saw a huge, 
angry, crazy man behind me! Screaming as 
he dragged me upstairs, terrified for my life, 
I tried to break free from his powerful grip. 
  I was so sure I was going to die but 
then all of a sudden I heard my mum’s voice. 
I opened my eyes to find I was in in my own 
bed. I flung my arms around my mum. Thank 
goodness it was all a dream!

Áine Harte
Co Tyrone
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dark sea and skies…..when we realised that 
it was heading straight for us!! 
  “The light isn’t on in the lighthouse!” 
I shouted in despair. We sprinted over to 
the door and heaved the door with all our 
might but it just wouldn’t budge. We had to 
find some way up. We ran into the tent and 
rummaged in our bags to find our flashlights. 
We took them out and tried to guide the ship 
away but the lights were too weak to be 
seen. We would have to try to get up into 
the lighthouse from the outside.
  We again scavanged in our bags to find 
our harness and flung our weighted rope 
high and up over the iron rails. Then Oisín 
tied the other end to himself and I braced 
myself for the climb. Oisín pulled and I jolted 
towards the top of the lighthouse. 
  “Ow!” I groaned, bashing my head off 
the concrete. 
  “Sorry!” I heard Oisín say. I kept climbing 
and Oisín kept pulling. I reached the top and 
I hopped over. I gave Oisín the thumbs up 
signal. 
  In front of me was the great glass pane 
covering the large dark bulb. I used all my 
might to kick through the glass over and 
over until it finally smashed and I clambered 
inside.   I frantically searched for the power 
switch and then I looked behind me. The 
ship was really close. 
  My fingers felt a large button on 
the wall. I pressed it. I heard the 
light whirr into action and was 
blinded by the brightness. 
  I cheered! “Yes!!!” I 
whooped victoriously. The ship 
blew its horn and started to slow then 
turn. 
  “Woohoo!!” we all 
shouted. 

Naoise Cooke
Co Waterford

ARDNAKINNA AND THE LURE OF 
THE SEA

GGRRURRGH!
  My stomach grumbled loudly. We had 
been walking through the hills of Bere Island 
for hours now and I was starving. 
  Finally, we saw Ardnakinna Lighthouse 
in the distance. We persisted, one foot in 
front of the other, until we reached the 
lighthouse, then with our remaining energy 
we set up camp. 
  We were sharing our home with a flock 
of mountain sheep and lambs! Evening 
arrived and it was starting to get really foggy 
so we took out the gas cooker to cook our 
dinner….sausages! We wolfed dinner with 
relish, making up for our lack of lunch. 
  “That was so scrumptious,” I said to 
my brothers Oisín and Ferdia, and cousins 
Luke and Charlie. The fog was now really 
thick so we put away the gas cooker and set 
up our sleeping bags. We lit a small fire and 
toasted marshmallows and sang campfire 
songs, with the sheeps’ bleating joining in! 
We were soon exhausted so headed for the 
tents and all fell asleep immediately despite 
the coldness of the air outside. 
  We woke up at 2:45 to the loud blaring 
of a ship horn. This is why we had come - to 
watch the biggest ship on the planet, The 
Allure Of The Seas, which was passing near 
our southwestern shores! We were gazing 
at its immenseness, mesemerised by its 
beauty, hypnotised by its lights shining in the 

THE RUNAWAYS

“Stay quiet,” I whispered to Emmy and Dani. 
I could hear someone coming. If someone 
found us -  an eight-month old baby girl, a 
seven- year old girl and an eleven-year old 
girl -  we’d be back to Mum straight away 
and I know I definitely don’t want that to 
happen. Especially if they had run away 
from home when their mum had gone out to 
collect pizza to a lighthouse. 
  I spotted the lighthouse when we were 
buying baby milk for Emmy in a EuroGiant. 
Emmy is the whole reason we ran away. 
After Mum stopped working to look after 
Emmy, there was no one to earn money for 
the family so we started getting poorer and 
poorer and Mum started caring less and less 
until it was like her soul was gone. 
  One week when I was on holidays with 
my friend Carly and her family, I came back 
to find out Emmy and Dani hadn’t been fed 
since I left! I started shouting at Mum but 
of course she didn’t care. That’s when I 
knew we had to get of there. Dani agreed 
immediately, partially because she was so 
hungry she couldn’t think straight and, well, 
Emmy couldn’t yet talk but if she could I 
know she would’ve said yes. 
  So, after a few days of careful packing, 
we ran away. We got a taxi to a faraway town 
two hours away. Since then, we’ve been 
living in the same lighthouse, I saw from the 
E u r o G i a n t shop window. So far, no one 

has found us, but that all could change very 
soon.                              
  “Open up, I know you’re in there!” a 
strange voice shouted at us from behind the 
door. I got up and walked out of the room, 
urging Dani to do the same. I carried Emmy 
and walked into the other room. When I saw 
who it was, I was slightly relieved. It was only 
a teenage boy. 
  “Why are you here?” he demanded. 
“We were having a picnic on the beach with 
our parents and wanted to explore the town 
so we came to look around the lighthouse,” 
I lied. 
  “You’re lying,” he said glaring back at 
me accusingly. 
  “What?” I said, taken aback. 
  “I’ve seen you here for days and days. 
I know you don’t live here because it never 
went up for sale.” 
  “We just wanted to sleep here for a 
few nights while we’re in town,” I said lying 
not quite as smoothly now. “Our parents are 
in the hotel down the road and they know 
we’re here.” 
  He stared at me; he clearly didn’t 
believe a word I said. “Fine, we ran away, 
but please don’t tell anyone,” I pleaded. 
  “I won’t tell anyone if you tell me your 
names.” 
  “Fine, I’m Jane and they are Emmy and 
Dani,” I confessed. “Now you.”
  “I’m Jake Blouton.” 
  I froze. I’d know that name anywhere. 
Jake Blouton’s dad married Mum and they 
had come to live with us. That means I’ve 
met my brother.

Tara Walsh
Co Galway    
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AGE TWELVE
A dark wind howls
Diving into the dark waters, frothing the waves
Comes a sharp cut of air
Slowly stripping apart a small rowing boat
Unlucky enough to be caught in this dangerous storm
Nothing is to be seen by its passengers, but a black 
sky and a merciless sea
Shouting for help, but to no extent
Their hope turned grey
They turn to the unwelcoming rocks
Sticking out of the water, they tower
Like giants, jagged and threatening
But all this the unfortunate people cannot see

Through the whipping wind, and distracted by their 
friends’ yells,
They fail to notice the cold setting in
As they slowly sink to the bottom of the boat
One by one, with no intention to get back up
For fear has come
And with it
The rough sea

But then there is light
A glow so bright it is blinding
And the noise
Of a foghorn, distant but still there.

DARKNESS INTO LIGHT

Vivien Nesbitt
Co Dublin

SYLVIE’S DISCOVERY

It was spring 1920 and a girl was playing 
outside, on the island that she called home. 
Sylvie had short, brown hair and big, blue 
eyes, a navy-blue dress, a white petticoat 
and tights. She got up every morning and 
played in the rock pools with her puppy, 
Archie. Sylvie lived in a lighthouse, and loved 
the smell of the fresh sea-water, and the feel 
of the cool air on her face, her hair blowing 
in the wind.
  While Sylvie was paddling in a pool one 
morning Archie ran off. Sylvie was upset for 
she had been having a lot of fun. 
  She thought, He’s probably just hungry, 
and ran after him. 
  Was he in the kitchen? No. The dining 
room? No. 
  “Oh no! He’s in Uncle Richard’s office!” 
  Richard was a tough man. He was 
short and round, but don’t let that fool you; 
he could really hurt you.
  Sylvie shivered, but went in – her uncle 
wasn’t there. Archie was sitting looking at 
something beneath his feet. It was a trap 
door! She knelt down and picked Archie up, 
slowly lifting the trapdoor.
  She sat with her legs dangling down. 
She thought for a moment before lowering 
herself through it, still holding Archie. There 
was a narrow staircase of stone, going 
down. She took a deep breath and tip-toed 
down the raggedy steps. It was cold.
  When she was about three-quarters 
of the way down, she heard muffled voices. 
Sylvie froze. She couldn’t hear what they 
were saying, but they were rejoicing. Finally, 
she got to the bottom. There was a large, 
oak door, padlocked from the outside. 
  Sylvie whispered, “Why would they lock 
themselves in?” 
  Archie whimpered. Sylvie put her ear to 

the door, but she could only hear some of 
the words:
  “Tide … tonight … new moon … 
market.” 
  From the sounds, there were at least 
three men in there. She guessed that they 
were doing something illegal, judging from 
their excited but worried voices, and then 
she heard a voice she knew very well – it 
was her uncle’s! 
  “Now, I have helped you through 
everything so far, I have helped you catch 
the sharks then skin them and I’m helping 
you market them. I want my fair share.” 
  Two laughs rang out.
  One of the men spoke; he had a very 
posh voice.
  “Now Richard, did you really think that 
we’d give you the money?” 
  Sylvie looked around the passage and 
saw a telephone on the wall. She dialled 0 
and heard the Operator.
  “Hello, who do you wish to talk to?”
  “Could you connect me to the police 
station please?”
  Then came the voice of the local 
policeman, Sergeant Murphy. 
  “Hello, who is this?” 
  Sylvie told him what was happening, 
and Murphy sent his policemen over in boats 
immediately.
  One week later, the men and her Uncle 
were questioned in court. Sylvie’s parents 
were upset with Richard, but pleased with 
Sylvie and Archie. 
  One morning, Sergeant Murphy came 
over in a boat, and gave Sylvie chocolates 
and Archie, a medal!

Ciara Spalding
Co Cork
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THE LIGHTHOUSE TORCH

Many people wonder, “What is a lighthouse?” 
And if you were answer that question as 
simply as possible, you would probably say, 
“A lighthouse is a tower that guides ships 
into port.” Well, technically, that is what it is.
  There once was a little girl who went out 
on a walk with her grandad. In the distance, 
her eyes glanced over to an old tower.
  “Grandad,” she asked, “what’s that old 
tower over there?”
  “Why, that is an old lighthouse,” the 
grandad answered. 
  “Can we go see it?” the little girl asked. 
  “Oh, okay, you go up there and I’ll buy 
us some ice cream.”
  “Okay, sure, Grandad!”
  She wondered what was inside, so she 
decided to take a look. She went in and went 
up the stairs. A shine of the sun glanced into 
her face. “What a lovely view,” she said as 
she saw through the sun’s shine.
  Just beside her, the girl noticed a small 
box. She opened it and inside was a torch. 
It was in fact a model 82215QM torch. She 
shone it to an island and POOF! She was on 
the island. The girl thought it was so amazing 
that she shone it again. This time, she shone 
it to England and before she knew it, she 
was there too.
  Then the girl had an amazing idea. Her 
grandad had never been out of Ireland. If she 
used the magic torch, she could bring him 
anywhere. She went back to the lighthouse 
and told her grandad. He thought it was a 
brilliant idea and so many ideas about where 
to go - France, Wales, Italy.  He decided that 
he wanted to go to Scotland. That night the 
girl pointed her torch to Scotland and they 
both arrived. They had a wonderful time and 
went on many more travels, to Italy, Wales 
and France.
  The little girl is older now and she still 
has the torch. And she uses it all the time!

Ciara Gilsenan
Co Dublin

AN STOIRM MHÓR

Tá an tigh solais seo bán le dhá stríoca dearg 
ina lár. Tá doras beag chun dul isteach ann 
ar thaobh na talún de. Tá solas mór ag barr 
an tigh solais a chasann go mall, gan stad, 
gach aon oíche, agus le linn na drochaimsire. 
  Tráthnóna breá amháin, chuaigh 
iascaire amach chun farraige. Níor thug sé 
faoi ndeara go raibh stoirm ag teacht ina 
threo.  Cheap sé go raibh gach rud ceart go 
leor agus é ag seoladh amach - ach ní raibh.  
Nuair a tháinig sé go dtí’n áit cheart, chuir 
sé síos an t-ancaire agus chuaigh sé siar sa 
mbád   chun a líon a chur amach le cúpla iasc 
a fháilt.  Ach nuair a chuaigh sé amach bhí 
ionadh air go raibh sé ag éirí dorcha. Dhein 
sé sin saghas míchompordach é agus dúirt 
sé leis féin nuair a bheadh cúig iasc faighte 
aige go raghadh sé abhaile .  
  Tar éis cúpla nóimeaint thosaigh an 
fhearthainn ag éirí níos troime. Bhí an bád 
ag rolladh ó thaobh go taobh.  Bhí eagla 
ag teacht ar an iascaire. Ní raibh sé ag súil 
in aon chor le casadh mar seo san aimsir.  
Ansin thosaigh gaoth láidir ag ardú agus bhí 
an fhearthainn go doirteadh anuas. Bhí a 
fhios aige ná bhféadfadh sé braith ar éinne 
anois ach air féin chun teacht slán abhaile. 
Chuir sé inneall an bháid ar siúl. Bhí sé ag 
bogadh go mall sa bhád agus é cúramach 
gan ligint dos na tonnta móra dorcha taobh 
an bháid a bhualadh ionas nach raghadh sí 
suas síos san uisce.
  Bhí sé díreach iniúil an tigh solais a 
fheiscint ach bhí go leor ceo ann agus bhí sé 
deacair an solas a fheiscint. Bhí na tonnta 
anois mar shléibhte beaga timpeall air agus 
cé go raibh an tigh solais i bhfad uaidh, ní 
raibh aon talamh eile le feiscint aige agus 
más ea chuaigh i dtreo an tigh solais . Bhí 
scanradh Dé  ar an bhfear anois. Bhí an 
stoirm chomh dona san gur cheap sé nach 
mbeadh sé iniúil dul abhaile chuig a chlann 
go brách na breithe, ach lean sé leis go mall 
is go réidh i dtreo an tsolais, a chroí ina bhéal 
aige an t-am ar fad. Tar éis deich nóiméad 
fada eile tháinig sé níos gaire don tigh solais.  

THE LIGHTHOUSE 

SS-18 entered the atmosphere and crashed 
into Earth, the abandoned planet. Humanity 
had long since found better planets. After 
the crash, only 27 of the 186-person crew 
had survived, split up over what was once 
Europe. The reactor would soon collapse, go 
into meltdown, and explode. 
  Lightning crashed and thunder boomed 
outside. 
  “Do you think they will find us?” asked 
Bryce. 
  “Of course they will,” said Trent, lying 
through his teeth. 
  The truth was, he knew no one was 
going to save them from this old lighthouse, 
or even bother trying. After being stranded 
on the abandoned, polluted Earth, he knew 
no one was going to travel all the way to 
some planet to save six people. 
  “Guys, you coming?” asked Dakota, 
bringing him back to Earth. 
  “One minute,” said Trent, thinking about 
how ridiculous it was that he once believed 
someone could save them. Feeling even 
more depressed at this, he walked inside.
  Trent awoke that morning, feeling 
hungry. “Bryce, we got anything left?” he 
asked hopefully. 

Bhí áthas air mar go raibh sé ag teacht níos 
gaire don talamh agus an ché anois.
  Go gairid ina dhiaidh san, tháinig sé i 
dtír ar an gcé agus chuaigh sé abhaile chuig 
a chlann agus bhí sé scanraithe faoin eachtra 
ar feadh tamaill ach, diaidh ar ndiaidh, bhí sé 
ceart go leor arís. 
  Tuigeann gach iascaire gur deas an 
radharc é tigh solais ar lá breá, ach sa 
drochaimsir, is cabhair ó Dhia féin atá ann!

Treasa Ní Chrotaigh
Co Phort Láirge

  “Nope,” Bryce answered. Trent 
groaned. He hated having to leave the safety 
of the lighthouse and go around the city for 
supplies. He walked outside to the truck and 
pulled out.
  Later Trent found a store and took what 
he needed. He heard a sound and reached 
for his plasma rifle. He saw something move 
and shot. He heard a strange screeching 
sound. It was a snark. He decided to get 
back to the truck, because if there was one, 
there were probably more nearby. Just as 
he swung the door closed, they came out of 
the shadows, surrounding him and trying to 
outflank him. But he had an idea. He took 
out his rifle and shot them until his ammo 
ran out. They scurried to fill the spaces and 
during that moment Trent slammed down the 
accelerator pedal, speeding down the road.
  Trent saw something move out of the 
corner of his eye. He knew it wasn’t a snark 
- they were bigger. He then realised - it 
wasn’t a creature, but a human.
  Trent stared at the mutated person, 
who was breathing heavily. He managed to 
stutter, “A-a-a-re you human?” 
  The human rolled over, showing Trent 
a cut and torn face. Eventually it replied, 
“Yesss…” 
  “Where do you come from?” Trent 
asked.
  “You do not need to know,” the rasping 
voice replied. 
  “Tell me now!” Trent demanded, pointing 
his gun at the figure. 
  “Shoot me, please,” said the person. 
  “Tell me,” repeated Trent. In one 
movement the person grabbed Trent’s gun 
and shot itself. 
  It was then Trent heard a high-pitched 
sound followed by an alarm from his pocket. 
He checked his phone and saw the message: 
‘SS-18 - EXPLOSION IMMINENT.’ 
  Trent realised he had nowhere to 
escape the blast that would consume half of 
this world. He sat down, ready to embrace 
his fate, knowing he could not return to the 
safety of the lighthouse. Ultan Reddy

Co Dublin
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KURO

Kuro was walking through the village. He wasn’t staying long. He never stayed in 
villages for long. They were only tools for getting to The Castle. Kuro forgot things 
on his way there, but never forgot where he was going. Or why he was going there. 
Kuro walked past a couple of children. Acknowledging them meant nothing. He 
walked a few steps before he heard a shout behind him. He turned around with an 
annoyed expression and saw two people, one a child, and the other an old man. 
  “What do you want?” Kuro asked aggressively.
  “Hah, boy, I just want to talk.”
  Kuro got angry at that. Who did this old man think he was to call him boy? He 
didn’t know what Kuro had done.
  The old man continued, “I want to talk to you.”
  “You’re already talking,” Kuro said, angrily.
  “Be patient,” said the old man. “My name is Hairro and my grandson here is 
Shiro. I saw you and I think you can help us.”
  “You just saw me, that means nothing at all. I’ve a job to do so leave me 
alone,” said Kuro.
  “I saw you kill the merchant who comes to this village every week and I saw 
you murder the mayor of the last village you were at. I know who you are and what 
you’ve done. Especially to your family,” Hairro said quietly but menacingly. “And I 
can tell the high-ups what you’ve done. I’d say they can get you killed really fast.”
  Kuro thought about this then. 
  “What do you want? I’ll get it done but then all bets are off, got that?”
  Then the little boy, Shiro, spoke, “Uh, Grandfather, is this really good? Should 
you be doing this?
  “It’s fine. Give him the weapon, Shiro.”
  Shiro stepped forward and gave a large sword to Kuro. The sight of the sword 
gave Kuro vivid flashbacks to when his parents would force him to swordfight for 
hours and hours. To when he finally took the sword and…
  Kuro slapped the sword out of Shiro’s hand. 
  “Sorry, but I’ll keep my axe,” he said, tired. 
  Hairro ignored Kuro’s outburst and continued. “I need to get my lighthouse 
back. It was taken over by bandits. I don’t know the details, but I’m going there to 
get it back. I need some help, so you’re coming. Shiro is here as I can’t afford care. 
Now, we’re going.”
  They made their way to a sandy beach. The water glimmered in the sea, and 
they moved to see a large, red, towering lighthouse. They entered and saw The 
King, the person who Kuro had been looking to kill, and a group of bandits.
  “You!” Kuro yelled.
  The King said nothing and threw his dagger at Shiro.
  Kuro deflected the dagger with his axe and killed The King. The bandits 
scattered and ran.
  Now The King was dead, Kuro lived in the lighthouse with Hairro and Shiro, 
happy for the first time.

Cathal Barton
Co Donegal                                                   

THE LIGHTHOUSE

Introduction
Near Ballyvaughan village lies a lighthouse that is so beautiful it looks like 
it is from another world. It is surrounded by amazing scenery like steep 
limestone cliffs and a rocky coast that just takes your breath away. Its 
name is Blackhead Lighthouse. It was built in the early twentieth century. 
  People often fish by the rocks beside the lighthouse and it attracts 
a lot of visitors. There are relaxing walks around the lighthouse too. The 
scenery is amazing and the locals are friendly. There are twelve great 
lighthouses in Ireland and seventy in total, with all still playing a vital role in 
maritime safety around the coast of the island today.
  There are more than eighteen thousand six hundred lighthouses in 
the world today. Lighthouses are breathtaking buildings and should be 
taken care of. There are tour guides, or ‘volunteer keepers,’ to help you 
learn about the lighthouses and give you a tour of them.
  Here is my fictional story about lighthouses.

One summer my family and I were staying in Ballyvaughan. One day we 
decided to go out on a boat to see the lighthouse. So we set off on the 
boat and within fifteen minutes we arrived at the lighthouse. 
  Once we got there, we were given a tour of the lighthouse and told 
the history of the lighthouse. My family found it quite fascinating but I 
found it a bit boring.
It was getting late and we were heading home. Mom and Dad were paying 
when I decided it would be fun to climb up to the top of the lighthouse. So 
up I went.
  It took me a while but I got up eventually. When I was up there, I 
shouted down, “Hi!” I thought someone would hear me but no one replied.
  I started to get a little bit scared. I went to go down the stairs but 
found the door locked. Then I really got scared. 
  I tripped over something then. It was a torch. so I picked it up and 
turned it on. I walked over to the door. I looked through the keyhole and 
saw that the key was still in the door.
  If only I could get it!
  I searched in my pockets and took out a pencil. I also found a map 
that I had drawn of the village we were staying in. I quickly thought of an 
idea.
  I slipped the drawing of the map through the bottom of the door, then 
I pushed the pencil through the keyhole and the key fell onto the paper. I 
brought the paper back through the bottom of the door and thankfully the 
key was on it.
  I opened the door and ran down the stairs. I found my family in the 
gift shop and I ran up to them. They said they had beenlooking for me 
everywhere!

Annabelle Egan
Co Offaly
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A NEW FRIENDSHIP

Thomas scratched his grey beard and hid down behind the couch. There 
was no way he was talking to that do-gooder supply man. He hated talking 
to anybody, but especially to him. 
  Thomas’s wife had died a long time ago and he was so distraught 
that he moved away to a lighthouse where he could be alone and keep all 
of his feelings to himself. 
  One dark stormy night, Thomas was up on the top deck of the 
lighthouse, looking for boats that he could guide. Just when he was about 
to give up and go downstairs, he spotted a boat heading straight for the 
rocks. Thomas spun the lighthouse light in the boat’s direction but before 
the crew could steer clear of the rocks, lightning struck the light. He had 
to go and save them himself!
  Thomas arrived just as their boat started to sink and loaded them all 
into his boat. The family had a dog too, who leapt into the boat wagging 
his shaggy tail.
  Back in the lighthouse Thomas showed the family their room and 
scurried off, not wanting to talk. Then he went to look at the news to see 
how long this storm would last. Thomas was horrified when he heard that 
the storm was going to last three days.
  Early the next morning, Thomas awoke to the sound of a knock on 
his door and was surprised to see the two children at the door crying. They 
said they couldn’t find their parents. The children ran over to Thomas and 
gave him a big hug. He had almost forgotten what it was like to be hugged. 
Thomas said that they would go downstairs and try and find their parents.
  The couple were in the kitchen having a nice cup of tea. The two 
children ran straight over to them and told them how scared they had 
been. Thomas made some hot chocolate for the kids. He remembered 
how lovely it was to have company. 
  Outside it was still stormy and there wasn’t too much to do, so 
Thomas rooted through some old boxes and found a deck of cards. He 
taught the children some games. It had been an awfully long time since he 
had played cards with anyone and he really enjoyed it. Later they sat down 
by a nice fire and the family told Thomas stories of what they got up to on 
the mainland. 
  Three days later the family set off back to the mainland. They thanked 
Thomas for all of his comfort and kindness. Thomas was sad to see them 
go, and for the next few days the lighthouse felt extremely empty.
  A week later, as Thomas was slouching in his armchair, he heard a 
knock at the door. It was the family holding a gorgeous new-born puppy! 
They asked Thomas if he might want this puppy to keep him company. 
Thomas was overjoyed, and by his expression I think the puppy knew that 
they were in for a lovely long friendship together. 

Fionn Grennan
Co Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER

He lived in the lighthouse, until she arrived,
She stepped off the boat and the island came alive.
She showed him how to delight in everyday things,

And finally, in return he offered her rings.
Everyone loved her in the town by the sea,
But no one loved her half so much as he.

But then she had to go, not for long,
But the ocean’s voice, sang a different song.

But months turned to years and she did not return,
And he was left in his lighthouse to worry and to yearn.

He stayed there for years, torn up with regret,
And he promised himself, he wouldn’t forget.

He stood by the water, calling her name,
And he waited in the lighthouse for the girl who never came.

She was taken by the ocean, by her country or the fates
And the old lighthouse keeper, still he waits

Lily Burke
Co Wicklow



 160 | STORYKEEPERS VOLUME IV AGE TWELVE | 161 

BLACKOUT 

The sky above was lit with stars and a glossy 
moon, shining its reflection onto the bay. 
The cobbled road was speckled with salt 
from the sea. A man walked up the pathway 
to a door covered in scratches. He twisted 
the doorknob and stepped inside to a pool 
of darkness.
  He began his ascent up the wooden 
stairs, watching as the ground slowly became 
a myth. He could hear the soft patter of 
the starting rainfall outside. Cracks of light 
pushed their way through a splintered red 
door, It opened, with a bit of a grunt from the 
handle, into the brightly lit room. There was 
a middle aged man across the room perched 
on a stool, with his head against the glass, 
soft snores escaping his lungs. He walked 
over and shook him. 
  “Paul,” he called into the man’s ear. 
“Paul, wake up.” The man shook himself 
awake and rubbed his eyes full of moisture.
  “Ah, Brian. Is it that time already?” he 
replied, half asleep.
  “Yes - and you’re supposed to be 
awake.” 
  “I know,” sighed Paul. “I only meant to 
rest my eyes. I’m not used to staying up this 
late.” 
  “Yeah, well, tomorrow, bring some 
coffee.” Brian then held up a flask with 
steam flowing through the gaps.
  “Now go on home, it’s my shift.” With 
that he heaved Paul up from the stool.
  “See you tomorrow.” Paul started 
his descent down the spiral staircase, his 
footsteps growing softer as he faded into 
the night.
  Brian hung his wind-beaten coat on 
a hook and pulled off his salted hat. He 
trudged back over to the stool and dragged 
it over to the middle of the room so he could 
watch the bay below. The rain started to 
thicken, pounding on the glass until Brian 
thought it would shatter. The clouds let out 
a deep rumble from inside and the streak 
burst forth with barely a second to think. 

The rod of lightning struck down on a ship’s 
mast, sending a wave of electricity around 
the vessel. Brian watched in horror as the 
monstrous lightning struck many other 
masts along with cars and the church spire. 
Telephone poles collapsed and splintered 
to the ground. Brian heard a thump below. 
There were footsteps coming up the stairs. 
Paul crashed through the door almost 
collapsing on entry.
  “Paul! What’s going on out there?” 
Brian shook him by the shoulders.
  “Lightning hit my car. I was only a 
few feet away.” Paul straightened his back 
against the wall whilst the flashes of light 
continued to bring destruction to everything 
they touched. The men watched as it struck 
houses setting them on fire, swallowing them 
in a pit of orange flames licking up the night. 
The fires rose up into the sky higher than 
anything they had ever witnessed before.
  They watched as their view of the town 
from Blackhead Lighthouse was engulfed by 
flames and smoke, before there was nothing 
left to see through the cloud of destruction.

Daisy Braithwaite
Co Antrim

BALLOON BENNY AND THE 
LIGHTHOUSE GOBLIN

Once there was a boy named Benny. He 
loved making balloon animals like giraffes, 
sausage dogs, bears, horses and tortoises. 
He could make nearly any animal. 
  One day, Benny was outside in his 
garden making his favourite balloon animal. 
When he was finished making a big, green 
tortoise, he thought it looked so great that he 
decided he would show it to his mam. But a 
minute after he finished, his tortoise popped. 

The pop was so loud his little brother heard 
it from his bedroom and started to cry. The 
pop happened at twelve o’clock on the dot. 
It was very weird because a pop like that 
had never happened before and there was 
no pressure on the balloon.
  The next day, Benny went to the park 
and gave out loads of colourful balloons to 
children, but at twelve o’clock on the dot, 
the same violent pop happened again, but 
this time all of the balloons he had given out 
popped. The children started to cry. 
  Benny saw something in the corner of 
his eye. The lighthouse’s light was on in the 
middle of the day. But Benny had bigger 
problems to deal with at that moment, 
because all of the mad mothers were chasing 
after him. But finally Benny got home. 
  Benny knew something was up with 
the lighthouse, so he decided to go 
there before twelve o’clock the next 
day. When he got to the lighthouse, 
he waited. Then at five minutes to 
twelve, Benny heard footsteps 
coming up to the top of the 
lighthouse. When the person 
got there, Benny jumped out but 
he gasped because the person 
was a small, green goblin with the 
neck of a tortoise.
  “Why are you popping 
everyone’s balloons?” Benny said 
angrily. 
  The goblin replied in a crackly 
voice, “Because I like to see little children 
cry.”
Then the goblin let out an evil laugh and 
started chasing Benny, who ran down the 
lighthouse stairs with the goblin on his tail. 
Benny ran outside into the sunny day, but 
the goblin was still after him. 
  The minute the goblin stepped outside, 
what looked to be its mother came out of 
nowhere and said in an even cracklier voice, 
“Timmy, are you up past your bedtime 
again?”

  The goblin had a puss on him because 
he was annoyed. “But Mom, it’s the middle 
of the day for children up here, and I like 
making them cry by flashing the lighthouse 
light with a hint of dark magic that pops their 
balloons.” 
  The goblin’s mother said, “What did I 
tell you about talking back to me and using 
dark magic up here? Now say sorry to this 
boy and no dark magic for you for a month.” 
The goblin shrugged and the mother got 
angrier and she proceeded to grab him by 
the ear and they stomped off into a burrow. 
Never to return. 
  At least according to Benny, because 
he had no more popped balloon animals.

Éanna O’Reilly
Co Wexford
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THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPERS

In 1901, three lighthouse keepers
named Cahill, Murphy and Connors
Lived and worked in a lighthouse together
performing their duties with honour.

Murphy and Cahill went out one day
fixing damage from a recent storm
leaving Connors in the lighthouse resting
as he wasn’t feeling on form.

A little while later, Connors looked out
he gasped and loudly swore
A gigantic wave, as tall as the sky
was racing towards the shore.

He ran outside to warn the men,
but found it was too late
An almighty crash, the giant wave struck
and sealed their watery fate.

So next time you go out rambling
by the ocean’s salty foam
Spare a thought for the lighthouse keepers
who never made it home.

Katie Wright
Co Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE

I was sitting in the lighthouse in my favourite 
chair, thinking it would be an ordinary night, 
the usual nothing to see but the darkness of 
the sea.  But then I saw something. What 
was that?
  It was a bat that had scared me out of 
my skin.  But seriously, I then saw a massive 
boat coming towards the lighthouse and I 
was confused by the noises I was hearing 
coming from the boat.  There were roaring, 
snarling and high-pitched sounds that I 
hadn’t heard before.
  I got my telescope out and my mobile 
to record this event that was happening right 
in front of my eyes.  I waited for the boat to 
come closer, through my telescope I could 
not believe what I was seeing.  It was a T. 
Rex head and I jumped out of my seat.  I 
called the police - I didn’t know who else 
to ring - so they could come and check it 
out.  They thought I was crazy when I told 
them what I had seen.  They were very quick 
to arrive and told me that there were a lot 
of different species of dinosaurs and that I 
should leave now.  They were going to get 
expert help and bring them here.
  I started to pack a small bag of items I 
thought I would need but then curiosity got 
to me and so I headed down to investigate 
with my trusted dog Nova.  As I got nearer 
and nearer to the boat, I could see birds 
circulating high above the night sky making 
loud noises and the seals perched high up 
on the rocks seemingly afraid.
  As I climbed onto the boat with Nova, 
my hand was shaking so much that the light 
from my torch was moving all over the place.  
I went to the control room but there was no 
one there and the boat was on autopilot, 
so no wonder it had crashed up onto the 
shore.  I made my way down to the lower 
deck and followed the noises to where all 
the dinosaurs were as I knew by the different 
noises I had heard that there wasn’t just 
one.  When I opened the door I could not 
believe my eyes. There were spinosauruses, 

velociraptors, carnosaurs and ankylosaurus.
  We could not leave these dinosaurs to 
fend for themselves, we would have to look 
after them.  Everyone from the village arrived 
to see these magnificent creatures.  We all 
agreed that we would keep them safe from 
the rest of the world to protect them and us 
from an invasion from the rest of the world.  
Today they are housed quite happily in their 
own part of the village.

Dylan Cardy
Co Down

THE STORY OF HOOK HEAD

  “Meet me back here in one hour, okay?”
  “Yes, Mam, you’ve said that about a 
million times! We’ll be fine!” 
  I was in Wexford with my best friend 
Amy. My mam had made us go to Hook 
Head. It was so boring! 
  “I wish we could go somewhere actually 
exciting! It’s just a lighthouse,” said Amy.
  “I wish we could go to Loftus Hall down 
the road. It sounds so cool!” I wanted to go 
on the tour.
  “Well let’s do SOMETHING! Maybe we 
could explore the lighthouse?”
  “Um, Amy I don’t think we’re allowed…”  
  “Who cares! Let’s go!” 
  So I had no choice but to follow. The 
door was open so we went in. There was 
nothing in the room.
  “Boring!” Amy shrilled. 
  Amy ran up, again I had no choice. We 
kept on going up and up, until Amy found a 
stairs with a sign that read  NO ENTRY.  She 
ran up the stairs.
So I shouted up to her, “Amy, come down!” 
  She didn’t answer so I went up. I found 
I was at the top of the lighthouse with the 
light. I could see the whole of Wexford from 
up there. I was so stunned by the view that I 
jumped out of my skin when I heard a voice.
  “What are ye two doing ‘ere!” 
  I spun around and saw an old humped-
backed man with hair as white as snow and 
beard down to his waist, His clothes were 
rags and he was leaning heavily on a stick. 
  Amy was the first to speak. “Who are 
and what do you want?”
  “I’m the lighthouse-keeper and this is 
me lighthouse!” He glowed with pride when 
he said this.
  “Well, sorry, but your lighthouse is really 
boring.” I was shocked when Amy said this. 
  The lighthouse keeper’s face turned as 
black as thunder, but he had a determined 
look. “Well I’ll tell ye a story. It was a stormy 
night, the thickest fog, waves splashing 
on the shore. Even the light couldn’t see 

through the fog. I was sure nobody would 
be out, but oh was I wrong. The fog cleared 
for a second and I saw a boat. I knew I 
couldn’t leave it. I asked everyone to help 
but nobody did. 
  So I got me boat and went out into 
the waves, but for no more than a minute 
did I stay afloat. I thought it was me last 
moments but then I saw the boat. It threw 
me a rope and I jumped aboard and It sailed 
me to safety. I turned around to thank the 
sailor but all I saw was the back of their 
yellow coat, sailing into the fog…” 
  Both Amy and I were spellbound. I 
glanced at my watch. We were late!
  “We’re late Amy! Come on! Bye!”
  We rushed down and out to my mam, 
who was looking very mad. So I started to 
tell my mam the story.
  “We met the lighthouse keeper and-”
  “Um honey, there is no lighthouse-
keeper…” 

Isabel Durack
Co Dublin

LIGHTHOUSES

The sun on the sea
Can make everyone happy
With the sound of laughter, being a dafter
The ships going into shore, being guided 
by the lighthouse
The door is always open,
To make everyone feel welcome to the land 
of the forgotten sea.

Ciara Gilsenan
Co Dublin
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THE MAGICIAN’S GRANDDAUGHTER

One stormy night, a girl sat on her bed. Her name was Ossie. She watched the waves 
pound the cliffs that stretched around the bay. 
  Suddenly, a flash of light caught her eye. It wasn’t lightning, but a continuous 
pulsing. As she watched, it grew brighter until it illuminated her whole room. It was a 
lighthouse, yet it had appeared out of nowhere. Ossie stared in disbelief. A lighthouse.
  How could it have got there? she thought. It continued to flash out its warning, 
the beams pushing through the wind and rain.
  The next morning, though the storm had blown over, it was still blustery. When 
Ossie mentioned at breakfast that she was going over the cliffs for a walk, her mother 
immediately warned her to be careful, listing many potential dangers. Ossie rolled 
her eyes. She finished her porridge, donned her mackintosh and a ridiculously long 
multicoloured scarf and set out towards the lighthouse.
  As she approached, she noticed that although the ladder was new, it had the 
date 1888 stamped onto it.  She clambered up the ladder to the door and tried the 
handle.  It opened with ease as if it had been fitted last week. The wood was polished 
and brand new.
  Ossie stepped inside and closed the door behind her. She turned around, stopped 
and gawked with astonishment. To her amazement, she was looking at a rather large 
room. The walls were covered with circles and hexagons. They interlocked in a pattern 
and in the centre of the room was a table with six sides. However, it looked as if it was 
made of metal rather than wood, and it was covered in a curious assortment of dials, 
levers and buttons. Ossie was just about to go over to it when a door opened. An old 
man and a girl, a bit older than herself, stepped in.
  They were deep in discussion and the man seemed to be reprimanding the girl. 
Ossie noticed he was dressed rather oddly, in a shirt, a black tailcoat and a funny little 
hat, which sat lopsided atop his bushy hair. The girl was dressed much like Ossie, with 
a dress and over it, a coat.
  Then they noticed Ossie. The old man sighed, and said to the girl, “Susan, we 
must leave. We are getting ourselves noticed here.”
   He turned to Ossie and told her kindly, “I’m afraid, my dear, it is time for you to 
go.” With that, he opened the door, and with a smile, gently ushered her out.  Waving 
a goodbye, he shut the door.  
  From inside she heard a shout saying, “But Grandfather!”  
  Suddenly, there was a loud groaning and wheezing. With the strange noise 
reverberating, the lighthouse began to fade. Ossie watched, awestruck, as it vanished. 
Somehow, she knew that no one else should know about what she had seen. She 
turned and, deep in thought, headed for home.  
  Deep down, she knew that was not her last encounter with the old man and the 
girl.

Liam Meharg
Co Waterford

WESTHEAD LIGHTHOUSE

I live in a lighthouse.
  That might sound exciting but it isn’t, not really, because nothing much ever 
happens on Westhead. Nearly everyone has left for the mainland and now there’s 
only one tiny village on the island. Plus, the lighthouse doesn’t serve much of a 
purpose anymore, as barely any boats come by.
  Westhead is so small you can walk around the whole island in an hour. Our 
lighthouse, emboldened with red and white stripes, stands proudly against the 
surrounding ocean. My mum named me Atlanta (guess what after?!).
  My favourite hideout is the lantern room, the place where the beam shines out 
over the ocean. I’m sitting there now, gazing out at the island and the shimmering 
seemingly endless sea that stretches out for mi…
  “Atlanta?” A voice shook me from my daydream. 
  “Yes, Mum?” I pull myself out of my nook and trod downstairs.
  Mum was standing at the kitchen table. Imagine someone sleek, efficient 
and debonair. Well, Mum is the opposite of that, messy, forgetful and always in 
a tiddle, which is why what she says next doesn’t come as much of a surprise.
  “Attie, darling,” she said, giving me a trepidatious smile, “I forgot I’m going to 
the village this evening, so we aren’t having our games night.”
  I frowned, dejected and furious that games night isn’t happening. Annoyed, 
I storm back upstairs to the lantern room. I stared outside, losing myself to the 
rhythmic rise and fall of the ocean waves. I looked to the sky and saw grey clouds, 
signalling a storm on the way. Mum shouted goodbye at some point. I didn’t reply.
  Soon the clouds darkened, the sea swirling. I gazed out at nothingness…
wait a minute. I squinted, thinking I had seen something moving. I searched the 
horizon, but nothing, so I sat back wondering, was it a trick of the light? But then, 
just as I was considering going to bed, I saw it again. A boat? But what would any 
boat be doing out in this weather? As the sky opened up, I peered out. 
  And then I saw it. I let out a gasp. People on a boat! I’ve seen those boats 
before, on the news. The flimsy type that refugees often went in.
  Surely they’re lost, out there trying to find somewhere to land safely?
  I dashed to the controls of the lens, fumbling, my usually steady hands 
finding it difficult to press the barely-used buttons. I managed though, for a bright 
beam blasted out of the lighthouse, illuminating the boat. 
  My breath left me as I looked out, for in the boat are huddled so many 
people that I wondered how it wasn’t sinking. Their faces all shared the same 
expressions of sadness and fear.
  Determined to help, I lit a path from the boat to the island with the lens, 
heaving a sigh of relief as the boat landed safely on the island. Maybe I was 
wrong. Maybe our lighthouse does serve a good purpose, after all.

Anna Carroll
Co Dublin
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THE HAUNTED WORLD

One day the Ghost Hunters set sail to go 
across the globe, looking for haunted places.  
The Ghost Hunters had already discovered 
many a haunted place before. They caught 
all of their adventures on a camera that they 
brought with them all of the time.
  Mysteriously, the water they were 
sailing in became really rough and suddenly 
they started to go around in circles faster and 
faster.  The next minute, the Ghost Hunters 
were in a whirlpool and they were going in 
it. There was a flash of light and next they 
were teleported to a new world and there in 
front of them was this enormous bright white 
lighthouse.
  The crew decided to check the 
lighthouse and obviously to record the 
experience, but they realised this was going 
to be the most dangerous experience they 
had ever had before. They went to the bottom 
of the lighthouse and there was a headstone 
that read that a man had died here years 
before under unusual circumstances.  
  While the Ghost Hunters were reading 
the headstone, the grave started to open 
up and there in front of them was a visible 
ghost.  They all ran for their lives but two of 
the men didn’t make it out alive.  They ran 
to the top of the lighthouse but there was 
nowhere to escape apart from going down 
the outside of the lighthouse.  They knew 
the ghost was coming up, so they broke a 
window and then jumped from the top of the 
lighthouse into the ocean.
  The Ghost Hunters swam as far as they 
could in the freezing water to the nearest 
buoy to catch their breath.  They looked all 
around them: north, south, east and west 
but all they saw was a barrier the whole way 
around them.  There was no escape, would 
they be trapped in this haunted world forever. 
They gathered together to keep warm and 
pray that someone or something would help 
them.  
  After what seemed like an eternity, 
a white light shot out of the sky and they 

all woke up on a beach in the place they 
started from.  Was it a dream or did it really 
happen…?

AN TIGH SOLAS

  Fadó, fadó in Éirinn, bhí tógálaí 
iontach. Bhí sé ábalta nach mór gach rud 
a thógáil agus bhí sé go hiontach ag deisiú 
stuif. Lá amháin, chuir cailleach ceist ar 
an tógálaí a scuab caillí a dheisiú. “Cad 
a thabharfaidh tusa domsa má dheisím 
do scuab?” a dúirt sé. “Tabharfaidh mé 
pé rud atá uait duit a bhuachaill,” arsa an 
cailleach. “Ceart go leor,” arsa an tógál
aí.                                                                                                                                                                                                        
  Dheisigh sé an scuab caillí  agus dúirt 
sé leis an gcailleach cad a bhí uaidh. “Tá 
tigh uaim. Tigh nach bhfuil ag éinne eile sa 
tír. Tigh ard, tanaí le stríocaí air. Tá uaim go 
mbeadh sé in aice leis an bhfarraige chomh 
maith.” Smaoinigh an chailleach i gcomhair 
nóimeaint ansin. Bhí plean aici.  “Ceart go 
leor,” arsa an chailleach le meangadh ar a 
haghaidh . Go tobann, chuaigh an cailleach 
agus gach rud timpeall ar an tógálaí as 
radharc. Chuaigh gach rud dubh mórtimpeall 
air. 

* * *
  Naoi gcéad bliain níos déanaí,  tá 
muintir Uí Memamig ag bogadh go hÉireann. 
Chónaigh siad ar a n-oileán fhéin roimhe 
seo. Ach nuair a chuadar go Loch Garman 
ar laethanta saoire, thit siad i ngrá leis an áit. 
Tá dáréag sa chlann. An mháthair, Martha, 
an t-athair, Martin, a dtriúir páiste, Mary 
Óg, Martie Óg agus Maria Óg, tuismitheorí 
Mhartha, Mary agus Martie, tuismitheorí 
Mhartin Óg, Maria agus Martin, deartháir le 
Martha, Mathew agus beirt pháiste Mhathew, 
Milly agus Maverick.
  Is clann an-shaibhir iad na Memamig. 
Bhí siad díreach ina gcónaí in Éirinn ar feadh 
dhá lá agus cheana féin ba leo ceithre thigh, 

fiche carr, dhá chontae agus tigh solais 
amháin. Chuaigh na páistí go léir síos go dtí 
an tigh solais.
  “Bfhuil uaibh an tigh solais a mhaisiú?” 
a d’fhiafraigh Martie dá cholceathracha 
agus siblíní. “Ceart go leor,” arsa Maverick. 
Chuaigh siad isteach sa tigh. Nuair a bhíodar 
go léir istigh sa tigh solais, scaradar óna 
chéile. Chuaigh an bheirt bhuachaill suas go  
barr an tí agus d’fhan an triúir cailín ag bun 
an tí agus d’fhéachadar thimpeall. 
  Go tobann d’airigh na buachaillí na 
cailíní ag screadadh. “Is dóigh liom go 
bhfacadar damhán alla!” arsa Martie. “ 
Sea!” arsa Maverick, ag gáire. “An bhfuil 
uait dul síos ann chun na cailíní a scanrú?” 
a cheistigh Maverick.  “Ba bhreá liom é 
sin a dhéanamh,” a d’fhreagair Martie le 
sceitimíní. Shiúladar síos an staighre go ciúin. 
Nuair a shroicheadar an chéim dheireanach, 
stopadar. “Léim ar a trí!” arsa Maverick, 
“a haon, a dó, a trí!” Léimadar den chéim  
agus dúradar “BÚ!” ach in ionad na gcailíní 
a bheith ag screadadh is iad na buachailí a  
scread.          
  Bhí taibhse ag seasamh ann le scian 
ina lámh. Bhí na cailíní go léir marbh. “C-c-
cé tusa?” arsa Martie go scanraithe. “Mise 
an tógálaí is iontaí riamh. Dhein cailleach 
cleas orm. Táim greamaithe sa tigh solas 
seo go dtí go maraím cúigear páiste. SLÁN 
LEAT!” 

Niamh Ni Dhuibhir
Co Phort Láirge

TIGH  SOLAIS SA tSEAN PHOBAL

I gContae Phort Láirge tá áit ar a dtugtar 
An Sean Phobal agus tá tigh solais an-mhór 
ann.  Deir daoine go bhfuil sé aisteach mar 
go bhfuil an tigh solas i lár coille. Tá an tslí 
isteach chuige blocáilte le gáis nimhneacha 
glasa agus le fabhtanna móra dubha agus 
corcra.  Tá an choill mór agus tá na crainn 

glas agus dubh, ach aisteach go leor tá’n 
choill in aice na farraige. 
  Bhí gach duine róneirbhíseach chun 
dul isteach sa choill. 
  Ach lá amháin nuair a bhí sé ag cur 
fearthainne chuaigh cailín amháin isteach sa 
choill.  Bhí masc-gháis aici mar gur cheap 
an cailín go raibh gáis  gach aon áit sa choill 
ach bhí sí mícheart.  Ní raibh gáis ann gach 
áit, bhí sé ann, ach le haghaidh 5 méadar sa 
choill.  Nuair a bhí sí ag siúl baineadh tuisle 
aisti agus thit sí cúpla uair mar bhí a lán clocha 
móra leath i bhfolach ar urlár na coille.  Tar éis 
cúpla uair a chloig ag siúl, shroich sí an tigh 
solais.  Thosaigh sí ag gáire agus ag caint léi 
féin. “Ní fhéachann é seo aisteach!” ansin 
d’airigh sí duine ag screadaíl, “CABHRIAGH 
LIOM, CABHRAIGH LIOM!”  Rith an cailín 
chun cabhair a fháilt.
  Nuair a d’inis an cailín an scéal  d’fhear 
ar bhuail sí leis ar an mbóthar, níor chreid an 
fear in ao’chor í.  Ansin dúirt sé léi cruthúntas 
a thabhairt dó  go raibh sí sa choill.  
  Thaispeáin sí an masc-gháis a bhí aici 
don bhfear. Ansin chuaigh aghaidh an fhir  
chomh bán le sneachta.  Dúirt sé, “ná tar 
liom, tusa fan anseo, níl am ar bith le cailliúint 
cuirfidh tú moill orm,” ach tháinig an chailín 
mar sin féin.  Nuair a shroich siad an tigh 
solais, bhí duine fós ag screadaíl agus bhí 
guth duine eile ag gáire go gránna ag rá, “níl 
duine ar bith chun tú a chloisint”.  Dúirt an 
fear leis an  gcailín, “fan anseo!” An uair seo 
d’éist sí.  D’éirigh na tonnta níos mó agus 
níos mó ag bun an tigh solais.  Thosnaigh 
an fear ag screadaíl ar an gcailín gur cheart 
di rith ar nós na gaoithe.  D’airigh an cailín 
duine ag teacht. Tháinig eagla uirthi mar gur 
cheap sí gurbh é an duine olc a bhí istigh sa 
tigh solais a  bhí ag teacht ach níorbh é.  An 
cailín bocht a bhí ag béiceadh a bhí ann, bhí 
sí tollaithe ag na sceacha agus clúdaithe le 
brúitíní.  Rith an bheirt acu comh tapa agus 
ab fhéidir leo go dtí go raibh siad as an gcoill. 
Ní fhaca siad an fear sin riamh arís.
  Dhúisigh an cailín ag cur allais agus is 
cosúil nach raibh insan eachtra ar fad ach 
tromluí.

Luke Cardy
Co Down

Meabh Nic Aoidh
Co Phort Láirge
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AGE THIRTEEN & FOURTEEN
AN TIGH SOLAIS

Le Fiachna Ó Lochlainn. Rang 6. Scoil 
Náisiúnta na Rinne
  Bhí an ghrian ag imeacht agus bhí sé 
ag éirí fuar. Bhí Paddy Joe, an coimeádaí 
tigh solais, ag ullmhú don dinnéar nuair a 
thosaigh an bolgán ag preabadh.
  Lig sé osna as agus chuaigh sé suas 
chun é a dheisiú. Fiú muna dtiocfadh aon 
bhád go dtí an oileán, bhí ar a bheith deisithe 
ionas nach dtiocfadh aon ollphéist san oíche. 
Díreach nuair a shroich sé an bolgán, mhúch 
sé. Chonaic sé na tonnta dorcha ag éirí níos 
mó thíos ar an bhfarraige. 
  Bhí na hollphéisteanna ag teacht! 
  D’athraigh a chraiceann ó bheith fuar go 
reoite. Las tintreach an spéir, bhí toirneach 
le cloisteáil. Ag dul síos an dréimire le bolgán 
nua a fháilt, shleamhnaigh Paddy ón dréimire 
cúig mhéadar ón mbun.Bhí sé gortaithe; 
bhí pairilis ina chosa. Bhí air cabhair a fháil. 
Ansan thosaigh sé ag lámhacán go dtí an 
fón agus ghlaoigh sé ar otharcharr le teacht 
chuige, agus thit sé gan aithne gan úrlabhra 
leis an bpian.
  Tháinig an t-otharcharr agus bhailigh 
siad é agus thóg siad é go dtí an ospidéal, 
ach d’fhágadar an tigh solais oscailte. Idir an 
dá linn ar an trá, bhí na hollphéisteanna ag 
teacht amach as an uisce. Bhíodar déanta 
as bruscar. Ar dtús bhí Donald Dump déanta 
as bia - a aghaidh déanta as oráistí agus 
a ghruaig as spaghetti. Bhí Adolph Litter 
déanta as bruscar ginearálta. Bhí Peter Pane 
déanta as gloine. Bhí Baracka Obomba 
déanta as na báid a bhí sa Dara Cogadh 
Domhanda agus bhí cúpla buama fós air. Bhí 
Bags Thatcher déanta as málaí agus buidéil 
plaisteacha. Is iad siúd na hollphéisteanna a 
bhí ag an trá. Bhí gach ceann acu thimpeall 
ar dhá mhéadar ar airde agus bhí siad réidh 
chun rudaí a scriosadh. 

OPEN DOOR

The old lighthouse, the place where parents 
taught never to go. The place which was 
not the most secure hiding spot on the 
island. The place that was full of ghosts, if 
you believe the fairy tales or rather, horror 
stories. 
  And yet there they were, two boys 
hiding from the rain and that surprised them. 
They weren’t bad boys, rebels or the kind of 

  Ach in áit eile ar an trá bhí triúr 
ollphéisteanna beaga a bhí 30cm ar airde. 
Bhí ceann déanta as sliogáin darbh ainm 
Shelly. Bhí ceann eile déanta as gaineamh 
darbh ainm Sandy agus bhí an ceann 
deireanach déanta as trioscar, darbh ainm 
Feamainn. Bhí siad siúd tuirseach ó bheith 
a’dul i ndiaidh na hollphéisteanna bruscair. 
Bhí siad ag iarradh na hollphéisteanna 
bruscair a stopadh ó gach rud a scrios, ach 
bhí siad traochta ó bheith ag snámh isteach; 
bhí sé cúig uaire níos deacra dóibh siúd toisc 
iad a bheith níos lú.
  Níor theastaigh ó na hollphéisteanna 
beaga ligint dos na hollphéisteanna bruscair 
gach rud a scriosadh mar ansan ní bheidh 
duine ar bith ann chun na farraigí a ghlanadh 
suas.
  Nuair a tháinig siad chomh fada leis an 
teach solais le chéile, d’úsáid siad rópa chun 
an bolgán nua a cheangailt d’Fheamainn 
agus dhreap siad síos an dréimire agus chuir 
siad an bolgán isteach. Láithreach bonn 
chuaigh Dump, Litter, Pane, Obomba agus 
Thatcher díreach ar ais isteach sa bhfarraige.
  Ina dhiaidh sin, thug Shelly, Sandy 
agus Feamainn aire don teach solais go dtí 
gur tháinig Paddy Joe thar nais.

Fiachna O’Lochlainn
Co Phort Láirge

teenagers that would go to a crappy place to 
prove they weren’t scared. No, just regular 
15-year-old kids whose houses were too far 
away to make a run for it in the cold summer 
rain.
  “It’s bucketing down, innit?” asked the 
raven-haired boy. His friend looked at him 
with a questioning expression. “It’s raining 
hard,” he explained again.
  “Oh, um, yeah,” the fair-haired boy 
agreed. He wasn’t stupid, just didn’t 
understand the Irish slang Jake used 
sometimes. 
  “I guess it wasn’t the best to bunk off 
today. You know if you hang around me a 
long time, you’ll be called a dosser, yeah?” 
he asked, not for the first time. He had 
every right to be concerned. He knew what 
others in the village thought about him and 
he couldn’t care less but Micha wasn’t like 
that. He was your friendly not-so-outgoing 
boy next door. 
  And that’s why Jake couldn’t put a finger 
on why and how they had become friends in 
the first place. Micha was just there. Micha 
wasn’t an eejit like himself. Jake also looked 
up to him, not just because he bored with 
his own rubbish, but also because he had 
an excellent manner and never talked back 
to anyone. 
  “What are you thinking about?” Jake 
was brought back from his thoughts. He 
looked at the half-smiling boy on his left.
  “Nothing in particular,” he said, smiling 
at the other.
  The weather didn’t seem to be getting 
any better. The raven-haired boy was about 
to suggest that they should light a lamp 
because it had got pretty dark already, but 
the footsteps and rustling from outside cut 
him off.

  “Micha, I don’t have a good feeling about 
this, we should hide... there!” He pointed at 
a chamber door under the staircase. He got 
up and opened the door. Mischa followed - 
he already learned due multiple occasions to 
listen to Jake’s gut feelings. 
  And so they got inside the chamber 
and closed the door. Just in time because a 
moment later the front door opened with a 
tiff. Someone came in and walked around. 
This someone also rustled in front the 
chamber door. Jake felt how tense Mischa 
was and tried to help him a bit. He snuck his 
hands around him and held him close.
  “It’s gonna be fine. We’re gonna be 
okay...” Jake whispered. He himself wasn’t 
sure if that was a promise he could keep. 
But his empty promises seemed to once 
again stop his friend’s heart from racing. 
  “Michael!” a croaky voice called out. 
The two frightened boys held each other 
closer. They both shrieked as the chamber 
door slammed open.

Reka David
Germany
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