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WELCOME | 1 STORYKEEPER VOLUME III

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 BIG AL’S LIGHTHOUSE

There was a boy called Fred and he loved 
dinosaurs. Once Fred was swimming in the 
sea and he got stuck. He looked under the 
water to see what it was and his foot was 
caught in the ribs of an allosaurus skeleton. 
  Fred tried to drag the skeleton back to 
the lighthouse that he lived in. He couldn’t 
pull it out of the water, but he told all the 
fishermen and fisherwomen about what 
happened. But none of them believed him. 
  That night, at low tide, the light from 
the lighthouse shone over the skeleton of Al 
the allosaurus. Everybody saw it.  The next 
morning Fred got up and said to everyone, 
“Help me pull this dinosaur out of the sea!”
  They all helped and pulled Al the 
allosaurs to the shore. Everyone celebrated 
because Fred the junior palaeontologist  
had helped the other palaeontologists 
discover more fossils and made the 
lighthouse famous.

MAX AND SKIPPER AND THE 
MAGICAL SWORD 

Chapter 1: The Lighthouse
Once there was a boy named Max who had 
a dog called Skipper. Max lived in Ireland 
with his family, in a small house with a hay 
rooftop. Max’s mum and dad wanted to buy 
a nearby lighthouse to live in. The lighthouse 
was for sale and they dreamed of making a 
home there.
  One day Max took Skipper out for a 
walk. They visited the lighthouse and saw a 
few cool things. Max saw a green emerald 
on a barrel. Max ran home to his parents 
with the emerald. 
  Max’s mum said, “Emeralds are actually 
worth one thousand euros!”
  “What will we do with the money?” his 
dad said. 
  “We could buy the lighthouse and some 
furniture now!” Max said.
  Meanwhile, Skipper - who was still 
at the lighthouse - found a bone! He tried 
to grab hold, but the bone pulled back!!! 
Skipper jumped back in fear. The bone flew 
into the air and attached to the body of a 
nearby pirate. Skipper ran away. He didn’t 
get a bone, but he got to bite it! 

Chapter 2: The Pirate Ghost
Big Beard was a very big, fat, pirate, he 
was captain of the Boney Pirates.  The 
Boney Pirates were a group of dead pirates 
who brought treasure from their ship to 
the lighthouse. They kept a magical sword 
hidden inside a very powerful chest. The 
sword was made by the gods and could only 
be used by the Chosen One for good. 

The Chosen One will know where the key 
for the chest is, they won’t know it but the 
key will be in their possession. And only they 
have enough power to turn the key and open 
the chest!

Chapter 3: The Magical Sword
Max and Skipper went back to the lighthouse. 
Max found the lever for opening a hidden 
trap door. He pulled it and saw all the rubies 
and diamonds, but Big Beard was down 
there too! 
  Max and Skipper jumped down. 
Skipper’s collar fell off and Max caught it. 
“It looks just like a key, I never noticed that 
before!” said Max. 
  Max landed beside a chest, the lock 
looked very like the key. Max put it in the 
lock and turned the key. Max was surprised 
when the chest opened up. He found the 
magical sword and pulled it out. 
  Big Beard pulled out his sword and 
swung it. He said, “You don’t deserve that 
sword! It’s mine, I took it!”
  “You don’t deserve it… you stole it in 
the first place!” laughed Max.
  Max hit Big Beard’s sword and it 
snapped in half. Big Beard was shocked that 
his only weapon was broken. 
  So Big Beard retreated and Max won. 
His family was rich and had an amazing life 
now in the lighthouse. Max hoped for another 
adventure one day. Skipper dreamed of 
eating bones.

Matthew Kennedy
Co Meath 

THE LITTLE BOY, THE BUOY & 
THE LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time, in 1788, there was a 
boy named Jake. Jake was only seven 
years old and he was on a vessel ship. 
  There was a BIG rock and the ship 
hit the rock. The ship started sinking. Jake 
was swimming to shore when he saw he 
was heading towards a buoy. When he got 
past the buoy, Jake’s feet got hurt because 
it was getting shallower. 
  When Jake got to shore, he saw a 
lighthouse. Jake’s house wasn’t far away 
from the beach, so he ran home. 
  Now whenever Jake sees a big light it 
reminds him of the lighthouse.

Séamus Moriarty
Co Dublin

Luke Carson
Co Dublin 
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THE BOY, THE MERMAID AND THE LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time there was a little mermaid. Up above her palace was a 
lighthouse. The lighthouse was on a little island called The Rock of Light.
The little mermaid longed to go to The Rock of Light but she was not 
allowed. Every time she tried, her father cried out, “Come back Sophie, 
it’s dangerous up there. The fire will burn you!”
  Up in the lighthouse was a little boy called Leo. He lived with his 
mother, the lighthouse keeper. Leo helped his mother to light up the 
beam on the lighthouse every evening. 
  One evening Sophie saw a ship going to The Rock of Light. There 
was a rope on it. She held on tight to it. When the boat got there, she 
was amazed! It was night when she arrived on the shore. She saw the 
light beaming bright and a little boy coming down the hill. 
  Oh no, I’d better hide! she thought.
  Back down in the sea, Sophie’s father was looking for her all night. 
  “Sophie! Sophie! Where are you?” he called.
  On land, Sophie was hiding in the seaweed. When she came out, 
the boy saw her tail! 
  Leo said, “Wow, You’re a mermaid!”
  “I am a mermaid, but please keep it a secret,” Sophie said. 

  “I will. My name is Leo”
  “My name is Sophie. I love seashells,” she said. So they spent the 
rest of the day collecting them. In the evening before Leo left to go help 
his mum, she asked, “Does the fire really burn you?”
  “What fire?” asked Leo.
  “The fire that burns bright in the night?” she said.

Leo looked puzzled. “You mean the electricity we use to light the beam?”
  “Oh!” said Sophie.
  Leo asked, “Is the sea dangerous?”
  “No,” said Sophie
  “Oh!” said Leo. “My mother said it was because my father died at 
sea”.
  “That’s sad” Sophie said. “The sea is not dangerous to me because 
it is my home.”
  They finally said goodbye and Sophie dove back down. “See you 
soon!” she said.
  Sophie returned to the sea and her father found her. “Where have 
you been?” he asks.
  “Oh no!” she thought. “I can’t tell him, or he will be furious at me!”
  “I’ve been travelling the seven seas,” Sophie lied to her father.
  “I looked in the seven seas, but I did not find you,” he replied.
  Sophie said, “I actually went to the Rock of Light. I met a boy called 

Leo. He is my friend now.”
  “Oh no! Did the fire burn you?” her father said.
  “No way, José! It’s not fire. It’s electricity! It won’t 
burn you!” Sophie said.
  “Oh,” said Sophie’s father. He was not angry.   
    “You can go up if you wish. Friendship 

is important and it makes you happy.”
  Now Sophie goes up every day 
to see Leo and he sings:

 

Alannah Butterly
Co Dublin

“Rainbows and butterflies flying away,
Out comes a mermaid every day, 
Laughing and splashing in the sea spray,
She is my friend coming to play.”
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JEWELS AND GOLD

One-night Charlie was woken by some 
shouting. He peeped out the window and 
there were two men carrying boxes of gold. 
He felt something soft brush past him. Just 
as he opened his mouth to scream, he 
saw it was only Tim the dog. They lived in 
a lighthouse by the sea with his dad Billy. 
Charlie turned back to look out the window 
and all he could see was a little dot floating 
in the sea heading back towards land. 
  Over the next few days, he saw these 
two men every night. So, one night he 
tiptoed downstairs and hid. He watched 
them from his hiding place, they hid gold in 
one of the ceiling shelves, then they quietly 
went to their boat and sailed away. Charlie 
went back to bed and dreamed of robbers 
and gold. 
  The next morning, Charlie told his dad 
and then they told Tim the dog to pounce 
on them whenever they came back. Dad 
and Charlie hid waiting one night. Charlie 
felt scared. Then they heard Tim growl. Tim 
pounced on them then dad and Charlie ran 
over. The robbers were Boots and Wesley, 
their old neighbours. 
  “I knew they were jealous of someone,” 
said Dad.
  Charlie went to call the cops and they 
came speeding over in their nightgowns. 
They brought the robbers and the gold back 
to jail. 
  Charlie woke up in the morning and had 
forgotten all about it. 

Alice Bailey
Co Carlow

THE MISSING SUNGLASSES

One lovely sunny day, two mermaid sisters, 
Daisy and Bella, were playing ball in the sea. 
They played in the sea in Howth everyday. 
  Daisy told Bella she wanted to get her 
sunglasses from her seabed.  When the 
sisters got there, Daisy’s sunglasses were 
missing. 
  “WHERE have they gone?” asked 
Daisy.
  Daisy and Bella decided to look for the 
sunglasses. They looked everywhere. They 
asked all their mermaid family and their sea 
friends.  Nobody had seen them. 
  Eventually, the two mermaids bumped 
into their friend Rosie the Seahorse. 
  “I know where your sunglasses are,” 
said Rosie. “Jake the Seal is wearing them! 
He is at the lighthouse.”
  Daisy, Bella and Rosie went straight to 
the lighthouse to see Jake the Seal. When 
they got there, Jake was sunbathing looking 
very happy with Daisy’s sunglasses on. He 
had borrowed them and forgot to ask. 
  “Oh, I’m sorry Daisy,” said Jake. 
  “It’s okay!” replied Daisy. “You can wear 
them until you are finished with them.” 
  “Thank you!” said Jake the Seal. 
  The two mermaid sisters, Rosie the 
Seahorse and Jake the Seal all sunbathed 
together at the lighthouse in Howth for the 
rest of the sunny evening. 

Lyla-Rose Duke
Co Dublin

THE MAGICAL DOOR

One fine day when I was twelve years old, I 
went to my special place in my garden where 
I read my books. Suddenly, I saw a magic 
light swishing past me and shining on a tiny 

mint green door as small as my thumb. As 
I peered it grew and grew until it was big 
enough for me to fit through. 
  There wasn’t a door handle, there 
wasn’t a door knocker but there was a little 
silver bell. On the bell were the words: Ring 
me three times.  I was curious and rang the 
bell. 
  The door immediately burst open. I 
nervously crept in not knowing where I was 
going. 
  “Hello, hello!  Is there anyone there?” I 
called out. 
  I didn’t hear a sound coming back so I 
tip toed in. 
  I heard waves crashing against rocks, 
seagulls squawking and tasted saltiness in 
the air. Grey clouds whooshed by. I found 
myself standing on a rocky island and there 
was an old lighthouse in front of me. A seal 
slipped into the water. I saw a humongous 
whale in the sea.  Two puffins hovered above 
me. One lifted a wing as if he were waving 
at me.
  I followed the puffins because I thought 
that they were trying to tell me something. 
They brought me to the shabby lighthouse. 
I felt like I had seen the lighthouse before. 
  I kept walking until I got to the blue 
door, next to the door were numbers. I 
remembered a song my grandfather had 
sung to me:
    A lighthouse there will be
    Surrounded by the sea
    To open the blue door 
    Press 21184 
  I pressed the buttons; I felt excited and 
scared. The code worked and I opened the 
door.
  I climbed a circle stair and I counted 
the steps, one, two, three all the way to the 
top. It was quickly getting dark and foggy.  I 
looked out through the glass and saw a huge 
ship sailing towards an enormous sharp rock. 
The light was not shining. The bulb was not 
working. I waited for the spare bulb to turn 
and light but it was stuck. I wondered what 
was happening.

BUBBLES THE CLOWNFISH

Bubbles was a little clownfish who lived in the 
sea off the coast of Wexford.  He lived with 
his mum, dad and his brother Stripes.  They 
lived in a coral reef close to the lighthouse.
  One day, Bubbles wanted to go out 
swimming and to search for some worms.  
Worms were his favourite food. Bubbles’ 
greatest fear was swimming to close to 
the shore because he might get caught by 
fishermen.  So he decided to go out at night 
when there were no fishermen around.  
  It started to get dark, so Bubbles set 
off on his search for worms.  Before he left 
home, he found a little pouch to collect the 
worms in.  
  While he was out on his adventure, 
Bubbles lost track of where he was.  He got 
scared because he thought he was going 
to be out all night and then morning would 
come and the fishermen would be out.

When I was a little girl my grandfather 
explained how lighthouses work. So, I took 
out the bulb that was not working and put 
in the new bulb. It worked; the bulb shone 
brightly.  The ship changed direction. 
  I felt my way down the stairs and 
went outside.  I tried to retrace my steps 
but couldn’t see where I was going. I was 
terrified. I banged into a wall and turned 
around. It was the wall of my garden. I ran 
into my house and told my mother. 
  She explained that my grandfather had 
been the lighthouse keeper and that now, 
when there is trouble in the lighthouse, a 
member of our family is called to help. She 
showed me a photograph of my grandfather 
standing in front of the lighthouse. 
  That was where I had seen the 
lighthouse before.

Saorla Lynch
Co Cork

Then Bubbles had an idea. He swam to 
the surface to see if he could see the light 
from the lighthouse.  He found the light and 
followed it and it led him home.  
  Bubbles was so happy to be home and 
he shared all of his worms with his family.

Oliver O’Connor
Co Dublin
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THE LIGHTHOUSE IN MY DREAM

Once upon a time there was a girl called Chloe. She 
lived in a little cottage with her family. She had no 
friends. 
  Luckily, they were moving to The Lighthouse. 
The Lighthouse is a famous monument in the city! So 
that meant Chloe could make new friends. Chloe and 
her family lived close to the lighthouse to make sure 
the light was on all the time.
  The next day Chloe was turning eight. Her mum 
Judy was very nice, so she wanted to invite the other 
kids! But Chloe didn’t know when she woke up there 
were three kids in front of her. Their names were Mia, 
Emma and Zoey.
  So after the party they went for a picnic on the 
beach. Chloe, Mia, Emma and Zoey believed in Lily 
Red. They always wished they could meet Lily Red. 
Suddenly a flash came from the other side of the 
beach! They were so scared, but Mia told Emma, 
Chloe and Zoey, “We need to be really brave now to 

Shanmukhapriya Mamidala
Co Meath

make sure the beach is safe.” So they went together!
  When they went to the other side of the beach, 
they saw Lily Red. They were so excited and Lily Red 
wanted to stay with them. So Chloe and her friends 
told Lily Red that she could stay with them for the 
night. Lily Red was delighted to stay. They had a 
slumber party!
  In the slumber party, they had a pillow fight. “It 
was amazing,” said Lily Red. A big flash came from 
the lighthouse. Chloe went to check if everything was 
okay. 
  Suddenly, Mr John’s torch battery died. Chloe 
wanted to check if her dad was fine. Lily Red, Chloe 
and her friends went to see if Mr John was okay. They 
were frightened but they were brave enough to go. 
Accidentally they bumped into Mr John. They were 
shocked.
  Mr John greeted them and they felt better. Mr 
John asked Lily Red if she could help fix the light. “My 
pleasure,” said Lily Red. 
  “I have to go,” said Lily Red.
  “Wait!” said Chloe. “We all want to know your 
true identity.”
  Lily Red said, “This needs to be kept as a secret.”
  “Okay, we understand,” said the girls.
  “See you next time, girls!”
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THE WAVE MEN

Chapter One 
Once upon a time, there were four children called Ann, Pete, Lilly and 
Max. They lived in a cottage by the sea. Every morning they would look 
out their bedroom window and catch a glimpse of the old abandoned 
lighthouse. It was tall, narrow and from the outside it looked a bit scary. 
One rainy day their mother bought them a horror storybook called The 

Wave Men.  As they flicked through 
the pages, they saw a picture of 
the old abandoned lighthouse and 
wondered why a photograph of it 
was in such a scary story? 
  At first, they thought it might 
be another lighthouse but then 
they read it was near the magic 
beach. 
  “We live on the magic beach,” 
said Lily. 
  “What if the Wave Men rob 
us?”
  “Have you lost your mind?” 
asked Pete. 
  “It’s just a story, they are not 
real.”
  “Em, maybe we can go to the 
lighthouse and see if the story is 
true?” said Max. 
  “Okay, whatever,” Pete 
groaned. 

Chapter Two
The children set off to the 
lighthouse. Pete opened the 
lighthouse door and out came a 
fairy. 
  “Ahh!” Pete screamed. 

  “What’s so scary?” the fairy asked. 
  The others giggled. The fairy flew off into the lighthouse and up the 
stairs with the children quickly following behind her. 
  At the top of the lighthouse they found a map of the sea with “X” 
marked on a ship called The Wave Men.

Chapter Three
The next day the children’s mother said they could go out to the 
lighthouse and play. Ann grinned as Pete, Max and Lilly followed her to 
the lighthouse. 

  “Should we ask the lighthouse fairy if 
she can help us capture The Wave Men?” 
said Pete. 
  “I think we should,” Max said. 
  “She might have cages or nets or 
maybe even magic traps,” said Lilly. 
  The others laughed. “Oh Lilly,” said 
Max. “You really are funny, but I like you all 
the same.”
  When they got to the lighthouse, they 
heard a loud crash, bang and squeal and 
out tumbled four ferocious pirates. 
  “Oh, we are the four ferocious Wave 
Men,” they sang. “We steal, we shout and 
fight! No one has captured us, and they 
never will. Ha ha ha ha!” 

Chapter Four
When the children heard The 
Wave Men’s song, they got very 
scared. What if they captured the 
lighthouse fairy? 
  The children crept into the 
lighthouse feeling a bit scared but 
when they got to the top, they saw 
the lighthouse fairy singing and 
dancing. 
  “Oh, this is wonderful, I found 
the magic diamond which grants 
you one wish!” said the fairy. 
  “What do you wish for?” Ann 
asked. 
  “I wish I could defeat The 
Wave Men once and for all!” And 
with a puff of green smoke, there 
were four cages and inside them 
there stood The Wave Men. 

Caoimhe Ahern
Co Dublin 
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BACK TO THE DAYS

Once upon a time, there was a very strong man and a girl. The girl 
wanted to marry the strong man, but they were attacked by big ships. 
The girl managed to get away, but the strong man destroyed all the 
ships. He went the way the girl went.
  The man lost her two days later. In the morning he went south into a 
place called the Golden Ways. The man had heard of that place - it was 
a really bad place, so he went north to a place called the Chain Plane. 
He had never heard of it, so he went that way.
  The very strong man met a guy with three eyes. He was kind of 
creepy but he was friendly. He joined the strong man and they went 
on and on. Then they got out of the Chain Plane into a place called the 
Diamond Paths.
  They had to go into battle. The strong man punched the bad guy. 
Then they went onto the Emerald Passages, where they saw smoke. 
They ran over. It was the girl, but then huge spiders attacked them. They 
got away and the strong man and the girl got married.
  There was a huge baddie trying to kill them. The baddie was an 
Alien Wizard baddie. He lived in a weird looking lighthouse that could 
fly. The baddie wanted to kill them because the strong man had killed 
one of his watch-out guards. Years ago, the strong man killed one of 
the baddie’s watch-out guards, saving one of his friends. That’s how he 
knew it was one of the baddie’s men.
  The baddie’s lighthouse moved place at midnight and was going 
back to the Chain Plane. Luckily the goodies were near the Chain Plane, 
so they went that way.
  The baddie’s weird-looking lighthouse had a beam of light for two 
reasons. There was a red and blue beam. The red beam was for when 
he needed help and the blue beam was for when the baddie was dying. 
The beams got sent into space and stayed up in space for fifty seconds 
then they came back down.
  The baddie’s lighthouse travelled ten miles a day. The goodies 
arrived at the baddie’s lighthouse. The goodies tried everything they 
could to get in. Only one way worked, the strong man opened a secret 
door, but they were kicked randomly back out.
  The baddie was bigger than huge and then came the fight. These 
trees came to help them fight the baddie. The trees had flames under 
their leaves. The battle began. The big baddie sent his baddest men to 
fight them. The trees killed them all.
  The big baddie went out with his best men. The strong man went 
straight to the big baddie. The girl and the guy with three eyes killed the 
baddie’s men. The strong man had a blade and that blade was the only 
sword that could kill the baddie. The strong man threw his blade into the 
baddie’s eye and up went the blue beam. The baddie died.

THE CROCODILE BEACH

Once upon a time, James and his family were on holidays. They were on 
the beach, getting ready to go to the lighthouse. They were so excited.
  James and his sister were playing in the sand. His sister buried him 
in the sand using her spade. James tried to get out, but he was stuck. 
He told his sister to get help.
  When his sister was gone, an enormous crocodile started coming 
out of the water! James called for help, but everybody was too far away. 
The crocodile suddenly ran at him!
  James started to panic. He quickly threw sand at the crocodile. The 
crocodile ran back into the sea. When James’ family got there, they dug 
him out. They decided they weren’t going to the lighthouse. Instead they 
were getting ice cream.

Adam Feeley
Co Dublin

Ryan O’Donohoe
Co Dublin 
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BOBSTER THE PENGUIN

Once upon a time, there was a penguin 
named Bobster. He lived on a rocky beach.
  Bobster was very hungry because he 
had not caught fish in many days. Every 
day, he dived in the sea but he was not fast 
enough to catch a fish.
  One day, Bobster saw a polar bear 
on the beach with a fat fish in its mouth. 
Bobster really wanted that fish but he was 
scared of polar bears!
  Just then a rescue boat from the local 
lighthouse sailed by and sounded its horn. 
This scared the polar bear, he dropped the 
fish and ran away. Bobster grabbed the fish 
and then ate it. He really enjoyed it.
  Finally, Bobster went to sleep on the 
rocks with his head under his wing. 

Louis Beyaert
Co Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER

Once upon a time there was a boy called Fred.  He always wanted to 
be a lighthouse keeper.  So he sailed to Ireland.  On the way there, 

sharks attacked him.
  “Chomp chomp!” said the sharks

  “Who will save me?!” shouted Fred.
  Out of nowhere a ghost ship mysteriously appeared 

and went straight through Fred.  The sharks were scared 
and they swam away.  Then suddenly a Megalodon 

came.
  “Aaaaaaggghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” said 

Fred.
  He was so scared he fell out of the boat.  

The Megalodon ate the boat and swam 
away.  A whale came and the whale 

brought Fred to the beach.  
  Fred was lost and it was getting 

dark.  Suddenly a light shone high 
upon a rock.

 IT WAS THE LIGHTHOUSE!
  “I made it,” said Fred.  

Then he became a 
lighthouse keeper.

Eoin Leyden
Co Dublin

MIKE THE TWO-COLOURED FISH

Once upon a time there was a fish called Mike.  He had two colours 
– red and blue.

  One day, Mike was going off to play and have a swimming 
race with his friends.  While he was swimming, a hammerhead 

shark growled, “Yum!” 
  “Ahhh!“ yelled Mike and then he swam for his life.  

While he was swimming, Mike swam by his friends.  
  “Is that Mike?” said the fish.  “We’ve got to help 

him!” they cried.   
  They were coloured fish too, so they swam 

up to the surface and swam around a buoy.  
A boat noticed them and sailed towards 

them.  They swam after Mike and the 
boat followed.  

  The fishermen saw the shark. 
They caught the shark and Mike 

and his friends got to play. 

Cian Lawlor
Co Dublin
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LIGHTHOUSE LIGHTHOUSE

Light shines so bright in the night
It’s very tall, walls keep us safe
Gosh it’s very tall
Hi, up there!
Time to turn it off
High above the cliff it stands
Oh no, the lights are off!
See its red and white stripes
Everlasting light.

Aoife Nicholson and Sarah Nicholson
Co Dublin

THE BAILEYS’ BATTLE

In County Cork a bored family lived in a lighthouse. Not much was happening. Life was just 
boring. 
  BBBBAAAASSSSHHHH! 
  There was a big bang. Something fell. It was a glass bottle falling from the shelf. The label 
on it said, “Magic Dust.” Somehow it turned me, the lighthouse, into a lighthouse with eyes and 
a voice. This is how my story began. 
  “Uh, what’s going on? I have eyes. Ha ha, I can talk,” I said. 
  “Who’s talking?” shouted Theodore. 
  Theodore was the son of the Bailey family. I always thought that Theodore was cool, 
bored in Cork, lazy but clever. He enjoyed pranks. It upset me when Theodore used to tease 
his sister, Amy. She did ballet. She was brave and loved adventures. Long ago, she had kicked 
ten bullies in the face. Her favourite thing was to blow love heart bubbles on a sunny day. 
  “I’m talking. It’s me, the lighthouse. I can talk and see,” I replied. 
  “Cool,” said Theodore. 
  I felt happy when Theodore thought it was cool.
  Mrs Bailey was the mother of the family. She played with her children every day. Most 
days, after lunch, she did art because she was an artist. She baked and grew her own fruit 
and vegetables. 
  Mrs Bailey got sick a couple of years ago. The doctor prescribed medicine. The rule was 
that she had to take the medicine within two weeks or else she would be stripy forever. She 
forgot to take the medicine! Now she had a mix of navy and light blue hair, pinky-red arms, a 
purple body and a purple, green, pink and red face. She loved her new look! The funny thing 
was that Theodore was born a colourful baby because Mrs Bailey was stripy. Theodore felt 
happy that he was like no other child. 
  Mr Bailey was the father of the family. He was a complete coward. He screamed every 
time something adventurous was happening. And something adventurous was just about to 
begin! 
  I wanted to get out of Cork. I was bored staring at the view of the sea and land every day. 
I used my steam and fire power to blast the family away to a fun, fantasy land. 

  “Is this going to be adventurous?” asked Mr Bailey in his scared voice. 
  “Yes, of course it will be,” I replied.

  It took just over one hour to get to the fantasy land. 
  “I brought you here because my friends need help defeating Evil King Shark 

Lord of Darkness”, I explained to the family. “They said he was going to blow up 
the island. We need to work together to save the island. King Shark has a ship 

that turns into a caravan or a flying caravan and a submarine.” 
  Mr Bailey was terrified but the rest of the family were excited. 

  “Prepare for battle!” I shouted. 
  Evil King Shark Lord of Darkness appeared. It was easy to 

defeat him because he was actually a baby shark!

Aisling Carrie
Co Meath

THE BATTLE OF THE PIRATES

Parry the seagull lives on the beach with his 
friends. The seagulls love to fly in the wind, 
and perch on top of the lighthouse. They 
also love catching fish and playing together 
on the sand and in the sea. 
  One day the seagulls saw a big pirate 
ship. The pirates were very hungry and they 
wanted to eat Parry and all his friends. 
Parry challenged the pirates, “Let’s have a 
battle!” 
“Okay!” answered the pirates. “If we win, we 
get to eat ALL YOU SEAGULLS!” 
Parry laughed, “If we win, YOU PIRATES 
HAVE TO WALK THE PLANK!” 
The battle began.
The pirates fired cannonballs at the seagulls. 
The seagulls fired fish at the pirates. There 
was so much fish on the ship, it began to 
sink.  The pirates walked the plank, they fell 
into the sea and got all wet. Parry and his 
friends won the battle. 
The seagulls flew back to the 
lighthouse and watched the pirate 
ship sink to the bottom of the 
sea. Parry and his friends 
lived happily ever after. 

Emily Sheridan
Co Dublin
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THE DAY THE DINOSAUR ROARED

Once upon a time there was a wizard puffin called 
Spike who lived in Valentia Lighthouse with the 
lighthouse keeper. One night there was a storm and 
the light would not work. 
  Spike knew there was a dinosaur fossil nearby, 
so he got his wizard hat and wand. He made the 
dinosaur come to life and its roar saved the boats! In 
the end, Spike saved thirteen ships and boats.

Charlie Murphy
Co Meath

THE LIGHTHOUSE WITH NO LIGHT

There was once a boy, about seven years old, and he 
had a lighthouse with no light. When the ships went 
by, they all sank and he didn’t want them to. The 
man who had sold it to him said he didn’t have any 
money to buy a light for the lighthouse, so he sold the 
lighthouse for €1,102.00.
  The boy said to himself, “And I was so rich then 
but now I’m not so rich, so I only have a little bit of 
stuff. I get money from my dog called Bob, who has 

a job so that’s how I want to fix the lighthouse light. 
But wait! Even if I get money, I probably can’t fix the 
lighthouse light because it is €3,350. So I’ll fix the 
lighthouse myself and I’ll just pay for sweets or a little 
light for my bedroom instead.”
  Then the boy had a little idea. He said to himself, 
“I’ll put my little light in a box and put the box on the 
standing table and I will have a light for the lighthouse. 
I hope it works.”
  And it did work and all the ships didn’t sink.
  The boy said to himself, “I was happy that I had 
a light and I told the man who sold it to me and he 
wanted to have it back. But I didn’t let him. I told my 
mum and my dad and they were happy too because 
they were in a different country and they said they 
were coming home.”
  But then the boy realised that the light had run 
out of battery! 
  His parents came home and they said, “We need 
a new lamp. But there is no lamp to buy in the shops. 
What are we going to do?”
  They looked in all the shops but they couldn’t 
find any lamps. But when they were outside the last 
shop, they saw two lovely lamps in the window. The 

mum said the shopkeeper always sells the lights for 
too much money. So they went in to have a little look. 
When they saw how much money it was and saw the 
shopkeeper they ran out. 
  They went back to the lighthouse. They were 
very, very sad. They looked all over the lighthouse just 
in case they missed some lights in other rooms. But 
there was no hope- they only had one light that didn’t 
work. 
  But then the milkman came and there was a light 
standing outside the door with the milk. They waved 
goodbye to the milkman and the milkman said, “This 
is for you. I heard that you needed a light.”
  They were happy and they had a light. 

Elsie Fioraso
Co Wicklow

LIGHTHOUSE

Lauren Kearns 
Chapman
Co Sligo

SEA LIFEGUARD ANIMAL RESCUE

A family lived at the Sea Lifeguard Animal Rescue.
  There was a girl called Lily, her little brother 
Jake, her two older sisters, Rebecca and Mia, as well 
as their mum and dad. They family worked together, 
helping sea creatures. Mum helped octopuses, while 
dad helped whales. Jake helped jellyfish, and Rebecca 

and Mia helped turtles. 
  Lily had not found an animal yet. 
  One day they were called because a creature was 
ill. A dolphin was stuck on the beach. It was making 
a high-pitched whiny noise. They hopped into a boat 
and zoomed off past the lighthouse. 
  They had never helped a dolphin before. 
  When they got there, Dad tried checking its 
blowhole, but the dolphin sprayed him in the face. 
  “Whoops!” said Dad. Mum checked its skin. The 
dolphin had stopped whining now, but when Mum 
touched it, it yelled out.
  “Hmmm,” said Mum. Mia and Rebecca checked 
its flippers, but they just got slapped in the face by the 
dolphin. 
  “Ouch!” they said. Then Jake tried. He checked 
its mouth. But the dolphin yelled in his ear. 
  Then Lily said she liked dolphins, so she checked 
its tail. Lily used a bandage to heal the cut on its tail. 
Mum said she should be a dolphin helper. Lily was so 
happy she jumped up and down. 
  By now it was dark. They followed the light of the 
lighthouse back home to the Sea Lifeguard Animal 
Rescue.

Sophie Murphy 
Co Dublin
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SALTY THE STARFISH

There once was a little starfish called Salty and his 
mother.  Well, Salty called her Mimi. 
  One day they were sitting on the rocks when 
something horrid happened. 
  “Oil!” shouted Salty. “Mimi, there’s oil! It’s 
coming from that ship!” 
  “Oh no!” shouted Mimi. 

Once upon a time a kid named 
Joshua had a dream that he was 
going to be a lighthouse keeper.   
He told his mum.  His mum said 
that he wasn’t.   But fourteen years 
later he went to college and he 
studied so hard that he became  a 
lighthouse keeper.
  Joshua got his own lighthouse 
and it was electric.  One hour later, 
the electricity ran out.  He was 
really worried that he was going to 
be fired.  Joshua tried his best and 
the electricity came back on.
  Joshua went up to his house 
on the top of the hill, beside the 
lighthouse.  Joshua had a wife, 
two kids and one dog.  His two 
kids’ names were Charles and 
Tom.  Charles was sixteen but it 
was his birthday and then he was 
seventeen.  Joshua’s wife was 
thirty-four and Tom was eleven.  
Joshua was thirty-six.
  Joshua figured out how the 
whole lighthouse worked.   At five 
o’clock, Joshua saw a ship coming 
in and he shined the light and the 
ship hit shore.  Everybody got off 
and Joshua was proud of himself.  
The next night there was a crater 
ship and he shined the light again 
and the ship hit shore.
  Charles had babies.  He was 
a great dad.  Joshua is a grandad 
now and he showed Charles and 
his kids the lighthouse. He said, 
“One day one of you is going to 
work here.”
  Joshua had a great life working 
in the lighthouse.  When he 
got older he couldn’t walk 
up and down the stairs 
anymore.  Charles took 
over and worked at 
the lighthouse.

JOSHUA AND HIS LIGHTHOUSE

Matthew Dillon
Co Dublin

RAIBILY

Once upon a time there was a little fish who 
lived in the deep, dark sea called Raibily. 
He liked to play tag, sprouts and touch the 
underwater trees with his friends. 
One day Raibily went out for a swim with his 
best friend and his big brother. They enjoyed 
playing in the coral reef.
  Suddenly they saw a shadow appearing 
from behind them. They FROZE! They were 
frightened and scared. When they looked 
up, they saw a big shark who grumbled, 
“Yum, yum!”
  They swam away as fast as they could. 
Then they saw a lighthouse. The light from 
the lighthouse shone its light straight at the 
shark. The shark got scared and swam away.
  Raibily, his brother and his best friend 
were relieved and they swam straight home.

Isaac Swift
Co Dublin

“Look!” shouted Salty, “A buoy! We can swim to it!” 
  So they swam up to the buoy and held on to it. 
They were safe at last. The oil was cleaned out and 
they went back down safely. 

Anna Collins
Co Dublin
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THE BIG SPLASH

Oisín Boswell
Co Dublin 

Once there is a lighthouse. A pink crayon 
ran the lighthouse until…

(have you spotted the boy in the top corner with a 
paint canon??!)

Two of the creatures are blobs. 

This blob thought he was bringing the 
others to a safe place. 

Nope.

“Help!” said Blob-2. 

Blob-1 is looking worried. 

Crayon fainted.

It isn’t looking too good.
 

Except what is that? 

Blob-1 has an idea. If he drew a lighthouse, 
got a 3D printer and printed out his picture, then 

the lighthouse would be fixed.

He drew.
He printed.
He fixed.

And he actually liked the 3-colour thing after all.

The puffer fish got booed and rescued and THE 
END - except -
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LIGHTHOUSE ILLUSTRATION

Darragh Murphy
Co Cork

MILLIE MOUSE

My name is Millie Mouse
I live in a lighthouse 
Overlooking the sea
Just the keeper and me

The keeper’s name is Derry 
He is so very merry
He gives food aplenty
And I love his good company

He tells me stories of fun
From morning till the night’s done
I get to sleep on an old coat
While he keeps lookout for any boat

LINCOLN’S BIG ESCAPE!!!

Once upon a time… 
  …there was a boy called Lincoln who lived in New York City. He shared a tiny apartment 
with ten meddling sisters. His ears were starting to crack up from all the noise! He needed 
to escape his sisters!
  Lincoln rented a vessel  and set sail to Sligo to see his granny and grandad. After one 
month, he arrived in Sligo. He spent the summer in their lighthouse. It was relaxing.
  He went back to New York City in autumn. His sisters missed him and promised to be 
quieter.                                     

ABBY – THE RAINBOW-SCALED 
FISH

One day Abby told her dad that she was 
going to play with her friends. Abby was a 
rainbow scaled fish who lived in the deep 
blue sea.  
  So Abby set off to meet her friends at 
the surface.  When she got there, she saw 
a big boat was going to crash into the rocks. 
The lighthouse was broken so Abby and her 
friends shook their scales at the boat.  
  The people saw them and didn’t know 
what they were. Then they realised they 
were going to hit the rocks so they sailed 
away.  
  After that Abby got to play with her 
friends for the whole afternoon.

Aoife Lawlor
Co Dublin

Lucy Murphy
Co Cork Daniel Dominguez-

Kane
Co Dublin

LIGHTHOUSE 

Lots of light throughout the night
Is it lonely high up there?
Gush of wind strong and powerful
Helping to guide boats is what you do
Tall and bright so everyone can see
How do you have time for tea?
Orange or white, what colour is your light?
Up and down must make you tired
Stairs they circle round and round
Every sailor knows your name

Olivia Byrne
Co Dublin
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THE MAGICAL LIGHTHOUSE

There is a magical lighthouse in Galway Bay. 
  Looking after the lighthouse is the 
keeper called Pat, his wife Eilish and their 
dog Paddles. Pat and Eilish have been 
looking after the lighthouse for twenty years 
now. The old lighthouse keeper sold it to Pat 
and Eilish. The old lighthouse keeper told 
them that the lighthouse has special powers. 
  Pat and Eilish live beside the lighthouse 
in the little cottage. The town is not far from 
there, only about one mile away.
  Pat loves looking after the lighthouse. 
Pat and Eilish painted the lighthouse in the 
colours of the rainbow. They called the light 
house Dathanna. The light is multicoloured 
too. It looks like a rainbow in the sky. The 
lighthouse saves ships and people from the 
rocks.
  The first day Pat and Eilish saw the 
special powers was in May. Pat was looking 
through his telescope and saw a whale 
on the shore. Pat came down to look at 
her. He crept down and he was a little bit 
scared. The whale was able to speak to Pat.  
She said that her name was Sea Star and 
she was the queen whale. Pat thought she 
was beautiful.

Aoibhinn O’Shea
Co Tipperary

She told him that she had accidentally came 
ashore because there were killer whales 
attacking her.
  Pat called his wife, his dog Paddles and 
then he called the fire brigade. Paddles was 
very sad for Sea Star. Eilish thought she was 
a gorgeous whale.
  The fire brigade came and sprayed 
Sea Star down. When the fire brigade had 
no more water left, they went off to look for 
more. When that was happening, Pat said to 
the whale, “Push yourself into the sea and 
we will push you too.”
  So all together with Paddles, they 
pushed and pushed and got Sea Star into 
the ocean. 
  It was quite dark now so Sea Star could 
not really see. Suddenly, Dathanna lit her 
light and Sea Star followed it out to sea. Pat 
and Eilish were cheering and Paddles was 
barking for joy.
  Pat and Eilish now know the special 
power that Dathanna has is tracking and 
helping sea creatures.

THE BLOW AWAY KITE 

One sunny summer morning, James woke 
up excitedly. It was his eighth birthday. 
James got a new kite from his big sister Ella. 
It was a pirate kite. 
  James was going to Hook Lighthouse 
with his family. James thought he would 
never get there. But eventually he saw it in 
the distance - the black and white stripes of 
Hook Lighthouse.
  Mum and Dad had booked a tour. 
James’s favourite part of the tour was 
listening to a video of William Marshal. 
William Marshal built Hook Lighthouse in 
the thirteenth century, imagine that! It was 
a very interesting tour. After climbing up and 
down the 115 steep steps, James was tired 
and starving for his lunch.
  After a delicious lunch, James and Ella 
flew the new kite. They got the hang of it 

quickly. But just as James was passing the 
kite string to Ella, a sudden gust of wind 
pulled the kite out to sea. James could do 
nothing but watch it fly away. James was 
very disappointed to lose his new kite.
  Just as it floated out of sight, James 
and Ella heard an announcement. The Hook 
Lighthouse pirate was starting a game of 
“Ship, Sea, Shore.” James was still feeling 
a bit sad, but Ella encouraged him to join in. 
She thought it might cheer him up. They had 
great fun playing the game with lots of other 
boys and girls.
  After a lot of rounds playing the game, 
it was down to the final two players, James, 
and another, much older boy. James listened 
very carefully. When the pirate called “Sea,” 
James sprinted to the “Sea” line. James 
heard Ella, Mum and Dad shouted, “Well 
done James!” But he could not believe his 
own ears when the pirate announced that he 
was the winner.
  And you’ll never guess what the 
winner’s prize was? A brand-new pirate kite! 
  James was delighted, he couldn’t stop 
smiling the whole way home!

LIGHTHOUSE ILLUSTRATION

James Doyle
Co Cork

Gearóid Moran
Co Wexford
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A BOY AND HIS DAD

This is a true story about a boy and 
his dad.
  One day I went fishing with my 
dad in Dún Laoghaire. In the harbour 
there was a big red ship which had 
Sea Scouts on it. My dad said they 
were training.  It was the Irish Lights 
vessel.
  We were going out to Kish 
Lighthouse. Our boat was a Galway 
hooker named The Patricia. 
  My dad raised the sails and off 
we went. 
  In the distance, we could see 
a small lighthouse, but as we got 
closer it got bigger and bigger, it was 
very tall.
  I wondered how many circles of 
stairs there were in the lighthouse.
  I saw two people at the top of 
the lighthouse, leaning over the rail. 
My dad said they were the lighthouse 
keepers. He told me that their job 
was to guide the ships into the 
harbour safely. 
  The two men waved at us, and 
we back at them.  We went fishing 
at the lighthouse and caught two 
mackerel.
  That night, we had the mackerel 
for dinner. We told stories of the 
lighthouse to my mum and two 
brothers.
  The next day my dad was in the 
shed all day. I was not allowed in and 
I almost go in every day! 
  When I went to bed that night, 
my dad said to me, “Wake up, I have 
something to show you.”
  It was a lighthouse, with water 
at the side that he had made for me. 
Today, my dad still has the lighthouse, 
forty years later!
 
Evelyn Cahill
Co Meath

A LIGHTHOUSE

A lighthouse has a bright shining light,
To guide the sailors who pass by at night.

A lighthouse is by the ocean and sea, 
And buoys guide you on rivers like Cork’s own Lee.

A lighthouse keeper lives in a lighthouse,
which isn’t quite as cosy as my house. 

A lighthouse will save you from crashing into the rocks,
Or worse things may happen than just wetting your socks.

A lighthouse is tall, clean and white,
If you look you might see one, you might.

A lighthouse is important and good 
And it does just as it should. 

Áine Ní Lochlainn 
Co Cork
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THE SPIRIT OF HOOK HEAD

It was a cold dark October evening.  Felicity, 
aged nine, and her parents went to visit 
Hook Head Lighthouse.  The family arrived 
at 4pm and their tour was the last of the day.
  The tour started and everyone was 
enjoying it. Felicity thought it was really 
interesting. Around half way through, she 
wanted to go back up to the lighthouse light. 
She asked her parents, but they said she had 
to stay with the tour group.  When Felicity’s 
parents weren’t looking, she wandered 
upstairs.  It was fully dark now but Felicity 
was convinced that she knew the way.
  Felicity must have taken a wrong turn.  
Before she knew it, she was lost and no one 
could find her.  The tour guide told Felicity’s 
parents to stay nearby and they would send 
out a search party in the morning.  The little 
girl’s worried parents did just that.  In the 
lighthouse, Felicity was frantic.  She was 
running around as fast as her legs could carry 
her.  At long last the girl found the lighthouse 
door.  She thought everything was okay until 
she tried to open it, but it was locked.  She 
cried for hours.  It must have been close to 
midnight when out of the corner of her eye 
she saw a light flashing.  
  She ran to the closest window.  Yes! 
There was a boat with glimmering lights.  
Felicity screamed and screamed for the boat 
to hear her.  Felicity even broke the window 
with her shoe so the boatman could hear.  
Finally the sailor heard the child scream and 
climbed up to the broken window.  The girl 
could only see the outline of the person, but 
by now she was so desperate to be rescued 
that she didn’t really care who it might be.
  Of course the sailor helped the child.  
Felicity could still only make out the figure’s 
outline.  She did notice a strange glow around 
her rescuer and also that he seemed to be 
wearing very old fashioned clothes, like you 
would see in an old movie or a book about 
long ago. She finally plucked up the courage 

THE MERMAID LIGHTHOUSE 
DREAM

Deep deep down in the ocean there lived 
a beautiful mermaid called Charlotte. She 
had beautiful yellow hair, a nice rainbow 
hairband and lovely purple tail. She had two 
best friends - Sheila the dolphin and Cormac 
the starfish. 
  Charlotte was swimming up to the shore 
when suddenly she turned into a person.
  “Wow! This is awesome!” she said. 
  She was walking across the beach and 
she met two people - one was called Elena 
and the other was Matthew. They were 
brother and sister. 
  “Hello, my name is Elena and this is 
Matthew, what’s your name?” asked Elena.

  “My name is Charlotte.”
  “Do you want to walk along the beach 
with us?”
  “Yes,” said Charlotte. 
  Off they went walking across the beach. 
Then they saw an old boat.
  “Let’s turn this old boat into a new 
boat,” they said, “and go to a lighthouse 
called Ballycotton near here.”
  So they gathered up seashells. 
Charlotte turned back into a mermaid and 
got some seaweed and shiny stones from 
underwater and the boat was all done. Off 
they went sailing across the sea. 
  The sea was rough. Charlotte 
introduced Elena and Matthew to Cormac 
the starfish and Sheila the dolphin. 
  “Wow,” said Elena and Matthew. “Can 
they talk?” 
  “Yes,” said Charlotte. 
  So Sheila and Cormac came with them 
and they saw lots of fish. After a while they 
looked up and saw the lighthouse.
  “Yeah, we made it!” they shouted.
  So they got off the boat and went inside 
and saw a man called James who was really 
nice.
  “Who are you?” asked everybody.
  “My name is James, what are your 
names?” he asked.
  “My name is Charlotte, and these are 
Elena and Matthew. We are friends.”
  “Well, would you like me to give you a 
tour around the lighthouse?” asked James.
  Everybody said yes they would love 
that. So they had the tour. 
  Afterwards they said, “Thank you so 
much! We should go home now. Bye bye, 
James.”
  James said goodbye and they all went 
home. 

Elena Murphy
Co Down

to ask her rescuer his name.  He said he 
was Bartholomew Cussins and travelled to 
the lighthouse every night after midnight.  
She sailed with him back to the shore where 
he put her on to dry land. As the morning 
broke, Felicity was found by her parents and 
the search party.  She told them the story 
of her rescue and the strange sailor who 
saved her.  The tour guide was astonished, 
because he knew that was the name of an 
old lighthouse keeper who had drowned in 
a boating accident more than one hundred 
years before.
  Felicity was speechless, she had met 
a real ghost.  The tour guide explained that 
children often were able to see strange 
spirits, but that grown-ups couldn’t as 
they didn’t believe in such things. Felicity 
had been saved by a friendly ghost of the 
lighthouse.  
  Just remember not all ghosts are bad!

Anna Buckley
Co Cork

ARCTIC FRIENDSHIP

In the Arctic on a snowy day, two friends 
- Sea Otter and Seal - were playing. They 
were swimming and splashing when Sea 
Otter was tickled by a horn. It was Narwhal, 
who tickled them because he wanted their 
attention.
  “Hey there, sorry for tickling ya,” he 
said.
  Sea Otter and Seal laughed so hard 
their tummies hurt. Then Seal said, “I’ll go 
catch some fish!” 
  Seal jumped out of the water, trying 
to catch salmon and saw Snowshoe Hare 
staring at him. She was standing on the 
edge of a rock. 
  “Woah! That was a high jump!!” she 
said. 
  Snowshoe Hare tried to jump and fell 
into the water. Narwhal caught her and she 
held onto the horn on his head. 
  “Thank you for catching me. I otter 
know how to land safely,” she giggled. 
  They all laughed so hard their tummies 
hurt.
  These new friends thought it could be 
fun to have a sleepover. They had a BIG 
decision to make. Would it be underwater 
for Narwhal, Seal and Sea Otter or would 
it be on land for Snowshoe Hare to join in?
  Soon night came and it got dark. The 
moon came up, but they could not see each 
other. Then they noticed a lighthouse and 
they saw the nice bright glow. They each 
decided to follow the light. It guided them to 
the lighthouse where they found each other! 
They were delighted to see each other 
again. They decided to have the sleepover 
underwater and gave Hare some scuba gear. 
  “Bunny seeing you here,” said Narwhal. 
  And they all laughed so hard their 
tummies hurt.

Aymara Forde
Vancouver, Canada
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CINDRA AND THE SECRET OF THE LIGHTHOUSE

One day Cindra’s uncle was 
retiring from the lighthouse duty. 

He gave his job to her cousin 
Edward. Cindra liked lighthouses, 

the way they glow in the night.

One day she went to look inside 
the lighthouse and found that 
Edward wasn’t there. So she 

snuck into the lighthouse to see 
what she could find.

Night fell and Cindra found that 
she was lost in the lighthouse. 
She saw some stairs and went 
up them. She found a little door 
and looked through the keyhole. 

“Wow!” she said.

She saw stars and the moon and 
beams of light. She tried to get 

in but the door was locked. Then 
she saw and injured seagull and 
helped it. “I’ll call you Tom,” she 

said.

Tom and Cindra wandered through 
the lighthouse and finally found 
their way out. They saw a blue 
light and followed it through the 
woods. They heard humming.

They saw an old woman outside 
a cottage. “Hello!” said the old 

woman. “My name is Lin.”
“I’m Cindra and this is Tom.” “He’s 

cute,” said Lin.

“We came because we saw a blue 
light,” said Cindra. “That was only 

my moon flowers,” said Lin. “They’re 
beautiful,” said Cindra. “Indeed they 

are,” said Lin.

“Come in, I’ll give you something,” 
said Lin. “Okay,” said Cindra. Lin 

gave Tom some seeds and she gave 
Cindra a key. “This key unlocks a 
door in the lighthouse,” said Lin.

“That’s just what I needed!” 
said Cindra. “Thank you, 

Lin!” “Bye!” said Lin. 
“Come back again!” 

Then Cindra ran to the lighthouse. Up 
the stairs and standing there in front of 

the door was Edward.

“What are you doing up here?” 
asked Edward. “We want to 

see what’s behind that door,” 
said Cindra. “We have the key.” 

“Okay,” said Edward.

She unlocked the door and there 
in front of her were lights and 

crystals hanging from the ceiling. 
“It’s magical,” said Cindra. 

Molly Tynan
Co Longford
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“I love it!” Then she saw a cloth over 
something shiny. She took it off and 

found a diamond. 

Then Cindra, Tom and Edward 
walked back home and they lived 

happily ever after.

“So this is what makes the light.” 
And then she looked out the window 
and saw Lin waving at her. “Hello!” 

she said.  

THE LIGHT IN THE NIGHT

Twins John and Summer lived by the sea with 
their dad Tom, mom Zoe and dog Woofy.
  Fairy Dee lived there too, behind her 
fairy door.
  Dad worked as an architect and Mum 
was a scientist. The family moved into the 
lighthouse, which Dad had converted. The 
old tower had not been used as a lighthouse 
for some time.
  Sailors had modern boats with GPS, so 
they didn’t rely on lighthouses anymore. Tom 
converted the whole tower except for the top 
floor where the old light was.
  It was a tall tower and Tom worked very 
hard to put the kitchen on the ground floor, 
the living room on the first and the bedrooms 
on the second. The twins complained that 
there was no lift or slide down!
  One day on the beach, Dee met an 
old fish called Bob. Bob was a catfish, so 
it looked old but in fact it was not that old. 
Bob told Dee that all the sea creatures were 
missing the light from the old light house. 
They hadn’t liked the light in the beginning 

for being too bright but then they got used to 
it and now they were missing its presence.
  It was a surprise! Dee rushed to tell the 
twins. 
  “What should we do?” wondered 
Summer. 
  “Let’s tell Daddy,” suggested John. 
The twins told their dad.
  Dad didn’t believe them. “I am not fixing 
a light for a catfish! What’s next, a slide for 
a mermaid?”
  The next night there was a big storm. 
The wind was strong, and the waves were 
scary. In the morning the family woke up 
from the weird sound coming from the 
beach. Dee was there first, she found a 
whale laying helplessly in the sand. It was 
William.
  He looked sad. He could not move. He 
lost his way in the storm. “If only the old light 
had been there!” he sighed. 
  The family got their spades and rushed 
to help. They dug the tunnel for water to get 
in, but it was not enough. William was way 

THE CRACK IN THE SHIP

Once upon a time Luna and Johnny went on holiday. 
  “I can’t wait to go on holiday on a ship,” said Luna.
  “Me too,” said Johnny.
  “Oh! Look the ship is here,” said Luna.
  “Let’s go inside,” said Johnny.
  Luna and Johnny were having a look around the ship. After they went to have 
a rest, until they heard a loud crack!
  “What’s that noise?” shouted Luna.
  “I don’t know!” shouted Johnny.
  Luna and Johnny ran to the front of the ship.
  “Aaaaa! We’re sinking!” shouted Luna.
  “What will we do?” asked Johnny.
  “Let’s go and tell the captain,” said Luna.
  “Good idea,” said Johnny.
  Luna and Johnny went to the captain’s room.
  “Oh no! The captain fainted!” said Luna.
  “What will we do?” shouted Johnny.
  “What is that rainbow thing over there?” asked Luna.
  “I don’t know,” said Johnny.
  Luna and Johnny went to see what that rainbow thing was.
  “It’s a mermaid!” shouted Luna.
  “But, but how?” said Johnny.
  “I can take you to the lighthouse, my friend lives there - he can help you,” 
said the mermaid.
  “Wow! Okay,” said Luna.
  The mermaid took them to the lighthouse.
  “Thank you! Thank you!” said Luna and Johnny.
  “You’re welcome,” said the mermaid.
  And they all lived happily ever after.

too big. Then Dee waved her wand and the 
whole village was there with their spades too. 
Everyone worked together to keep William 
alive. When tide came, he finally escaped.
  The next morning, the twins woke up 
from the strange noise coming from the 
attic. They put on their slippers and went 
to see. The old spiral stairs were open, and 
someone was up at the top of the tower. 
It was Dad, fixing the rusty old light. The 
bulb was gi-normous, almost the size of the 

Catherine Vasilieva
Co Kildare

Oliwia Antoniuk 
Co Dublin

room. Dad had opened old wooden shutters 
and was fixing the old windows. There was 
dust and sand everywhere, but Dad looked 
happy. 
  “It will work tonight!” he said. 
  The twins giggled and asked, “Does 
that mean that the slide is next, Daddy?”
  From that night, the light was always on 
in the old lighthouse.  
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THE  MERMAID AT THE LIGHTHOUSE

A long time ago there was a blue and red lighthouse.  A man 
lived in the lighthouse. He had a wife and a daughter, and her 
name was Lyla Rose.
The lighthouse was on a rocky island.  
  One night, Lyla heard a noise!  It was a singing sound.  
She walked down the three hundred steps to get to the door. 
She was tired and scared. Lyla looked out of the door. 
  She saw a girl, but it was not an ORDINARY girl. She 
had a fish tail. She had purple, pink and brown hair. She had 
a tiara.
  She was a mermaid!
    The mermaid was so surprised. She dived into the 
ocean! 

    Lyla went after her. But she tripped and 
slid into the water. The mermaid looked up and 

found Lyla drowning. She swam as fast as 
lightening to the surface with Lyla.  
      Once Lyla was dry and safe on 
land, she asked the mermaid what was her 

name. “My name is Princess Seashell.”
  Lyla asked Seashell if she wanted 
to be friends.  
  Seashell said “Yes” so Lyla and 

Seashell lived happily ever 
after!

Alison Cabello
Co Dublin

CALIN AND HIS LIGHTHOUSE

Once there was a man called Calin and he worked as 
a lighthouse keeper for over fifty years. Calin enjoyed 
working as a lighthouse keeper like all of his family 
before him. But his real passion was magic. 
  So Calin performed magic at children’s parties. 
One day, when he was practicing a sword swallowing 
act beside his lighthouse when a sudden wave took 
him off his feet and shoved the sword down his throat. 
  When he was recovering, Calin met a lady and 
they had twins named Finn and Nuala. They played 
with jumping clay all the time. 
  In the 17th century, a war came and the lighthouse 
was forced to close down. One year later they got an 
award for the oldest lighthouse in the world. 
 

Elliot McKeating
Co Antrim

THE THREE MERMAIDS AND THE 
LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time, there were three mermaids. Their 
names were Sera, Mia and Waves. They were the 
best of friends. They lived in Meraway Cove. One 
day, when the girls were out swimming, they found a 
lighthouse with a secret tunnel leading to it. 
  The swam into the tunnel, but the door got stuck. 
The mermaids were very afraid. Just then, a kind 
lighthouse keeper called Tom heard them crying and 
helped them to get free. The mermaids were so happy. 
“Thank you!” they said and swam home together.

Aoibh Sheridan
Co Dublin

THE SHIPPYS’ LIGHTHOUSE

In the cleanest lighthouse in Ireland there 
lived a man named Mr Shippy and his wife 
named Mrs Shippy.  Usually it was peaceful 
in their humble lighthouse, but not today.  
The huge light that warned ships about 
the enormous and dangerous cliffs around 
Aranmore in County Donegal was broken. 
  Mr Shippy was very worried.  There was 
a storm due that night. Storm Tara was going 
to be wild.  Mrs Shippy was doing her best 
to calm Mr Shippy down, but it was no use.  
She made him a cup of hot tea and some of 
her homemade chocolate chip cookies, but 
it was impossible to settle him. 
  “What are we going to do? There have 
been boats heading out to sea all week that 
are due back tonight,” Mr Shippy cried.  
  Mrs Shippy said, “There is nothing you 
can do, Dónal. You have tried your best to fix 
that old light.  We will just have to pray and 
hope for the best.”
  Before Mr and Mrs Shippy lay down to 
sleep, they prayed for the poor sailors out on 
the Atlantic Ocean that night. 
  In the middle of the night, Mr and Mrs 
Shippy could hear whooshing and splashing. 
One minute later Mr and Mrs Shippy heard 
a loud bang.  
  “Oh, dear me! What was that, Brigid?” 
Mr Shippy shouted.  
  Mr Shippy ran down the winding stairs, 

grabbed a torch and threw open the front 
door.  He slowly climbed down the rocky 
path towards the small beach below.  The 
first thing he saw was a fishing boat up on a 
rock.  He ran over and got onboard the boat.  
He saw two men. One man had a bleeding 
leg and the other had a small cut on his face.  
Mr Shippy realised that this man with the 
cut on his face was Bob O’Brien.  The other 
man was Seamus O’Malley.  He couldn’t 
speak as he had been knocked out.  
  Mr Shippy helped Bob to lift Seamus 
off the boat and up to the lighthouse where 
Seamus slowly came round.  Mrs Shippy 
made them all a hot drink and gave them 
blankets.  Mrs Shippy made up some beds 
for the two fishermen and said that they 
would have to stay the night as it was a long 
way to the village.  
  In the morning Mr Shippy took the 
two men to the village in his cart and their 
families were so relieved to see them both 
well.  Bob’s little son, James came running 
towards them and ran into his daddy’s arms.
Mr and Mrs Shippy were seen as local heroes 
and lived happily in their humble home for 
the rest of their lives.  
  And what about that broken light on the 
lighthouse?  The villagers made sure that it 
was fixed that very same day.

Eimear Donnelly
Co Armagh
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THE LITTLE SUPERHERO DUCKLING

Once upon a time, there was a duckling called Daisy and 
her family.
  The duckling wanted to be a superhero. But her 
mum and dad said, “You can’t be a superhero now. 
You are too little. First you are going to have to get 
bigger!” 
  But Daisy stamped her feet and shouted, “I want 
to be a superhero now!”
  The little duckling waddled off to see her friends. 
She asked her friends Alfie the Dog and Cuddles the Cat 
for help. Her friends loved her so much, they said, “We will 
help you!”
  Every morning they helped their friend Daisy Duck. They 
tried running races, press-ups and sit-ups. They even tried 

lifting bags of corn in the farmyard. They tried and tried to help 
her, but nothing happened at first. Daisy did not give up. Her friends 
kept practising with her every day. Then one day BOOOOOMF! Daisy 
had become a superhero. She had all the muscles that she needed. 
  “Thank you, thank you, thank you. You are my best friends ever 
for helping me!”
  One day, Daisy saw a giant bad robot trying to hit her family. 
She fought the giant bad robot. She used her powers to destroy the 
giant bad robot and she won! 
  Then she brought her family to the lighthouse but there were 
pirates trying to destroy it. The pirates were so strong that it was 
really hard to beat them and to send them away. Her friends Alfie 
the Dog and Cuddles the Cat arrived to help her. They fought the 
pirates and won!
  Daisy Duck’s parents were so proud of her. 
  “You are our superhero!” they cheered. 
  Daisy Duck kept growing up to be an adult duck. Now she still 
lives happily at the farm with her friends and uses her powers to 

help everyone.

ANTONI, THE LIGHTHOUSE FINDER

Antoni was a little boy who lived in a small town with his parents 
by the sea. He liked to swim on a boat with his dad on a river. 
  One day, Antoni decided to swim on a boat to the sea to 
find a lighthouse. Dad warned him that the sea is not the same 
as the river. Antoni swam happily to the sea. He wanted to find a 
lighthouse.
  Antoni did not notice the storm was coming. When he was 
on the sea, the waves were getting bigger and bigger. He was 
scared. Antoni tried to turn back but the land was hard to see.
  He started crying.  Then he heard the noise of a big ship’s 
engine – it was a helper vessel. As soon as the captain took 
him on board, Antoni felt safe. Then he told the captain what he 
wanted to see.
  After Antoni’s short story, they swam straight for the 
lighthouse. Antoni was very happy when he saw the lighthouse.
 
Antoni Skepiec
Co Dublin

Burçak Ulaş
Co Dublin 

LIGHTHOUSE
(Illustration)

Sally O’Halloran
Co Dublin
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At the edge of the cliff, above the raging 
sea, stood a big old scary lighthouse. 
The lighthouse had been there for over a 
million decades but lately it had been acting 
strangely. 
  This mighty lighthouse had welcomed 
the Vikings to Ireland and waved goodbye 
to the Titanic as it sailed away, but now it 
didn’t seem so friendly. All of the ships now 
had computers that told them if they were 
in danger so the lighthouse was feeling 
unwanted.
  In a cave underneath the lighthouse 
there was a man. His name was George 
Porkingson but his super-secret hero name 
was Robosealand! He didn’t really have any 
superpowers but he liked calling himself 

THE LIGHTHOUSE MOUSE

Once there was a lighthouse. It stood firm 
and tall. The keeper of the lighthouse worked 
hard to look after the light. He polished it and 

a superhero. He called himself half robot 
because he had a jet pack and laser eyes!
  One dark night, George was asleep in 
his bed when a huge ship crashed into his 
cave and banged into his ear! George was 
hurt and shocked. It was too dark to see and 
for some reason he couldn’t hear a thing. 
He strapped on his jet pack and flew straight 
into the wall (as I already said, it was very 
dark). Eventually he got out and saw…
The lighthouse was moving! 
  George’s eyes slowly closed and when 
he woke up, he was lying in a bed in the 
hospital. Meanwhile, back at the cliff, the 
lighthouse was going crazy, shouting, “Feed 
me!” There was something very different 
about the lighthouse now - it had grown 

Liam Dockery
Co Dublin

legs! Not even the best scientists in the 
world could explain how this happened.
  The really bad thing was that this 
hungry monster was now walking towards 
the hospital! 
  The really, really bad thing was that this 
hungry monster was drooling and shouting 
that he was going to eat all the food on the 
planet!
  The lighthouse wasn’t actually heading 
for the hospital, it was going to the chipper 
next door. For years it had smelled all the 
lovely fish and chips at the seaside and now 
that he had legs he was going to get his own. 
George looked out the hospital window and 
saw the danger approaching. He grabbed 
his jetpack and flew up to the lighthouse and 
punched him straight in the face. 
  WHACK! 
  The lighthouse said, “Ouchy!” and 
scratched his nose. Unfortunately, George 
had no real superpowers so he ended up 
breaking his hand and heading back to the 
hospital.
  One hour later…
  The lighthouse was scoffing down 
his one thousandth bag of chips when 
Robosealand re-emerged, ready to fight! 
  First Robosealand used his laser eyes 
to cut off one of the lighthouse’s arms 
the lighthouse screamed with anger then 
dodged another laser beam shot out by 
Robosealand. The long remaining arm of 
the lighthouse wrapped around George and 
gave him a mighty wedgie! 
  The superhero fell to the ground in 
embarrassment and crawled back to his 
cave.
  Today the lighthouse still roams from 
town to town eating all the chips he can find.

mended it to keep it bright and sparkling. 
  But one day the keeper started to 
feel ill. He could not clean and polish the 
lighthouse to make it shiny. He could not 
mend and fix it to keep it bright. All he could 
do was lie in bed. 
  Suddenly he heard a crash of thunder. 
A storm was coming! The keeper lay in bed 
listening to the wind and waves. He could 
not check the light! He was so worried.
  Little did he know that he was not the 
only one who lived in the lighthouse. It was 
also home to a small, brown mouse. 
  The storm grew louder. The keeper was 
so afraid. What if there were ships nearby? 
They would not see the dangerous rocks!
  The little brown mouse was also scared. 
Every night he would gobble up crumbs of 
bread that fell from the keeper’s table then 
follow the keeper up to the gallery to light 
the lamp and watch the sun set over the 
horizon. But there were no crumbs tonight. 
He scrambled up to the gallery but he could 
not see anything. 
  The light had gone out! And oh no! He 
saw a ship in the distance, coming straight 
towards the jagged rocks!  Quick as a flash, 
the mouse scuttled down the stairs to where 
the captain was in his bed. He squeaked 
with all his strength but all that could be 
heard was wind and waves and snoring. 
  It was up to him.
  The mouse ran back up the twisty 
stairs to the lantern. It was pitch black. The 
little brown mouse needed a match so he 
climbed up the counter to where they lay in 
a little box. He sat down to think. Then he 
had an idea. He tied a match, to his tail and 
started to climb. When he was at the top, he 
went into the lantern. He struck the match 
and threw it against the wick and scuttled 
out, closing the door shut. 
  He curled himself into a ball. What if it 
didn’t work? What if the ship didn’t see the 
light and it hit the rock? He squeezed his 
eyes tight shut. 
  Then suddenly there was a blaze of light. 
It had worked! The beacon beamed and the 

ROBOSEALAND AND THE TERRIFYING CASE OF THE MIGHTY FRIGHT 
(LIGHT) HOUSE
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THE PENGUIN WHO WAS 
STRANDED ON THE ICE

Once there was a baby penguin named John 
and he loved playing with his friends.
  One day, John and his friends were 
playing tag.
  Suddenly John ran to the edge of the ice 
when he heard a noise…
CRAAAACK! 
  John got stranded on the ice. He cried, 
“Help, help!” 
  All the penguins heard him and they all 
just gathered. 
  His father heard John and then swam up 
to him. His father pushed a buoy over to him 
and said, “Hop on the buoy!” 
  John hopped onto the buoy. Then his 
father swam to the buoy.   
  “Jump onto my back now!” called John’s 
dad. His dad swam John back safely to shore. 
  John learned to never stand near the 
edge of the ice again!

Calvin Temba
Co Dublin

mirrors burst into light. The lighthouse lamp 
was fixed and the beams of light shone all 
over the rocks below. 
  The little mouse watched as the ship 
turned around and sailed safely away from 
the rocks. 
  The waves calmed and the sea grew 
quiet. And the little mouse beamed.
  When the lighthouse keeper was well 
again, he found tiny footprints all over the 
lantern counter. He realised what had 
happened and made the little mouse a special 
captain’s hat. After that, the little brown 
mouse became known as The Lighthouse 
Mouse. 

Aria Grace Moran 
Co Dublin 
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AGE EIGHT

TEACH AN tSOLAIS
Saorlaith McAleenan 
Co Down

THE CRAZY ISLAND 

Adam is twelve-year-old boy.  He lives in 
a lighthouse with his parents and his dog, 
Loopie.  His dad is the lighthouse keeper.  
  One day Adam’s friend, Kai, came over.  
They climbed up to the top of the lighthouse.  
They looked at all the buttons and the huge 
light that kept the ships safe.  Then Kai said, 
“Does your dad really work all of this?”  
  “Yeah, he does,” said Adam. “It’s pretty 
cool, isn’t it?”  
  The two boys looked out of the 
lighthouse window.    
  “Wow, look at that island,” said the two 
boys.  
  “I’ve never seen that before,” said 
Adam, puzzled.  
  “Should we check it out?” asked Kai.  
  “Yeah, sounds cool,” replied Adam.  
  The boys packed some food in a 
basket.  Adam told his dad about their plan.  
His dad said he could bring Loopie.  Then 
Adam, Kai and Loopie got onto his dad’s 
sailboat.  Adam took the wheel and they 
sailed off to the Island.  The boat moved up 
and down with the waves.  Loopies’s ears 
were blowing in the wind and the dog barked 
happily. 
  “This is so much fun!” shouted Kai.  
  After a while Adam said, “Look, Kai, I 
see the island.”
  “Wow, lets get our stuff!”   
  The two boys and Loopie jumped off 
the boat and looked around the small island.  
It was full of palm trees.  Once they were 
finished exploring, they decided to eat.  They 
had cookies, crisps and cake.  Then they 
had some water to wash it down.  
  Everything was perfect – until a huge 
bird swooped in and gave Kai such a big 
fright that he fell into the water.  Adam tried 
to fight the bird but he fell in too.  Then the 
sea’s waves got higher and higher.  All of a 

sudden, the sea became so still, it looked like 
you could walk on it.  Then there were lots 
and lots of bubbles and the sea turned into a 
big whirlpool.  Adam and Kai got sucked in.  
  Then they saw Loopie swimming in the 
water – he must have jumped in to save the 
boys.  Loopie was a very good swimmer.  
Adam grabbed Kai’s hand and they swam 
towards Loopie until they finally reached the 
island’s shore.  There they saw an old scary 
man who was holding Loopie.  He started 
walking towards the two boys and pushed 
them back into the sea.  He dropped Loopie 
in too.  Suddenly Loopie disappeared.  Then 
–
  Adam looked at his own arm – it was 
fading away.  Then he turned to look at Kai.  
Kai was almost gone.  Adam closed his 
eyes.  Then – 
  Something happened. Adam’s eyes 
began to open. He was back at the 
lighthouse.  It had all been a big dream.
  “That was one hell of a dream!”  said 
Adam.  

Ailbhe Delahunty
Co Dublin

LIGHTHOUSE

A lighthouse helps ships see in the dark
when it’s scary;

A lighthouse has two bright lights 
on two of its sides.

Lighthouse sticks to the sea.
It also has pretty scenery.

Swara Joshi
Belfast
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THE POOLBEG LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time there was a tall red lighthouse near 
the cliffs. This lighthouse served many sailors to navigate 
at the sea.
  Zoe the lighthouse keeper had worked at the 
lighthouse for many years. She made sure that the light 
was always working.
  One night there came a big storm. It went boom, 
bosh, woosh! The storm was so strong that there was a 
power cut. In the meantime, there came a boat towards 
the cliff. 
  Zoe found a torch and pointed it to the sea. The 
boatman saw the torch light and turned away from the 
cliff. 
 
Ipsa Bastola
Co Cork 

THE SAVIOUR LIGHTHOUSE

It was a chilly afternoon - September the 15th, to be exact.  It was my 
birthday.  Yes, preparations were in high gear.  My friends gathered at 
home and Mom decided that we would hold celebrations on one of the 
islands on Lake Bunyonyi, which she considered exquisite and a place 
worth going to.
  We drove from home. Chuckles and talking filled the air. In half an 
hour, we reached Lake Bunyonyi, the deepest lake in my country.  It 
derived its name from the many bird species that hover around it.  It has 
very beautiful scenery and you just love it the first time you set your eyes 
on it.
  Mom, my friends and I packed beside the shore and we took an 
engine boat to the mighty Sharp Island, where we were going to celebrate.  
Sharp Island was spectacular and extremely beautiful in the way it was 
organised.  
  Everything was set for us.  We partied and were lost in the times.  
My mother loves nature and had organised a surprise for my friends and 
me. The Island offered another package that Mom had gladly paid for 
– it was a boat cruise.  The Sharp Island management were already in 
the know.  When we had finished eating, the surprise was awaiting us.  
Mom, my friends, the beautiful receptionist Lea and Mr Matthews, the 
boat manager, all climbed into the boat.  
  As we moved around the lake, we approached what Lea called the 
Punishment Island.  Indeed, it was like the name suggested.  In the olden 
days, girls who got pregnant out of wedlock would be brought to the 
Punishment Island where they would starve to death or be killed by snake 
bites and devoured by hyenas.  However much they pleaded, their pleas 
fell on deaf ears.  They would be brought to the Punishment Island by 
their big brothers.  This was because they believed that other young girls 
would fear to commit the same abomination, as they called it.  The island 
was death.
  One thing on the Punishment Island stood out as we approached.  
In my head, I thought it was a tower.  Yes, it was painted with yellow and 
cream colours. It was, indeed, beautiful.  It had a bell tower, two small 
windows and a very big chandelier of light on top.  It was a feature my 
friends and I would live to remember!  The sight was breathtaking, indeed.  
We exclaimed about its beauty and, yes, we were right!
  Lea was assuring.  It was the lighthouse.  Yes, the beautiful lighthouse.  
In order to halt the suffering of girls, human rights activists had set it up.  
This completely stopped the vice of dumping girls on the island.  It was the 
mighty saviour they so much needed. The lighthouse provided beautiful 
lighting on the lake and the many accidents that used to happen were 
greatly reduced.
  The lighthouse is a wonder.  The lighthouse is beautiful and it’s a 
treasure to behold.  To the beauty and might of the lighthouse, I say, 
“Cheers!”
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Ethan Uwizeye
Uganda
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THE LIGHTHOUSE SEAGULL

One stormy night a seagull was about to lay 
two eggs in its well-built nest on top of the 
lighthouse. The seagull sat in its nest and 
made itself comfortable. The next day, Fred 
the lighthouse man woke up early and got 
dressed in a hurry, ate his breakfast very 
quickly and ran as fast as he could to the 
lighthouse. 
  When Fred got to the lighthouse, he 
ran up the spiral staircase, panting as he 

MY STORY ABOUT A LIGHTHOUSE

Jimmy lived in a lighthouse with his family: 
his mum, his dad, Susan, Jeff and Bella. 
Jimmy was an eight-year-old boy who loved 
adventure and excitement. Jimmy had curly 
ginger hair and bright blue eyes.
  Bella was Jimmy’s best friend. She 
followed him everywhere. Jimmy got her 
when she was a pup.
  Jimmy had lived in the lighthouse since 
he was born. He loved living there. The 
lighthouse was surrounded by rocks.
  One day, Jimmy’s dog Bella was playing 
fetch. Bella ran back to Jimmy all excited 
with her tail wagging. She had a pirate map 
in her mouth. Jimmy looked at the map and 
followed the dots to a stone wall where they 
found a secret door.
  They walked for a long time following 
a light that led to the treasure. Then they 
heard someone coming. They hid quickly. 
  Jimmy was surprised to see his dad. 
Dad opened the treasure chest. Inside was 
sparkling gold. Jimmy and his family were 
rich. They got the lighthouse all done up. 
   It is the best lighthouse ever!
           
Mark O Hara
Co Dublin

went. When he finally made it to the top, a 
wave of relief washed over him. He went out 
to the lighthouse balcony and had a good 
stretch. Then suddenly two strange objects 
fell into his hands. 
  “Whoa!!” said Fred at the weight of the 
two objects in his hands. He looked puzzled 
as he stared at the strange blue speckled 
objects. “Sam!!” he said, “Did you follow me 
to lighthouse again?” 
  There was no reply. 
  “Well, I’m coming to get you,” he said 
playfully as he put the two objects in his 
pocket. 
  What Fred didn’t know was the strange 
objects were actually chick eggs! As he was 
gone getting the ladder, the mother seagull 
came back with fish, thinking her babies had 
hatched. The seagull looked everywhere 
but could not find her chicks. She was very 
worried in case something had happened to 
them. Fred came back with the ladder and 
set it up on the balcony of the lighthouse. 
“I’m coming,” he said playfully, thinking his 
son was up there.
  Up, up, up the ladder he went, halfway 
up the ladder Fred heard cracking after 
cracking after cracking. Fred froze and tried 
to figure out the sound, then two little heads 
popped out of his pocket and there was a 
different sound. 
  “Cheep, cheep, cheep,” was the sound 
he heard. Fred looked down, 
  “Huh,” said a puzzled Fred. “What are 
you two doing here?” 
  “Cheep, cheep,” went the two chicks. 
  “I better get you two back to your mum,” 
said Fred. Up the ladder he went. 
When he got to the top, he said to himself, 
“Now where is that nest?” Then he saw the 
sturdy nest with the top of the lighthouse 
piercing through it. “What a lovely home 
you’ve got there,” he said to the chicks as 
he carefully placed the fluffy little animals 
into the nest. 
  Just then the mother seagull came 

LIGHTHOUSE MONSTER

One day I went to a lighthouse for my holiday 
with my parrot (called Adam) and my mum 
and dad. I was excited at first but inside the 
lighthouse it was very spooky because there 
were a lot of draughts and horrible moans. 
Mum thought the moans were from Adam 
the parrot so we gave him parrot medicine 
but the moans continued. We shut the door 
and climbed to the upstairs bedrooms but 
there were still draughts. That night I couldn’t 
sleep and I saw a black fungus creeping up 
the wall. I hid under the covers and when I 
looked again it was gone.
  In the afternoon when I was playing 
with my Nerf gun, some more sticky, slimy 
fungus crept up the wall. Suddenly the 
fungus expanded and squished us against 
the window! Then arms and legs sprouted 

from the lighthouse! An eye burst through 
the light on top and the living lighthouse 
stomped off with us inside. Did the black, 
slimy fungus have the power to turn buildings 
into monsters?  As the lighthouse/monster 
reached out with its horrible black arms to 
smash our car, I saw a bright red scar on its 
finger. So it had a weak spot!
  But how could I fire my Nerf gun at it? 
I hatched a plan. I tied Adam’s cage to a 
rope and like a lasso threw the cage out the 
window. The monster reached for the cage 
but before it could grab it I hit its weak spot 
with my Nerf gun. The monster fell back 
with a loud thud. The lighthouse was now 
laying down and was a ruin. The black things 
that were creeping up the wall vanished. We 
climbed out of a broken window.
  “Hey,” said Mum. “What’s that?”
  “It’s only a rat running out of the 
foundations,” said Dad.
  “Yuck! That’s even worse than the 
monster!” said Mum.

Lorcan Carr
Co Antrim

down into the nest and snuggled into her 
chicks. She made a mean face at Fred. 
“Oh,” said Fred. “I better get going, anyway 
it’s getting dark out.”
  Down, down, down the ladder Fred 
went. Then when he got down, he put the 
ladder back. Then he went to the balcony 
and said to himself, “Looks like I learned 
something new today, I now know what a 
seagull’s egg looks like,” as he stared out 
at the sea. 
  Fred sighed as he walked down the 
spiral staircase, then walked to his house 
and got into his sailor pyjamas and jumped 
into bed. “What a busy day,” he said to 
himself, drifting off to sleep.
  GOOD NIGHT FRED!

Molly Molloy
Co Kildare

LIGHTHOUSE

Light to passing ships
In the dark of night

Guiding them 
Home
Tonight

Highlighting the cliffs and dangerous rocks
Out of the storm panes shines a light

Used by sailors and pirates too
Sometimes

Even used by you.

Fergus Donnelly
Co Waterford
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THE LIGHTHOUSE OF DREAM STORIES

Long ago, when the world was young, Cedric the seagull lived in a 
lighthouse on a very high cliff, in a country not so far from here.  The 
lighthouse was painted the most dazzling shades of red and white, like a 
sunburnt zebra.   At night, its yellow and orange beacon light would shine 
and flash on, off, on, off, for all the ships and mermaids to see.  Cedric 
was the lighthouse keeper and he loved his job.
  Every morning he woke with a ruffle of feathers and a cackle, to wake 
everyone nearby.  Cedric would fly out to sea and say good morning to 
the dolphins, whales and anyone who happened to be swimming nearby.  
He would dive into the sea and return to the light house with two fish, 
one for him and one for Skebanga, who was the wisest, oldest cat that 
ever lived. She was the librarian in the lighthouse.
  Cedric and Skebanga would eat their delicious fish breakfast and 
chat about the wonderful world around them.  To the east, the sun rose 
to warm them.  To the west, the moon always said goodnight.  From the 
north, sometimes, a cold wind would blow.  And from the south came the 
mermaids, bringing great tales and songs.
  Now, this wasn’t just any old lighthouse.  It was very special.  For 
within its thick stone walls were one thousand years of dream stories, all 
captured in crystal jars on shelves.  Round and round the stories would 
go in a magic vacuum.  Stories, of the ocean, of planets, Vikings, ancient 
cities, unicorns, animals, princesses – the list was endless.  All waiting to 
be sent to children at nighttime.
  Each evening, at sunset, the fairies sailed to the light station to 
collect the jars.  Cedric would fill a net with the dream stories and fly it to 
their boat, the ILV Sprite.
  But one night, a terrible storm came in from the north, bringing 
snow and ice.  The light could hardly be seen from the lantern.  The 
waves crashed against the rocks and walls, the wind howled, “Let me in.”
Skebanga raced to the top and tried to make the beacon shine brighter.  
Cedric flew out to the sea and cackled in his loudest voice, to try to warn 
the fairies.  But it was too late.  They couldn’t hear him.  Their boat 
crashed against the rocks, throwing them into the water.  
  Skebanga sprinted to the library, grabbed a dream story, gave it a 
bit of extra ump, raced outside and tossed it down.  Cedric got out of the 
way as it smashed on the rocks.  Magic released and suddenly the sea 
was calm and the wind stopped.  
  Cedric grabbed a life buoy and threw it to the fairies.  Then up he 
flew - rope, lifebuoy, fairies clinging on until he reached Skebanga and 
dropped them all to safety.   From that day to now, seagulls, cats and 
fairies are besties and a little magic shines the way.

Aoife Bates
Co Dublin

STUART AND ME

We were without electricity for two days because of the storm. One calm 
night I decided to walk by the lighthouse. The moon was bright. I saw 
something in the water making bubbles - it was moving closer to me. I 
was afraid. 
  I ran back into the house to rejoin my family but I kept thinking 
about what I saw. It was bedtime, but I couldn’t sleep. There was still 
something moving by the lighthouse. I decided to go out. 
  There it was, a seal. He introduced himself as Stuart. I was surprised 
he could talk and I could understand him.
  “I am very afraid of the sharks,” he said.
  “There are sharks?” I replied, still surprised. 
  “Yes! They wanted to catch and eat me. Would you be able to tell 
them to stop?”
  I was afraid of sharks too. What was I supposed to do? I told Stuart 
I will think about it and then excused myself home. 
  I went back to the lighthouse the next day, but Stuart wasn’t there, 
so I waited. I got bored and decided to put my face in the water. Then 
my brother came to get me. He tapped my back. In shock, I accidentally 
fell into the water. 
  The water was freezing cold. I felt something grab me by the legs 
and spin me around. I felt dizzy. I looked back at my legs and could see 
a shark holding them by his teeth. I wanted to scream, but I couldn’t. 
Somehow I could speak in the water so I asked him to let me go. 
  The shark replied, “No! I want to bring you to a party.”
  I thought to myself that this could not be real, but I had no choice. 
We arrived at a cave underwater and there were many others waiting for 
us. There were different kinds of sharks; hammerhead, tiger shark and 
even the great white shark. They were surprisingly friendly. 
  “Whose party is this?” I asked them.
  “It’s your party. Isn’t it your birthday next week?” they grinned.
  “Yes it is. But how did you know?” I replied. 
  “We know everything!” said the sharks. “You can make a wish as it 
is your party.”
  “Any wish?”
  “Yes, anything you want.”
  “My wish is that I want you to stop disturbing Stuart. He is a kind 
seal and he is my friend,” I said. 
  The sharks did not like my wish. They turned very angry and started 
to circle around me. The great white shark charged towards me and I 
could see all of his three hundred teeth. I screamed and screamed until 
I felt dizzy. 
  Then I felt my brother tapping my back. There was a storm outside. 
I was in bed and it was all a dream. 

James Ilyas Hussey
Co Cork
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THE GIRL AND THE PROBLEM

Once upon a time a little girl was at the beach with her 
mummy and daddy. They were packing their beach 
things. The little girl saw a lighthouse across the sea, 
then she went on a boat. The boat stopped, bumping 
into a desert island.
  The girl climbed out of the boat. She panicked 
when it was nighttime, as there was no light from the 
lighthouse.

  The bulb was not working.
  Unicorns came to her. They were unicorns 
because they had horns. They gave her a lovely dress, 
shoes and a crown.
  The unicorns also gave her a bulb ball for the 
lighthouse, just like all the other balls around the world.
  Then they all climbed up the lighthouse, but the 
ponies couldn’t climb up the stairs. The lighthouse 
keeper was too tired to change the bulb ball, so he 
went to bed.

  The unicorns eventually succeeded to climb the 
stairs and climbed to the top. They put the bulb ball 
and then the light came through.
  The girl’s parents noticed she was gone. They 
went on a boat and sailed to the lighthouse and went 
to ask the lighthouse keeper.
  They woke him up to search the lighthouse. They 
found the girl and the unicorns. The girl hugged the 
two unicorn ponies and went home.

Isis Prien
Co Dublin

THE HOOK LIGHTHOUSE

Jake the lighthouse keeper lived in a small cottage near the lighthouse with 
his wife Mary and daughter Holly in Wexford. Every night Jake and Holly 
would go to the lighthouse to switch on the light.
  One cold, wintry night Jake and Holly got into their little brown boat 
and rowed over to the lighthouse. Mary waved them off from the window. 
Jake always had a worry that he would not switch the light on in time and 
that the ships would crash into the rocks.
  Jake and Holly ran into the lighthouse, as it was very windy. Jake 
went to run up the stairs but suddenly CRASH! The old stairs broke. 
  “Oh no!” cried Holly to Jake. “How will we turn on the light now?”
  They had a think. Then Jake had a brilliant idea. “I will call Handyman 
Bobby on the phone.”
  Handyman Bobby came immediately, bashing across the waves in his 
little boat. He had all his tools with him and fixed the stairs. 
  Jake got the light on just in time for the ships to pass the lighthouse. 
He had always worried about the bulbs blowing but never about the stairs 
breaking. Jake had solved the problem in the end and all the ships went 
past the lighthouse safely. 

Ella Hillick
Co Dublin

THE LIGHT HOUSE

One day a lighthouse was sitting by the sea at 
Clontarf. Birds would fly past the lighthouse every 
morning. The birds were all types of birds, seagulls 
and pigeons. One day a girl named Leila wanted 
to go on her kayak she saw the birds. It was a 
very sunny day. Leila went in her boat over to the 
lighthouse. Leila worked as a vet. When she arrived 
at the lighthouse one of the birds was trapped at 
the top of the lighthouse. Luckily Leila had a vet 
kit. She climbed up the lighthouse and got the bird. 
She cured the bird and he flew off. She felt like she 
did a good deed. Now Leila goes to the lighthouse 
every week.

Mia Arkins
Co Dublin
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Lucy Roche
Co Wexford

THE SHADOW IN THE LIGHTHOUSE

There once was a boy called Charlie who had a friend 
called Mike. Charlie and Mike liked to do lots of things 
together, such as exploring and walking Charlie’s 
sausage dog, Denny.  They lived on the beautiful 
island of Sandy Sea, which had many stunning views, 
including a lighthouse in the sea.  Charlie and Mike 
loved to look at the lighthouse and imagine they were 
in the lighthouse directing the boats.
  One day Charlie and Mike where out walking 
Denny around Sandy Sea. Charlie loved Denny.  He 
was his best friend.  He always made him feel better 
when he was feeling sad.  He told Denny all his secrets 
because Charlie knew Denny wouldn’t tell anyone.  
While out on their walk, Mike asked Charlie, “Can I 
walk Denny for a bit Charlie?” 
  Charlie replied, “Yes, only for a little bit but please 
do not let him go!”  
  Mike was not used to walking dogs as he didn’t 
have one of his own.  Charlie was nervous.  Mike kept 
getting distracted and then he let Denny go! 
  “NOOOOOOO!” shouted Charlie. “Come back 
Denny!”  Charlie was very upset.  His best friend was 
gone.  
  Charlie and Mike began to look all over the island 
for Denny.  They looked in the spooky caves beside 
the sea.  He wasn’t there. They looked in the tall 
grass beside the park. He wasn’t there either.  Charlie 
was very sad.  Later that night Charlie and Mike had 
given up looking. They had looked everywhere and 
still couldn’t find him. They sat down on the grass 

overlooking the sea and the lighthouse. All of a 
sudden they saw a shadow in the lighthouse! It was 
very spooky. Who was it? How did it get there? 
  Charlie and Mike decided to go and search the 
lighthouse to see who was there. There was a small 
boat and they rowed over to the lighthouse. They were 
both very scared as the shadow looked very big and 
they were so small. They climbed the creaking stairs 
slowly. They pushed open the screeching door and 
began to look around. They couldn’t see anyone. 
They stood looking out the window of the lighthouse 
wondering where the shadow went.  
  All of a sudden, they could see the shadow on 
the wall.  Something was behind them. They turned 
very slowly as they were very scared… “Dennyyyy!” 
They both shouted. The shadow in the lighthouse was 
Denny. He had swum all the way over to lighthouse 
when Mike let him go. He was a very good swimmer. 
Charlie was very excited to have his best friend back 
with him. They all travelled on the boat together back 
home and Charlie and Denny began to walk back to 
their house. When they got in, Charlie’s mum asked 
him what they had got up to that day. 
  “Nothing exciting, Mum,” Charlie said.  Denny 
and Charlie both looked at each other remembering 
their adventure that day. It was one they would never 
forget. 

Kora O’Connor Kelly
Co Antrim
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Once upon a time, a family who lived in a 
lighthouse went on a holiday to Spain. The 
morning of the holiday, the mam and dad 
rushed out of the house. Fia and Tadhg woke 
up and found out that their parents were 
gone! They were scared. Fia and Tadhg had 
been sleeping in the lantern room. But they 
thought that they should have slept in their 
own bedroom that night. 
  Their parents only realised on the plane 
that they had forgotten Fia and Tadhg at the 
lighthouse. They felt like the worst parents 
ever. They were worried, but they were quite 
happy as they were free from the kids. 
  Fia and Tadhg were scared. They ran 
into all of the rooms in the lighthouse, but 
their parents and their baby brother were 
gone! They thought that there was no way 
that their parents would leave without them. 
They looked for their parents all day. It was 
night and Fia and Tadgh were very, very s-c-
a-r-e-d!
  They began looking again everywhere 
for their parents. They went to the mountains 

on the land and also in the sea. While they 
were looking for them, sea monsters were 
surrounding them. The sea monsters were 
green and greasy, with slime coming from 
their mouths and arms. The sea monsters 
were getting closer and closer and closer 
and closer. Fia and Tadgh tried to run away, 
but they realised they were under water so 
they couldn’t run very fast. They swam to the 
surface and found two lifebuoys. They swam 
back to land with the help of two superfast 
sailfish.
  When they got to land, there were 
slimy sea monsters on top of the lighthouse. 
When the sea monsters saw Fia and Tadgh 
they jumped off the lighthouse. 
  Fia and Tadgh ran into the lighthouse. 
The sea monsters tried jumping over to 
them but failed. Fia and Tadgh ran up to the 
lantern room and shone the lamp at the sea 
monsters. The sea monsters didn’t like the 
light and slowed down. In the end, Fia and 
Tadgh won the battle. 

Nathan Sweetman
Co Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE & THE SEA MONSTERS

THE STORY OF JEFF (THE HERMIT CRAB)

Once Jeff woke up in his chest on the seafloor.  He went 
for a walk on Coral Reef and then he had his breakfast 
of dead crustaceans with is friend Tim the Pink Shrimp 
at his favourite restaurant, The Crab-Out.
  After breakfast, Jeff wanted to see what the view 
was like on the beach, so he went for a second walk. 
Suddenly a ball hit him on his shell, and he was upside 
down! Jeff hid in his shell hoping the tide would 
bring him back into the sea.  Then a 
seagull called Pickle grabbed him!  
  Pickle brought him to a buoy and he 
was going to eat Jeff! Jeff was worried, but then he had 
a good idea! He pinched Pickle’s beak and he fell onto 
the buoy and he wobbled the buoy until Pickle fell into 
the water.
  “Help!” he said.  
  Jeff went into the water and pinched him out of the 
water, Pickle let out a big SQUAWK and flew away.  
  Later that evening Jeff had a party in the sea at 
the Big-Hole, his favourite place,  in the middle of the 
reef with his crab friends. They had a good time with 
salt-shakes and seaweed cake!  After the party, Jeff 
went to his old chest on the seafloor, said goodnight to 
his neighbour the eel and crawled into bed. Jeff read his 
book, Tales of the Kraken, and he was tired so then he 
went to sleep.
  It had been a very busy day.  

Bodhi Fox 
Co Dublin
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Once upon a summer holiday, two brothers, 
Rodrigo and Jimmy, were walking along the 
beach. The beach was called Rock Cove and 
it was close to where they were holidaying 
with their family. They noticed that the light 
in the lighthouse was flickering. Rodrigo and 
Jimmy became so scared by this that they 
ran back home. 
  Rodrigo and Jimmy had to talk about 
what they saw. “We should go call the police! 
They’ll know what to do,” said Jimmy. Their 
dad was a police officer and used to be an 
electrical engineer so he would know what 
to do in this case. 
  “No way!” said Rodrigo “Remember 
how we always used to dream of becoming 
adventurers? This could be our chance. 
We could go talk to Barnaby and Dave, the 
owners of the lighthouse.”
  While walking to the lighthouse, they 
bumped into Barnaby and Dave walking the 
beach. 
  “What’s wrong with the lighthouse?” 
asked Rodrigo. 
  “It’s haunted!!” replied Dave. 
  “Don’t worry, we’re only ninety-five per 
cent sure it’s haunted,” said Barnaby. 
  “Ninety-five per cent!!” shouted Jimmy. 
  “Who do you think it’s haunted by?” 
asked Rodrigo. 
  “We think it’s Captain Archibald. He’s 
using the beacon in the lighthouse to attract 
his ghost ship,” replied Dave. 
  “We have to go to the lighthouse,” 
Rodrigo told Jimmy. 
  “No, wait!” said Barnaby. “Here is 
a bottle-you could use it to trap Captain 
Archibald.”
  The two boys walked to the lighthouse. 
Rodrigo looked at Jimmy and Jimmy seemed 
very scared. As they walked, they could hear 
rattling noises coming from the lighthouse. 
They looked towards the sea and sure 

enough they could see a ghost ship coming 
towards Rock Cove beach. 
  “Quickly, we don’t have much time!” 
said Rodrigo. 
  They entered the lighthouse. They 
could remember it being a lovely place when 
they first took their tour of Rock Cove beach 
but now it looked ghostly and dark. Jimmy 
was looking twice as scared. 
  Up the spiral stairs they went, round and 
round. Finally, they reached the top. Captain 
Archibald was operating the lighthouse 
beacon. 
  “I saw you coming,” he said in a ghostly 
tone, “and that’s why I have been sharpening 
my sword, to chop you in half!”  Archibald 
plunged his sword towards them. 
  Moving quickly, Rodrigo and Jimmy 
dodged out of the way. Captain Archibald 
chased after Jimmy. “There’s no escape,” 
he said. “Surrender!”
  He swung his sword once more at 
Jimmy. Thankfully, Jimmy was able to dodge 
out of the way. 
  The ghost ship was approaching fast. It 
fired a cannon ball, which blocked Jimmy’s 
path. “This is the end for you,” said Captain 
Archibald. He prepared to swing his sword 
at him. 
  “No!” said Rodrigo. “This is the end for 
you!” He pulled out the bottle and opened 
the lid. 
  “NNOOO!!!” screamed Captain 
Archibald as he was sucked into the bottle. 
Everything turned back to normal except for 
the ghost ship. 
  “We have to turn off the light,” said 
Rodrigo. Quickly Jimmy turned to the beacon 
and pulled the leaver. The light went out and 
the ghost ship disappeared. 

Rory McMullen
Co Dublin

JULIA’S FIRST RESCUE

Julia Robertson reached forward to the door 
that led to the top of her parents’ lighthouse, 
Rock of the Sea.
  Julia wasn’t sure why it had ‘rock’ 
in its name, because the lighthouse was 
clearly not a rock. Careful not to alert her 
little brothers or big sisters, Julia covered 
her hand over the door knob making it go 
buuurgee instead of creaking. 
  With her books Sophie Takes To The 
Sea, Bad Dad and Matilda under her arm, 
Julia pushed open the door and walked 
up the stairs to the top of the lighthouse 
where her best friend Clarice Fitzgibbon was 
standing on the railings with a jet pack on 
her. 
  “Here!” she said, pulling another jetpack 
from possibly nowhere! 
  “I’ve been expecting you,” smiled Julia, 
as they wizzed off to the bookshop to by 
a Christmas presents for each other:  two 
gummy worm packets, five books and a 
glow-in-the-dark-pen. 

  Later, back at the lighthouse, Julia 
and Clarice were wapped in warm blankets, 
watching the storm outside. Apparently, 
Mom had said that Clarice could not go 
home in the storm and it was soon decided 
that she would stay for the night. Mom had 
gotten treats for the midnight feast and a 
‘welcome Home’ book for Dad, who would 
be coming home from New York. 

Julia had got an interesting book about 
lighthouses and Clarice opened the window 
to see if Julia’s dad had come back. She 
leaned too far and... 
  “Clarice!!!” screamed Julia. Clarice had 
fallen out of the window and into the sea! 

  “She can’t swim!” shouted Julia to 
Mom, who appeared on the stairs. 
  “Oh no!!! Can you swim Julia??!!” said 
Mom. 
  “Erm- yes?”, Julia said. because 
she was an okay swimmer.”I’m okay in a 
SWIMMING POOL, not in the SEA!”
  “Jump!” said Mom. 
  Julia grabbed the life bouy and jumped. 
Just as Clarice was about to smash into the 
rocks, Julia saved her! 
  After all the excitment Julia was back 
safely in the lighthouse, even though now 
her arm was broken. 
  I did save a life! thought Julia, happily 
as she sucked a Curly Wurly. 

  And when she grew up, Julia joined the 
Irish Coast Guard and was on many search 
and rescue teams. She saved more and 
more lives and got a medal for bravery! 

Sophia La Rocque
Co Cork

THE ADVENTURERS AND THE ROCK COVE LIGHTHOUSE
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THE BEACON OF LIGHT
(Story and image on facing page) 

Out on a stormy night, I am with Pippi and 
Tom. 
  The boat is bobbing up and down, salt 
water is splashing over the boat and water 
splashes in our faces. 
  Let’s get out of this place! 
  From a long way off there’s a light in 
the darkness. The light was bright; it was 
like the beacon of light was our friend!

Robert King
Co Cork

THE SECRET CLUB

Once upon a time there was a girl called 
Jordan who had three toys: a doll, a teddy 
bear and a toy dog. She played with them 
every day. The doll would ride on the dog 
and the bear would trot beside them. “Let’s 
go for a spin, Dolly,” Jordan would often say 
when they played. 
  What Jordan did not know was that her 
toys all had a life of their own. 
  Every night while Jordan was sleeping, 
they came to life. They went to their secret 
clubhouse, a lighthouse. It was across the 
sea, so they took a little doll bath from 
Jordan’s room. When they crossed the 
sea, they got splashed a lot. SPLASH! 

  When they get to the lighthouse, 
they dry themselves, then head to 

the meeting room. 
  “What’s todays plan, Dr 

Teddy Bear?” Dolly asked 
one day. 

  “Well…I’m not so 
sure. Any suggestions?” 
Teddy replied. 
  “Woof! Woof!” 
barked Doggo. 
  “What about if we 
hide from Jordan?” 
  “Hmmm, maybe,” 

said Teddy. “Anyone else?”.
  “Ohhhh,  I know! What about we 
escape from the house? DUN DUN 
DUUUNNNN!!!”said Dolly excitedly. “During 
the day!” she added. 
  “Did you just say that?” said Teddy. 
  “That’s woofimazing!” barked Doggo. 
  “I always feel like I’m a prisoner in that 
house,” cried Dolly. “Especially on the nights 
we don’t come out here. We are trapped in 
the closet” replied Teddy. 
  “Yeah, you are right, Dr Teddy Bear,” 
agreed Doggo. 
  Then the toys headed home and jumped 
back into the closet. 
  They waited until daylight to get their 
plan in action. Jordan played with her 
favourite toys as usual. 
  “When will we set off?” whispered Dolly 
to Teddy. “I’m not sure,” Teddy whispered 
back. “When she gets bored of playing with 
us?”.
  “But she plays with us until night!” 
whispered Dolly, a little too loud. 
  “Who said that?” asked Jordan. 
“Oops…” whispered Dolly. 
  “Was that you, Dolly?” asked Jordan. 
“Yes, It was me,” said Dolly. “We can all talk.” 
  “You can talk! Why did you never tell 
me?” said Jordan excitedly. “Can I come?” 
  “We would let you, woof, but we use 
Dolly’s bath to get across the sea and you 
are too big for it,” said Doggo. 
  “Well why don’t we get a boat, a big 
boat?” suggested Dolly. “Perfect,” Teddy 
chirped. 
  The next night they were setting off to 
the lighthouse when they saw something 
moving in the water. It was a shark! They 
were surrounded by sharks and had to think 
fast. 
  “Let’s shout for help!” screeched 
Jordan. “Help! Help!” they all yelled together. 
  Luckily, there was a large fishing boat 
nearby and heard their cries. Thankfully, 
they were all rescued and taken to shore. It 
was a great adventure, but it will be a while 
before they visit the lighthouse again. 

Pippa May Cahill 
Kavanagh
Co Meath
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AN TEACH SOLAIS DRAÍOCHTA
 
Tá teach solais amuigh i lár na farraige. Tá clann amháin ina gconaí ann. Tá beirt pháiste 
ann, Laoise agus Liam. Tá Mamaí agus Daidí leo freisin. An post atá ag Mamaí agus Daidí 
ná an solas a lasadh chuile oíche le báid a threorú sa dorchadas. 
Ach tá rud an-speisialta faoin teach solais áirithe seo. Tá ainmhithe ina gconaí faoin dteach 
solais. Tá draíocht ag na hainmhithe seo chomh fada is go mbíonn daoine ina gconaí sa 
teach solais. 
  Bíonn na hainmhithe draíochta seo i gcónaí ag iarraidh cabhrú leis na daoine atá ina 
gcónaí sa teach solais. Níl a fhios ag an gclann ach braitheann draíocht na n-ainmhithe ar 
na daoine. Má bhíonn na daoine tinn nó ocrach, imíonn draíocht na n-ainmhithe. Bhuel, bhí 
fhios ag Mamaí na bpáistí faoi seo nuair a bhí sí óg ach tá dearmad glan déanta aici anois 
air. Is aoibhinn leis na páistí bheith ag breathnú ar na hainmhithe uilig atá ina gconaí timpeall 
ar an teach solais. Tá cosán an-fhada go deo ag dul ón dteach solais go dtí an mórthír, 
áit a bhfuil an baile mór. Téann Daidí nó Mamaí air uair chuile dhá mhí chun bia a fháil don 
chlann. 
  Tá deilf mór ina rí ar na hainmhithe agus ina rí ar an aimsir. Deilí is ainm dó. Socraíonn 
Deilí go mbeidh sé grianmhar go hiondúil leis na daoine sa teach solais a shásamh. Na 
hainmhithe draíochta eile atá ann ná smugairlí róin, portáín, rónta agus turtair. An draíocht 
atá acu ná go bhfuil said in ann caint lena chéile agus go bhfuil said an-chliste. Téann na 
hainmhithe óga ar scoil fiú!
  Lá amháin, éiríonn Deilí tinn le pian uafásach ina bholg. Ní bhíonn sé in ann smacht a 
choinneáil ar an aimsir agus tagann stoirm mór millteach. Leanann an stoirm ar feadh cúpla 
lá agus scriostar cuid mhaith den chasán, an t-aon bhealach go dtí an mórthír. 

  Tagann ocras ar an gclann. Tá an bia a bhí acu 
uilig ite. Thíos faoin fharraige, tá smugairle rón óg 
ag triaill a chuid obair scoile a dhéanamh ach níl ag 
éirí leis. Tá an draíocht ag imeacht ó na hainmhithe. 
Téann Deilí suas os cionn na farraige agus cloiseann 
sé na páístí ag rá go bhfuil ocras orthu.  Feiceann sé 
an cosán briste agus tuigeann sé an scéal. 
  Téann sean turtar, an t-Uasal Blaosc go dtí an 
mórthír agus sciobann sé iasc agus sceallóga ó bhord 
picnic. Snámhann sé arais agus deireann sé leis na 
páistí comhartha mór a chur ar dhíon an teach solais 
ag lorg cúnaimh. Insíonn na páistí dá Mamaí faoin 
t-Uasal Blaosc agus go tobann is cuimhin le Mamaí 
draíocht na n-ainmhithe. Agus ansin tuigeann an 
clann go dtiocfaidh cúnamh. Tagann heileacaptar le 
bia dóibh agus tagann draíocht na nainmhithe arais 
chucu. 
  Socraíonn Laoise go scríobhfaidh sí scéal faoin 
eachtra seo. An t-ainm a chuir sí ar an scéal ná ‘An 
teach Solais Draíochta’ agus tá tú díreach tar éis 
críochnú a léamh!

Caoimhe Nic Dhonnacha
Co Dublin

LEXIE AND THE LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time there was a girl called Lexie. 
  One day Lexie had to bring a book to her grandad’s lighthouse. 
When she got there, she saw a huge telescope at the top of the 
lighthouse. Lexie really wanted to look into the telescope, as she loved 
stars, but it wasn’t dark outside so she wouldn’t be able to see any. 
  Lexie remembered her Uncle Mike had a time machine, so she ran 
over to her uncle’s house and got in the time machine and went five 
hours into the future. Then Lexie went back to the lighthouse and left 
the book beside her grandad’s bed, where he was sleeping. 
  She ran up to the telescope, but she didn’t see stars - instead 
she saw a magical land, made out of fireflies and chocolate. Lexie 
was teleported into the telescope. Once Lexie took one look at the 
chocolate river and the cotton candy clouds, she thought nobody would 
notice if she just had a nibble of the chocolate trees. But then Lexie was 
teleported back to the real world and the electricity went out, leaving the 
lighthouse pitch black. 
  Lexie was about to go home but then she heard a loud noise. It 
was coming from a ship! Lexie got out her mini telescope to see how 
close the ship was and to her horror it was only four miles away from the 
lighthouse!! Lexie knew she had to save the lighthouse. Lexie thought 
maybe she should tell her grandad, but she did not want to wake him, 
so Lexie knew she was going to have to do this by herself. 
  Suddenly a small purple goblin appeared out of the telescope. He 
said his name was Rex and he wanted to help. Rex could have saved 
it by himself, but he knew Lexie would want to help. Rex said only one 
thing could replace the light and that was the dragon treasure. Rex 
made Lexie some armour and they jumped into the telescope ran across 
the chocolate land and into the kingdom of dragons. When they finally 
reached the dragon treasure Lexie and Rex saw two dragon guards 
blocking the way.
  “How are we going to get past them?” said Lexie. Rex decided to 
cast an invisibility spell so they could sneak through. When they got in, 
they saw the dragon treasure. Lexie ran up to the glowing treasure filled 
with brightly shining amber stones. They grabbed the treasure and raced 
back to the lighthouse. Rex used his powers to raise the glowing stones 
up to the top of the lighthouse and they beamed out across the sea just 
in time for the ships to turn away. 
  Lexie and Rex hugged each other and smiled a smile of relief! 
Lexie thanked Rex for all his help, and he disappeared back into the 
telescope. As Lexie was leaving her grandad woke up and asked, “Is 
everything okay?” 
  “Yes, everything is fine,” said Lexie as she left with a grin.

Emily Dunne
Co Dublin
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THE THREE LITTLE LOBSTERS 

Part 1
It all started as three young lobsters, Pello, Pod and 
Molly, were allowed to stay up late one night. Chub 
Grub: The Jamie Eeliver Show was on television that 
evening. 
  Jamie Eeliver was the coolest celebrity chef 
around. He could make the crispiest crispy pancakes, 
the sizzliest sausages and the glamouriest ganache in 
the world. The three lobsters knew, there and then, 
that when they grew up they wanted to become chefs.
  From then on, every day they boiled and broiled, 
scrambled and fried, whipped, mixed and poached. 
When they were finished, and were all grown up, 
they graduated with cooking diplomas from the Coral 
Cooking College. They each had ideas on how to 
become a successful chef in the real world.

Part 2: Pello’s Terrible Tale
Pello Lobster wanted to open a deli café called Catfish 
Café, where he would serve the freshest salads ever. 
To save money, he built his café from sand because it 
was cheap and plentiful just lying around everywhere. 
He did very well, serving lots of customers, until one 
night, when Storm Ciarán blew in and rattled and 
shook the little café. The storm ripped the roof off 
until nothing was left but a pile of sand. 
  With his dreams in tatters, Pello left to work with 
his brother Pod.

Part 3: Pod’s Sad Story
Pod had started his Asian food restaurant called 
Seashell Sushi On The Seashore. As the name 
might suggest, due to lack of finances and foresight, 
Pod built it from seashells that he found scattered 
everywhere. All was going well, until one night a 
humpback whale named Evie tried to squeeeeeeze 
inside, causing the restaurant to explode into a 
thousand pieces, leaving Pod very, very unhappy. 
  So, Pod and Pello left to move in with their sister 
Molly.

Part 4: Molly’s Fabulous Fable
Molly had seen what had happened to her brothers 
and decided to set her restaurant up in a building that 
would stand up to nature’s best and worst. 
  She didn’t have to look too far, for beside her 

home stood a giant lighthouse that had stood against 
storm and raging sea for two hundred years. It had 
a swirl of bright red paint from it’s top to its bottom. 
It was magnificent and it was perfect. Molly and her 
brothers set up her French cuisine restaurant named 
Le Phare Phare Away.
  You could get the fanciest foods there like 
jellybeans of every flavour, chocolate mousse and 
baked potatoes with melted cheese (except in French, 
which made them sound totally fancy). 
  The light on top of the lighthouse cooked the 
food by placing the food on shelves all around the 
hot revolving light and turning on the light to cook 
everything just right. The customers were happily 
cocooned inside the warm lighthouse against the 
storms battling outside, trying to huff and puff the 
lighthouse out of existence.
  Their best day came when Jamie Eeliver came 
to their lighthouse and said it was the best food he’d 
tasted…ever.

Jane Fallon 
Co Kildare

THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER’S DAUGHTER

Once there was a girl called Orla Banks. 
  Her parents were John and Una. Her dad 
worked at Blackhead Lighthouse. Orla lived with her 
mum in Whitehead because they were not allowed 
to live with her dad in the lighthouse. But Orla loved 
going down to the beach and up the cliff path to see 
her dad at work.
  One day Orla’s dad got a letter. It said … 

Dear John,
  I would like you to go to a lighthouse in Clare 
Island in Mayo to work there. If you would like the 
new job, please call me on 01 3525422. 
 Sincerely,
  Peter Hanaggins

When John read the letter, he went to his wife Una 
and told her he would like to take the job as it was 
a bigger lighthouse and more money. Una agreed. 
They wanted John to start right then, so he had to 
leave without having time to say goodbye to Orla, 
who was at school.
  At bedtime, Una was sad, so Orla asked, “What 
happened to Daddy?”

LIGHTHOUSE STORY

The family went to a lighthouse for a trip. 
  They caught fresh fish and they also had chicken. 
They barbequed the meat and went to the top of the 
lighthouse. 
  Suddenly, a high tide came in. The bottom of 
the lighthouse was covered with water. Luckily, it only 
lasted for 30 minutes. 
  After that, they went swimming in a pool nearby. 
After that, they went to a lighthouse-shaped hotel 
called The Black Lighthouse. 
  Altogether, the family had an exciting trip to the 
lighthouse.

Advit Kumar
Co Cork

Una told Orla all about it. Just before she fell asleep, 
Orla remembered that it said on the weather that a 
big storm was happening. She was so scared – what 
if her dad died, what if he got knocked down on the 
way to Mayo?
  At that moment Orla just fell asleep. She had 
a dream – a dream about a boat full of people who 
were about to die in a big storm. It was near her dad’s 
new lighthouse in Mayo.
  When Orla woke up, she had breakfast and then 
she saw the newspaper coming in the post. “It’s just 
the usual boring newspaper,” she thought. Then she 
saw her dad John’s name in the paper. The story said 
that John had saved a group of people in a boat near 
his lighthouse. The boat was going to crash on the 
rocks and he helped them get to land. 
  Then Orla remembered her dream. It had come 
true but in a different way. It was much better. The 
people were saved. 
Orla called her mum to tell her and then decided to 
write a letter to her dad in his new lighthouse to tell 
him the whole story.

Síle O’Kane 
Co Dublin
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THE LIGHTHOUSE 

Once upon a time, three people lived in a lighthouse. One of them 
accidentally bumped in to the light and broke it. That night, a ship crashed 
in to the rocks and pirate ghosts emerged from it. 
  The pirate ghosts had swords and the three lighthouse workers 
bravely fought them off. However, the ghosts disappeared without 
warning! 
  The three lighthouse keepers had a think about where the ghosts 
could have gone. Then one of them remembered they had heard of a 
place called Ghost Island. 
  The three lighthouse workers knew it wasn’t too far away and they 
jumped in to their speedboat and headed straight there. When they got 
to Ghost Island, they spotted the pirate ghosts in the ancient temple.
The three of them were scared to go in to the temple, but they knew they 
had to capture the pirate ghosts. So, slowly, they entered the temple. 
They had three challenges to get through before they could catch up with 
the pirate ghosts. 
  First, they had to answer this riddle: “What kind of house is never 
heavy?”
  The three of them were stumped. They couldn’t figure it out. Then 
suddenly, all three of them shouted out at once…”A lighthouse!” they 
cried. 
  They were past the first challenge.
  Secondly, they had to go through a trap, which involved arrows, 
stones and steps. Luckily, all three were brilliant free climbers so they 
were able get through it easily.
  Finally, they had to enter a code with this clue: “What is the number 
you ring in an emergency?”
  “999.... easy,” they said together. And with that, they were finally in. 
  There were about 10 ghost pirates in the room, all wide awake and 
starring at them in shock. They were shocked that anyone had been able 
get through all the challenges. 
  The three lighthouse keepers fought them off (again!) and captured 
them all in a fishing net used to catch schools of wild tuna. Finally, they 
called the police with their walkie-talkie.  
  It took the police ages to get to Ghost Island, but once they got 
there, they were very impressed by the work of the three lighthouse 
keepers and recommended them for a reward.
  The three lighthouse keepers were so delighted with the €1,000.00 
they received for their reward, but they had to use it to pay for a new bulb 
in the lighthouse that they had broken. 

Tom McNamara
Co Limerick

GREAT GRANDMA, THE GUARDIAN

On October 1st, Daniel and Izzy were quickly walking along the beach past 
Cyclops’s Cave.
  It always gave them the creeps. “Brr, it is cold,” said Daniel. “I wish I 
had my Marvel red hoodie.” 
  “Don’t worry,” said Izzy. “You can wear my cat hoodie.”
  “Thanks,” said Daniel as he was putting Izzy’s hoodie on.
  “Look!” said Izzy, staring up at the cliffs. “That’s my great grandma’s 
lighthouse.”
  On top of the cliffs was a dingy stone lighthouse. The light at the top 
was cracked and definitely would not work. The lighthouse was shaped like 
Izzy’s sea-scope.
  “I did not know your great-grandma owned the lighthouse up there,” 
said Daniel.
  “Yes,” said Izzy. “She died many years ago, but my family believe her 
ghost protects the lighthouse and the sailors.”
  “You’re making that up,” said Daniel. 
  “I am not!” said Izzy. “I will race you up the lighthouse and prove it.”
   Izzy won the race. “Now,” said Izzy, “let’s see if it’s haunted.”
  Inside, it was chilly and damp. Izzy and Daniel were nervous. Their 
hearts were beating like thunder. 
  Daniel tripped. He thought it was a rock, but when Izzy looked she saw 
a scary head with no body attached!  
  “Don’t touch it!”  she roared at Daniel. But it was too late. Suddenly, 
the scary head started screaming.
  “Ha, ha! Now you’re trapped!” said the scary head. 
  Daniel and Izzy started running up the steps of the lighthouse. The 
scary head floated up the steps after them.
  All of a sudden, a ghost drifted in front of them. Izzy recognised her 
great grandma. 
  Great Grandma’s ghost was holding an oar and she whacked the 
hovering head. The scary head flew through the air and splashed into the 
sea. 
  Izzy and Daniel tried to hug Great Grandma, but it was like hugging a 
cloud.  
  “Whose head was that, Great Grandma?” asked Izzy. 
  “It’s Donal, the deadly pirate. Years ago, on a stormy night, the 
lighthouse’s light did not work. Donal’s ship struck the rocks and his head 
was flung up to the lighthouse. He’s been wrecking my head for years, even 
when I’m a ghost,” explained Great Grandma.
  “Thank you for finally visiting me. You helped me get rid of him at last.”
  Daniel was as white as a polar bear when they left the lighthouse. “I 
used to be scared of Cyclops’s cave until I met your great grandma, Izzy!”

Alanna Wise
Co Dublin
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THE LIGHTHOUSE BROTHERS

Once upon a time there were two boys 
called Bob and Jim.  They lived in Howth.  
They were brothers and best friends.  
  One sunny day , Bob and Jim wanted 
to play soccer so they went outside to play.  
They were having loads of fun until a man 
fell out of the sky right into their garden 
where they were playing.  He said he was 
a wizard.  Bob and Jim didn’t believe him 
but then he said something and a magic 
carpet appeared.  The boys couldn’t believe 
their eyes. He wasn’t joking when he said 
he was a wizard after all!  The wizard said 
they should all go to the lighthouse in Dublin 
Bay.  So they hopped on the magic carpet 
and PUFF! They were gone.
  The view was great from up in the sky.  
They could see all the trees, houses and 
boats.  Soon they were at the lighthouse so 
they went inside.  Bob and Jim had never 
been inside a lighthouse before but they 
really liked it.  
  Oh no!  They noticed the big light 
wasn’t working.  
Bob and Jim could see a boat in the distance.  

A LUCKY ESCAPE

One day John got the job as lighthouse 
keeper. He was thrilled as this was his 
dream job. 
  A lighthouse warns a vessel that 
something dangerous is ahead, or that it’s 
coming near to land. 
  John sailed out to the lighthouse to start 
work. It was a sunny day. John looked out 
for ships all day. As it got dark John turned 
on the light. The light shone big and bright. 
You could see it all around the sea. 
  It was getting late so John went to bed. 
All of a sudden the lighthouse light started 
flickering and eventually turned off. 
  A vessel called The Blue Wave was 
coming in to dock. It was a big ship with 
passengers. The captain knew he was 
near land because he passed a buoy. He 
panicked when he did not see the light from 
the lighthouse. 
  The captain on the ship blew the horn. 
The horn was so loud it woke John up with 
a fright. 
  John rushed outside to see what had 
happened. He realised that the light was not 
on. He quickly changed the bulb and turned 
it back on. The boat safely passed. Thank 
goodness everyone was safe. 

MY LIGHTHOUSE HELLO

Hello, my name is Lexi. I am nine years old 
and I live in a lighthouse! It is the coolest 
place in the world to live.
  Our family lighthouse is in Tramore, 
Ireland. It is more than 100 years old! It has 
pink, purple and red stripes with a big white 
light at the top that shines out across the 
large bay. 
  My granny and grandad lived here 
before us. My grandad was the lighthouse 
keeper and my daddy is the lighthouse 
keeper now. When I grow up, I want to be 
the lighthouse keeper too! I want to be the 
first girl lighthouse keeper in Ireland! 
  Our lighthouse helps to guide the ships 
sailing at night-time along the bay. The cool 
thing about living in the lighthouse is running 
up the big stairs to the top and then looking 
out at the sea. I love running up and down 

the stairs again and again. It is dark in the 
stairwell but when you get to the top you can 
see out far, far away.
  I have a special way of sending 
messages to the boats at sea. When the big 
light at the top of our lighthouse shines, I 
put my hand in front of the light bulb and 
make signs and shapes with my hands and 
fingers. The shadow of my hand stretches 
all the way across the bay. It’s a special 
lighthouse way of having fun with the people 
sailing by. The shadows go out for miles and 
miles. I think it’s the prettiest thing on earth 
to see my hand shadow touching the boats. 
My favourite shape to make is birds and 
butterflies flying. I also like to wave hello.
  Sometimes, I put a mattress at the top of 
the lighthouse and sleep there. When I wake 
up, I run down the stairs, get my breakfast 

and take it upstairs to eat while looking out 
at the sea. It is my favourite thing to do. I 
read on my own at the top of the lighthouse 
when it is quiet. My other lighthouse hobby 
is playing at the very top of the lighthouse. I 
use my imagination and pretend I am talking 
to the ships and sailors far out at sea about 
storms that are coming soon.  
  My friends really like to come and play 
in our lighthouse. They always say they wish 
they lived in a lighthouse like ours. I know I 
am lucky to live in such a cool place beside 
the cliffs and the ocean and all the birds in 
the sky. I never feel alone in our lighthouse. 
The ocean waves all around is like having a 
friend to talk to anytime I want.

It was dusk and foggy and the boat was 
heading for some sharp rocks.  Bob and 
Jim felt frightened.  The boat was going to 
sink.  Next thing Jim had an idea.  He had 
a battery from his remote control car in his 
pocket.  He fitted it into the lighthouse and 
the light came on.  The boat just missed the 
rocks and he was so relieved.  
  The lighthouse owner said the boys 
could visit the lighthouse any time they 
wanted and it would always be waiting for 
them.  Bob and Jim are best-friend brothers 
and love to have adventures together. 

Isobel Farrell
Co Offaly

Cian Flanagan 
Co Meath

Oliver Rowney
Co Dublin
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THE LIGHTHOUSE

Once there live a girl and she loved sea. 
Every day she would explore the nature of 
the sea.
  One night while she was sailing, she 
got lost. She tried to search for help.

A FIRE AT BLUE TIDE BAY

There was a man called Rob,
He used to be part of a mob,
But now lives at the lighthouse in Galway
That is called Blue Tide Bay.
Rob was very clever indeed
And filled a great need
For he could fix anything.
He caught fish and ate like a king.
He had a fishing boat
And on stormy seas it stayed afloat
But one night there was a great storm
A tugboat sounded its horn!
Rob was worried about people and couldn’t 
sleep  
So like a shepherd he went looking for sheep
He climbed the gallery to look over the sea
To see what he could see.
Far away he saw a boat floating on the waves
And Rob knew he had to go and save!
He got hot cocoa, a blanket, and his boat.
Rob pushed the boat in the water and put 
on his coat
He started to row on the rough water
As he heard coughing and splatter
He saw a boat that tipped over. 
It was a man with his lover
He threw a life ring and pulled them up
And gave them a warm cocoa cup
Then they headed back to shore.
They opened the lighthouse’s door 
And sat down for a rest and a meal
And through the window watched a dancing 
seal
Then Rob gave them a place to sleep
And they dreamt of whales swimming so 
deep.
The next morning the sun woke them up, 
peeping through the window
Rob opened a tin of baked beans and fried 
some eggs with minnow
After they ate, they thanked Rob for saving 
them and went away
And said they will meet another day.
A week later, there was another storm
And Rob sent out a warning form
To warn all ships of strong winds

WINDS of all kinds!
Then suddenly, Rob heard something 
breaking
And it sounded like glass cracking
The lighthouse’s light was cracked from top 
to bottom
And all the lights went dim!
Rob jumped out his bed thinking what is 
wrong?
But he felt brave and strong!
The lighthouse light cracked to pieces
And the waves splashed over the dishes!
Then something bright, yellow and orange 
caught Rob’s eye
And the burning flames were high!
No!  Blue Tide Bay was on fire!
Rob was in great danger!
The fire spread quickly
Rob couldn’t breathe and felt very sickly!
He tried to phone for help and sounded the 
fire alarm
Because Blue Tide Bay was in great harm
So he had to put the fire out himself
With a bucket from the kitchen shelf.
A wet blanket draped over him, he ran to 
the shed 
He didn’t want to be yet, ... dead
He grabbed the fire hose and sprayed with 
might
Until the fire was no more in sight!
He fixed the mess and ordered a new light 
To shine again so bright at the lighthouse in 
Galway
That’s called Blue Tide Bay.

Ruth Urquhart
Co Mayo

THE LIGHTHOUSE

One night, Conor the lighthouse keeper had 
a big problem.  
  A ship was heading for the rocks and 
one of the lights was not working.  Conor 
needed to change the bulb straight away 
and he started to climb the stairs.  On 
the way, Conor found a packet of Haribo 
Starmix Jellies that he must have dropped 
earlier so he sat down to enjoy the yummy 
sweets.  
  Suddenly, Conor remembered the 
broken bulb and dashed upwards.  Conor’s 
sticky fingers moved quickly as he changed 
the bulb just in time.  The ship’s captain saw 
the light and steered the vessel safely into 
port.  
  Lighthouse Keeper Conor had saved 
the day.
 
Conor Walsh
Co Dublin

  “Hello, is anybody there?” she shrieked, 
but nobody answered. The girl started to get 
scared. Just then she saw a light from a tall 
building, so she sailed to it.
  Inside the building was a mouse looking 
at her. “Where am I?” asked the girl, looking 
confused.
  “You are in my lighthouse,” said the 
mouse. The mouse showed the girl around 
the lighthouse. 
  There were never-stopping stairs that 
reached the top of the lighthouse and on the 
top of the lighthouse there was lightbulb.
  “Turn on the switch,” said the mouse. 
The girl turned on the switch, just then there 
was a sparkle of light. The mouse jumped 
on the light and the girl followed him, the 
light brought them to see all the lighthouses 
around whole world.
  But when they come back, the 
lighthouse was different. There was a small 
door inside so the girl opened it. She saw 
fairies who greeted her and inside there was 
everything a palace could have and the girl 
loved it. The fairies were really nice to them 
and when it was time to leave the fairies 
gave the girl a magic crystal, 
  “It can show you all the boats that are 
in danger and where they are,” said one of 
the fairy. 
  “Thank you very much!” said the girl.
  So the girl and the mouse went to the 
top of the lighthouse. Suddenly the crystal lit 
up! A ship was in danger not far from them 
and it was sinking! The girl called the ship 
rescue team immediately. 
  The girl and the mouse quickly got the 
girl’s boat and to help save people. When 
all people were saved, they thanked the girl, 
the mouse and the rescue team.
  Since then the girl and the mouse have 
become best friends. The girl always visits 
the mouse on the weekend.  

Chloe Chao
Co Dublin



 72 | STORYKEEPERS VOLUME III AGE EIGHT | 73 

THE LIGHTHOUSE

I wish I owned a lighthouse,
One big and strong,
With a big enormous light,
That shines all night long.

I would direct all the boats
And tell them where to go,
And when it’s foggy I would sound the horn,
to help bring them home.

I am like a traffic light on the sea 
directing all the boats safely home to me.

Lily-Rose Healy 
Co Meath

 

THE LIGHTHOUSE

Red and white like a candy cane,
The lighthouse sits there even in the rain.
Mermaids sit on its rocks,
And the light shines out like a ticking clock.

Giving out its shining beam
Looking like something from a fairy tale scene.
The lighthouse cares, the lighthouse loves,
loves to see white flying doves.

Secrets about pirates and selkies,
about mermaids and kelpy,
are stored inside like a treasury,
in the lighthouse’s memory.

Seals, crabs and fish go leor,
are swimming at its sea floor.
Dolphins ride every surfing wave
And dive into its deep water shade.

The wind blows and never fails
To shake about ships’ sails.
The wind screeches and the wind gales,
And makes the rain come down in pails.

When the lighthouse helps a ship or ferry,
It feels awfully merry,
Saving us from a shipwreck,
the lighthouse always keeps everything in check.

A lighthouse is an important thing to us all,
Standing there so proud, strong and tall.

Louise Murphy
Co Dublin

THE BIG LIGHTHOUSE AND THE 
LITTLE GIRL

Once there was a girl called Amelia. She 
was four. Amelia had a big sister called Zoe.
It was a bank holiday in the small Polish 
town at the seaside.
  Amelia and her older sister and their 
parents were packing up. The whole family 
was driving to the lighthouse at the Baltic 

Sea.
  Amelia was dreaming about seeing 
the lovely Batlic Sea from the top of the 

lighthouse. She had never done this before.
  Soon they arrived at the lighthouse in 
Hel. Amelia was so excited, she couldn’t 
wait…
  Suddenly, when she looked at 
the lighthouse, Amelia felt scared. The 
lighthouse was higher than she had thought. 
It was very, very high, and it looked terrifying. 
Amelia was frightened. But she said nothing, 
she hugged her sister very tight.
  “Let’s go and buy tickets,” said Dad.
  “Children under the age of four cannot 
enter the lighthouse. Lucky you, Amelia,” 
said her mum.
  Amelia was afraid to go in.
  Inside she saw the ticket booth, but she 
was lower than the table and she couldn’t 
see the toys and souvenirs at the counter. 
  The ticket seller looked at Dad 
doubtfully and pointed at Amelia.
  “How old is this little girl?” he 
asked.
  Amelia put up her little four 
fingers.
  “I’m four,” she said.
  “Oh! What a lovely 
little girl.” The man 
looked down. 
“Is it your first 
time visiting the 
lighthouse?”
  “Yes, 
this is my 
first time 
going 

to the lighthouse,” Amelia 
whispered with fear.
  “I’ll tell you something, for children like 
you we have a raffle,” he said.
  The ticket seller took out the box with 
the lottery. Amelia pulled out a toy with her 
little hand.
  It was a goldfish!
  Amelia jumped up with a big smile.
  The fish had shiny scales.
  Amelia ran up to the top of the 
lighthouse forgetting about her fear. Her 
family climbed after her.
  When she got there, she and her 
goldfish watched a beautiful view of the 
Baltic Sea.
  That was Amelia’s best bank holiday 
ever!

Adela Jablonska
Co Dublin
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THE LIGHTHOUSE OF WONDER

“Millie, wake up!” Mum called.  
  Those were the first words to start off my 
adventure. It was two o’clock in the morning. ‘“We 
are going on holidays.”
  “Whoa!” My jaw dropped.
  “C’mon, let’s go,” said my little brother Nigel. 
He was six.We set off to the airport.
  “Are we there yet?” asked Nigel for the 1093rd 
time. 
  “Can you please stop asking that?” I said.  
  When we got to our plane, Nigel asked where 
we were going.
  “You’ll see,” said Mum.
  It was lovely! We were staying in a beach house 
overlooking the ocean. One day I was playing on 
the beach when I thought I spotted a lighthouse. I 
went over to my mum and asked if I could explore 
it. She said I couldn’t because there were rumours 
that there was a nasty tiger in it, and she made me 
promise I wouldn’t tell Nigel.  
  That night I snuck out of bed, put on my slippers 
and headed for the lighthouse. It was cold. I shivered 
as I crossed the bridge leading to the large rock that 
the lighthouse was built on.  
  The door of the lighthouse was grey, with 
specks of orange rust peeking through from years 
of sea spray hitting it. It made a loud CREAK as I 
opened it. I thought I would be caught, but nobody 
came rushing out. 
  Inside was A TIGER! He was sitting by a chest 
of gold. At first, he growled at me.
  “Don’t worry, I’m only exploring,” I whispered.
  “I’m Kylo,” he said. 
  A talking tiger? I nearly fainted. 
  “There are humans coming for this treasure 
tonight,” he explained. “I’m supposed to guard it.”
  Just then we heard the same creak as the 
door opened. Somebody was coming! The treasure 
hunters had arrived. The thieves peeked around the 
door and turned on their flashlight, just in time see 
me running to hide. They ran after me but I hid and 
they ran past me. Quietly, I tiptoed back to Kylo and 
made a plan.
  I heard footsteps coming closer, so I went behind 
the door, and when the robbers came, I howled.
  “Woooo, I am a ghost.” 

THE TRAP DOOR

Once upon a time, there was a man named Bob and 
he owned his very own lighthouse. It was the tallest 
lighthouse in all of Ireland, and its light shone out 
bright every night. It was really special. 
One day Bob was walking around when he found a 
trap door underneath his lighthouse. He opened the 
trap door and climbed inside. It was strange, there 
was nothing inside his trap door. So, he climbed back 
out. But, when he turned around, the trap door had 
disappeared. He didn’t understand. He went to bed. 
  When he got up the next morning, he went 
down for his breakfast and then he saw his table and 
chairs were gone, then he looked in his living room 
to watch some television and his television was also 
gone. He went outside to get some fresh air and was 
confused… all of his furniture was inside an open van. 
He looked inside the van and saw two people with 
masks on. 
  “Hey, you stole my furniture, get back here!” he 
shouted, but by the time he ran inside to get his phone 
to ring the police, the thieves were gone.
  As he turned around the trap door had reappeared 
and when he opened it this time, he found all new 
furniture waiting inside. It was a magic trap door, 
inside what he always knew was a magical lighthouse 
- and it granted all his wishes. 
  One of his wishes was to catch the thieves and 
he later found out that the police had arrested them. 
Another wish was for a brand-new buoy and a helper 
vehicle. He lived happily ever after in his magical 
lighthouse, rescuing people with his buoy and rescue 
vehicle.

Jacob Sheridan
Co Dublin 

TRIP TO THE LIGHTHOUSE

This all started on the 8th of April 2020, on a nice, 
sunny and bright day. 
  Busy B.B. was a nice, smart and funny teenager 
with a head full of dreams. She had an eight year old 
sister and one year old baby girl. They also had an 
four-year-old female dog. 
  On the 8th of April, it was Busy B.B.’s birthday. 
Busy B.B.’s friend Candylicious and her sister BonBon 
gave her a voucher for the boat trip. Candylicious got 
one too.
  The next day it was Sunday - the perfect day. It 
was time to go to the beach! They all packed up and 
got in their car and drove to the water park beside the 
beach. Busy B.B. took a sunbath and Candylicious 
was minding all the children in the water park. 
  Then the big ones swapped. 
  Finally the boat arrived! Busy B.B.’s dreams 
finally came true! “Hurray!” They all got their bags 
and got on the boat. Next, they put their bags in their 
room. Busy B.B. went to the playground. The big 

sisters were looking at the view. It was just amazing - 
especially the lighthouse!
  Suddenly they heard a noise! Trrrrrrrtrrrr... the 
engine stopped! 
  “Oh no!” said the girls. The babies started to 
cry. All of the shipmates tried to fix the engine but no 
one could. They decided to call the rescue helicopter! 
Then Busy B.B shouted, “I can fix the engine! Show 
me the engine.”
  Busy B.B spotted a place with no screw. She 
asked a little crab for help. The crab got the screw. 
Busy B.B put the screw in and the ship was fixed! 
  “Hurray for Busy B.B!” everyone shouted.
  They finally got to the lighthouse. They all visited 
the lighthouse. The last thing they needed to do was 
to get back on the ship. When they got off the ship 
they got into the car and drove home. 
  It was a lovely, fantastic and amazing day full of 
adventures and surprises.

The robbers fled from the lighthouse empty-handed. 
As for me and the tiger, I invited him to tea. He came 
and he ate all the food in the fridge, and he drank all 
the water in the tap, but that’s another story.

Alice Beary 
Co Kildare

Zofia Synakiewicz
Co Dublin 
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AGE NINE
THE LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time, there was a girl with dark 
curly hair called Emily. One day she was 
walking by the sea wearing a light blue fluffy 
coat when she noticed something far away in 
the distance. She ran in to ask her dad, who 
was wearing his favourite dark green jumper 
with a black zipper going down the middle of 
it, what it was. He told her it was a lighthouse 
and Emily asked what a lighthouse was but, 
just before her dad could explain, Emily’s 
big brother, James, came barging into the 
kitchen shouting, “Where’s my phone?”
  Emily tried to keep on talking to her 
dad when James asked their parents to look 
for his phone. When they went upstairs to 
look for it, James took his phone out of his 
pocket and said, “I just needed them out of 
the way to play a game that they won’t let 
me play.” 
  Emily just sighed and then she started 
to scream. “Mom, James has his phone 
down here!” Mom came rushing down the 
stairs and took James’ phone. 
  Emily’s dad told her that the lighthouse 
had been abandoned before she was born. 
When Emily went to bed that night, she 
looked out the window at the lighthouse and 
noticed that it started to light! She said to 
herself, “Why is it shining if it is abandoned?” 
  The next morning, Emily asked her dad 
if they could go to the lighthouse and her dad 
said yes. When they got there, they knocked 
on the door and a young man stepped out 
and said, “Hello, I’m Noah and I am Peter’s 
grandson, the previous lighthouse keeper. 
My grandad died, so I am now taking over 
the lighthouse. My uncle told me to test all 
the lights and see if they are working.” 
  Emily’s dad said, “I know how they 
work, when I was younger Peter used to 

THE CRUNKLETON LIGHTHOUSE
 
Light spread across the city as the sun came 
up. It was a beautiful day. A gentle breeze 
floated around and Sadie sadly watched 
the day begin from her bedroom window. 
She lived on the top floor of one of the 
many apartment blocks in Crunkleton with 
her parents. Her mum had gone on a long 
business trip and all the flights home were 
cancelled! 
  Sadie hadn’t seen her mum in weeks 
and missed her a lot, but watching the 
sunrise made her feel a little better. She 
looked at the old lighthouse on the horizon, 
curious to know what was inside. 

bring me here all the time and we would 
always go to the top like father and son.” 
  All of a sudden Emily screamed and 
said, “You are his son, that’s why I never 
met my grandad!” Her dad wrapped his 
arms around Emily and they walked up the 
winding staircase. He explained everything 
while they were walking up. When they got 
to the top, they saw a beautiful view: the 
cliffs, the birds singing and the fishermen 
fishing.
  There was a bright blue sky and a 
bright blue sea and Noah pointed at a cloud 
that looked like a heart. Just then her dad 
wrapped his arms around them. They sat 
together for ages and then Emily thought, 
My dad is like a lighthouse. He brings me to 
shore when I’m lost.

Sophia Troy
Co Dublin
 

  She went into the kitchen and saw her 
dad eating breakfast. 
  “Hi Dad,” Sadie mumbled. 
  “Hi Sadie, you okay?” asked her dad. 
  “I’m fine,” she replied. Sadie sat down 
and poured herself some cornflakes, still 
thinking about the lighthouse. “Do you know 
what the lighthouse on the edge of town is 
called?” she asked her dad. 
  “Crunkleton Lighthouse. It’s old, but it 
still works and you can go on a tour to see 
inside,” replied her dad. “I’ll take you there 
after breakfast if you’d like. Maybe we’ll 
arrive just in time for a tour!” 
  “Sounds cool! Thanks Dad!” said Sadie, 
giving him a big hug. 
  As soon as they were ready, Sadie and 
her dad headed off. In twenty minutes, they 
had reached the lighthouse. “Look! Look!” 
cried Sadie, pointing to a tour guide and a 
group of people. Sadie and her dad joined 
the group. 
  “This is the Crunkleton Lighthouse, and 
look, more people! Would you like to join the 
tour?” asked the tour guide. 
“Yes please!” replied Sadie. 
  “My name is Joanne, and I’m your tour 
guide! As I was saying, this is the Crunkleton 
Lighthouse, and although it’s old, it still works 
perfectly. I’m going to show you inside. Are 
you ready?” 
  “Yes, we are!” exclaimed everyone in 
the crowd of people. 
  Joanne led the group inside the 
lighthouse. “The lighthouse keeper would 
live in the lighthouse, that’s why there’s a 
kitchen and a bedroom.” she explained, 
showing everyone an ancient kitchen and 
an even older bedroom. Then, Joanne led 
everybody up some sturdy stone stairs. At 
the top, lay a giant lightbulb. And Joanne 
showed them the big, red button that turned 
it on.
  Just then, a thick fog started to settle. 
Sadie heard a ferry horn and rushed to press 
the button to turn on the lighthouse light. 
Everyone in the group saw a ferry, and the 
light guided it safely into the harbour. The 

ferry stopped by the dock and two people 
came out to tie the boat to the mooring. 
Everyone rushed out of the lighthouse to 
meet the ferry, with Joanne close behind. 
  A crowd of people emerged from the 
ferry, and at the back was Sadie’s mum! 
Sadie couldn’t believe her eyes. Sadie’s 
mum walked over to Sadie and her dad. 
  “Come on Sadie, let’s go home.” her 
mum said, her eyes twinkling. 

Matilda Stanley
Co Dublin

LIGHTHOUSE

Lighthouse big
Lighthouse tall
Lighthouse bright
Shining all night
Keeping ships safe from cliff and storm

Róisín Brennan
Co Kilkenny
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MARVELLOUS MOON LANDING

Terry Tortoise had always wanted to see Earth. 
  It’s funny if you say, “Well, just see Earth, then.”
  But he can’t, Terry is a space tortoise and he lived with his friends 
Senan Seal and Preston Pelican in a moon crater and he had never 
seen a human. His moon crater had a lighthouse on top of it and this 
lighthouse navigated spaceships. 
  Preston Pelican had told him he had seen a new planet it was 
large, blue, green and misty. 
  “Earth!” Senan shouted out of his moon crater pool. 
  “What??” said Preston Pelican. “What a strange name.” 
  “It’s not too strange,” said Terry, unsure of himself. “I think it’s 
rather nice. I will visit it one day.”
  And he was right. 
  The next day Preston and Senan woke up. Terry had gone to visit 
Charlie in his moon lighthouse. Terry saw the big lighthouse light and 
a spaceship. 
  “We have landed on the moon,” a voice said. The person stood 
out and looked at Terry. 
  Buzz Aldrin had now gotten out of the spaceship and was laughing 
his head off. Neil Armstrong turned to Aldrin. “Where is the flag?” 
  Aldrin pulled it out of his suit. “I kept it safe,” he said.
  ”Good work, Aldrin,” Armstrong said. 
  He placed the flag on the moon. Just then another spaceship 
appeared, it was the Russian spaceship. A man leapt out and placed a 
Russian flag on the moon. 

“We were here first!” Aldrin said. Then a fight broke out and the 
Russians won! They were just heading back when Terry Tortoise 
jumped into their spaceship and zoomed away. 
  When he got to Earth, he was so excited! Terry Tortoise loved 
Earth. He saw many humans walking around. He took lots of photos.  
He climbed up a building. it was the Sydney Opera House and he 
looked over the lovely view of the city. 
  He thought, 194 countries done, now two more to go. 
New Zealand and Fiji were the last countries to visit. In New Zealand 
he snuck into a rugby game and then he went and saw some Kiwi 
birds. He went to Fiji and found it a bit boring, so he decided to return 
to England. London was glorious he felt he might want to live there!
  Terry Tortoise then spotted a big palace. He went inside and there 
sat an old lady. 
  “A tortoise,” she said. 
  “A space tortoise,” Terry said. 
  The Queen jumped into Terry’s spaceship and zoomed off with 
him. 
  “Wow!” Queen Elizabeth said as she hopped off the spaceship 
and stared at the lighthouse. “It’s amazing.”
  Queen Elizabeth presented Terry, Sammy, Charlie, Preston and 
Senan with medals. They told her all about their adventures. The Queen 
was very impressed with all the adventures they had as she made  
herself comfortable in a pile of cushions in Terry, Senan and Preston’s 
moon crater.
  “Yes,” said Terry. “Earth is lovely but there is no place like home.”  

Cathal Bailey
Co Carlow
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LIGHTHOUSE

Light shines over the ocean
I love lighthouses!
Great lighthouses help sailors
Higher than a tree
The lighthouses are very tall
Here for the sailors
Open for me
Useful for sailors in the night
Smooth walls of brick
Electric life!

Eva Sheridan
Co Sligo

HERO COME HOME

I still couldn’t believe my luck. The last 
twenty-four hours have been like a dream. 
Yesterday I was a stray begging for scraps at 
Murphy’s Café on Rathlin seafront and today 

I’m waking up to a bowl of bacon in my new 
owner Alex’s cosy kitchen. 
  So, on my way to Murphy’s yesterday, 
two nasty looking characters were being 
mean to this smaller boy. When he started 
to cry I knew I had to do something. I’m only 
a wee Jack Russell, but I’ve got the fiercest 
bark so I growled at the bullies as loud as 
any wolfhound and they scarpered. 
  The smaller boy stammered, “That was 
brilliant! Thank you so much. I’m Alex, let’s 
see what your name is….” He reached for 
my neck. “You’ve no name tag? You must 
be a stray. I think you’ve just earned yourself 
a new home!” 
  Alex’s home was the weirdest looking 
house I’d ever seen. It was more like a white 
tower with a big light on the top. 
  “You ever seen a lighthouse before?” 
asked Alex. We went up steep winding stairs 
then entered a round kitchen where his mum 
was making lunch. When she saw me she 
shouted, “I hope you’re not expecting to 
keep him? I’ve enough to do looking after 
you and this lighthouse!” 
  Alex pleaded, “But Mum, he just saved 
me from those bully boys Derek and Jim. I’ll 
look after him - even pick up his poo!” 
  His mum broke into a smile “Okay, you 
win!”
  Alex excitedly hugged me. “YES! You 
can stay!” 
  That afternoon, while Alex and I were 
playing fetch, I smelt something yummy. I 
followed the scent behind a bush and found a 
delicious chicken drumstick. While I greedily 
tucked in, a sack was thrown over my head 
and, as I was whisked away, I heard Alex 
shout, “Hero, Hero!” 
  That must be my new name.
  When I woke up, I heard muffled 
voices. I recognised two of them – Derek 
and Jim! They told the man, “It bit me! This 
mutt needs put down!” 
  I’d never bitten anyone, although 
I would have liked to right then. The man 
replied, “I’ll make sure we get this mongrel 
to the pound in Ballycastle.” Then I heard 

THE SEAL BY THE LIGHTHOUSE

My name is Freddie. I am a seal. I live very 
close to a beautiful lighthouse with my mum 
and my dad and my two brothers, Flipper 
and Floppy. 
  I am the youngest and so I play nearly 
all the time. My favourite game is called 
bopping, where I bop my head up and down 
in and out of the water. My brothers often 
laugh at me and think I am still a baby seal 
but I know I am a lot more clever than they 
are. I am the one who goes to the lighthouse 
each day and I get to hang out with the 
keeper, Captain Hike. He brings me treats 
and we are best friends. 
  I watch and can see right across 
the ocean and see when boats are there. 
Sometimes Captain Hike gives me small 
fish and I take them back to my family and 
pretend that I caught them. 
  One day there was a huge alarm - you 
could hear it for miles. A diver had discovered 
an old shipwreck and he had got his leg 
stuck on his way back. I heard Captain Hike 
on the phone in the lighthouse. He was very 
nervous and tried to contact an ambulance. I 
swam out to the wreck. 
  I couldn’t see anything but then all of a 
sudden the light from the lighthouse spread 
across the sea and I saw the diver. I tried to 

save him but he seemed to be 
very scared of me so I decided 
to go away and try to go around 
the other way to move things but 
then at the other side I saw my 
two brothers Flipper and Floppy 
swimming over to me. They had 
heard the alarm too. 
  We did some tricks for the 
injured diver to try to keep him 
awake but he was not doing too 
well. I knew that Captain Hike 
would be trying really hard to 
save him. Eventually I heard a 
helicopter and I knew that the 
captain had got help. We jumped 
up really high so the pilot could 
see us. Captain Hike had told 
him that there might be some 
seals around the shipwreck. 
The pilot and his crew helped 
him out and we celebrated. We 
even had pizza delivered that 
night to the lighthouse as it was 
a special occasion!

Jess Lalor
Co Cork

A TALE FROM THE LIGHTHOUSE 
DOG

On a stormy night in the middle of winter, I 
woke up to hear the waves crashing against 
the lighthouse walls.  My master Brody was 
busy running up and down the many steps 
to keep the fire burning and the light shining 
bright across the sea.  The fire was nice and 
warm and I felt like I was toasting all over.
 As I stretched on my back with my four 
paws in the air, I saw Brody running out the 
door.  It looked like there was something 
happening, like an adventure outside.  I 
jumped up and ran after him, barking at him 
to wait for me.
When we got to the rocks, I saw a big ship 
out at sea.  A shining light came from the 
ship like a shooting star.  My master always 
seems to go to ships that do this.
My master put on a bright jacket and jumped 
into his boat.  I stayed at the rocks and kept 
watch.  It wasn’t long until my master came 
back and he had more humans with him, 
three big ones and a small one.  I barked 
excitedly to welcome them back on land. 
  My master brought them into our 
lighthouse and we all sat around the fire.  
The small human was very nice and fun.  He 
sat beside me at the fire as we dried off from 
the storm.
  My master gave everyone hot chocolate 
and some biscuits.  The little human gave 
me some of his biscuit.
  Being a dog in a lighthouse is so much 
fun, especially when my master brings home 
some new friends to sit around the fire on 
stormy nights.

Joe Dowzard
Co Wicklow

boat engines start up.   
  When I thought the coast was clear, I 
poked my head out of the sack to find that 
it was now dark. “Oh no! How will I ever get 
back to Alex if I can’t see where I am?” 
  Suddenly I saw a strong beam of light 
in the distance – the lighthouse! Luckily for 
me, Jack Russell terriers are great swimmers 
so I jumped overboard and headed in the 
direction of the light. 
  After what seemed like hours the white 
tower came into view. “Home!”

Max Kerr
Co Derry 
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THE TATTOOED MAN

It was a gloomy morning at Hook Lighthouse. 
The Marshal family had barely anything to 
eat as the local mini-market had been closed 
for days now. The market had served the 
Marshal family for centuries, but rumour had 
it that a vicious murder had taken place in 
the basement of the market. So Frank the 
lighthouse keeper had forbidden his children, 
Molly and Jake, from entering. 
  “You don’t want to be late for school 
Mol,” her father called loudly.
  They slipped on their coats, grabbed 
their folders and headed off for school. Their 
boat was waiting for them as usual down by 
the dock. They hopped in, untied the rope 
and set off. It was quite a rough sea that 
day, so they were very careful.
  “We might be slightly late, Jake,” Molly 
muttered, as she steered the tiller carefully. 

  As Molly was steering, Jake spotted a 
HUGE wave.
  “Molly!” Jake shouted. “There is a 
massive wave coming our way!” 
  Was Jake just joking, she wondered, or 
was it real? Molly turned around and spotted 
a GIGANTIC wave.
  “You’re right!” she screamed.
  “Steer!” he shouted. 
  Molly frantically turned the tiller one 
hundred and eighty degrees. But the wave 
still arched over their tiny vessel and – splash! 
– it exploded over them.  They were forced 
under the water by the powerful wave. The 
planks of wood from their destroyed vessel 
bobbed on the surface. They too rose to the 
choppy surface and luckily found a buoy to 
clutch onto.  But they dipped back under the 
water. 

Molly and Jake were dragged by the current 
into a dark, smelly, creepy sewer. They 
bravely kept swimming until the water was 
too shallow. They continued through the 
sewer on foot until they reached a rusty, old 
iron door. Leaning all their weight against 
it, they managed to open it enough to slip 
through. Surprisingly, they found themselves 
in the basement of the mini market. 
  Molly and Jake’s teeth were chattering 
with cold and fear. 
  “Who are you?” boomed a loud voice. 
  They spied a burly man in the shadows 
of the basement. Before they could answer, 
he grabbed them roughly by their hoods and 
shoved them into a cold cellar. 
  Once he was out of sight, Molly started 
rummaging around the cellar, looking for 
anything to help them escape. 
  “Help me, Jake,” she whispered. 
  She found a strange glowing bottle 

hidden beneath some dusty old rags. She 
peered through the darkness and read the 
faint words, Love Potion, on the grimy bottle. 
Moments later, the frightening man returned. 
His skin was covered in angry-looking 
tattoos. He was bald and he also had a large 
piercing in his left ear. 
  In desperation, Molly wrenched the 
cork out of the bottle and flung the bottle 
towards their captor. His jaw fell open in 
surprise, allowing some droplets to dive 
down his throat. He suddenly began to act 
like a love-sick puppy! 
  Now was their chance to escape. They 
picked the lock and escaped. 
  They were safe.

Lucy O’Carroll
Co Wicklow
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THE LITTLE LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time, there was a little lighthouse 
and the lighthouse’s name was Timmy.  
Timmy wasn’t like the other lighthouses, he 
was small and all the others were tall.  
  The other lighthouses always took 
Timmy as a joke because he was small and 
one day they took it too far.  They made 
Timmy cry and cry. He cried so much that he 
could see his tears dropping into the water. 
  Suddenly a mermaid appeared. She 
said, “My name is Pearl and your name must 
be Timmy.”  
  “How do you know my name?” said 
Timmy. 
  “Your tears called me. What is wrong?” 
asked Pearl. 
  “I am small,” cried Timmy, 
  “Well, what is wrong with being small?” 
Pearl replied. 

A SHINY BRIGHT LIGHTHOUSE POEM

Oh lighthouse oh lighthouse, as bright as can be, 
Can you show me the way across the sea?

You’re tall and you’re white, you’re smart to me 
I feel so delightful, oh yes oh yes I see you guiding 

through day and night

So keep on shining the big bright light
I see you everywhere the beach and sand  

Oh lighthouse oh lighthouse I’m happier when I see 
you 

On the beach or somewhere    
I like you, lighthouse, lots and lots

I wish I could see you any time or again.

Rebecca McDonough
Co Louth

  Timmy stayed quiet, not knowing what 
to say. 
  Pearl said, “I am the Queen of the 
Mermaids and the whole Merkingdom. I am 
the smallest mermaid in the kingdom. There 
is no problem being small.” 
  “You are right,” Timmy said. “There is 
no problem being small.” 
  From that day on, Timmy’s light was 
the brightest of them all.
  So now Timmy and Pearl are best 
friends, Timmy doesn’t care if the others 
laugh at him because he knows that there is 
nothing wrong with being small.  
  Timmy was happy shining for the rest 
of his life.

Shanae McNally-Arnez
Co Wexford

THE LIGHTHOUSE

One day, Lily went to the beach with her mam, 
dad and her best friend, Milly.  Lily and Milly went 
swimming but had to wear little rings around their 
waists. 
  Suddenly, a huge wave washed them out to 
sea.  The girls hung onto each other for dear life. 
They were washed onto a little island with a huge, 
big, twisted, red and white tower. 
  “W-w-w-will I knock on the d-d-d-door?” asked 
Milly shaking from fear and cold. 
  “Yes,” said Lily.  “D-d-do it.” 
  Knock Knock!
  “Hello!” screamed Milly.  “Anyone home?” 
  “Hello,” said an old man. “I wasn’t expecting 
any visitors.  My name is Mr Dang Dang”
   “My name is Milly and this is Lily.  Can you help 
us get back to the beach, please?” said Milly. 
  “Can we see the tower first?” asked Lily - Lily 
wasn’t very smart. 
  “Sure,” said Mr Dang Dang. “Follow me into the 
lighthouse.” 
  They went up, and up, and up the steps. By the 
time they were half-way up, the girls had collapsed 
and had to crawl the rest of the way.  When they got 
to the top, there was a ginormous light. 
  “I’d better turn it on,” said Mr Dang Dang. “It’s 
getting dark.” 
  It had taken them from lunchtime to dinnertime 
to climb to the top. 
  “Oh,” said Mr Dang Dang, with a jump. “Your 
mams will be so worried about you.  I’d better get 
you back to the beach.  Do you have your mams’ 
phone numbers? 
  “We don’t want to go,” said Lily. “When my 
mam starts sunbathing, she doesn’t stop until 
midnight.  But I think her number is 12345,” the girls 
said together, as they liked finishing each other’s 
sentences.
  “Why do you have to turn on the big light?” 
asked Lily. 
  “Before I tell you, please put these on,” said Mr 
Dang Dang, handing them sunglasses. 
  “We have our own,” said the girls. 
  “No, you need to wear this pair,” said Mr Dang 
Dang. “They are darker than those.” 
  “Okay,” said the girls, putting them on. 

  “Now a big three, two one, girls – ready?” said 
Mr Dang Dang.
   “Yes – three, two one,” said the girls, a little 
too quickly. 
  Mr Dang Dang flicked a switch and the huge 
light flew on. 
  “This helps sailors see the rocks,” he said. “But 
I will bring you back now.  Are you ready?” 
  But the girls were already sliding down the 
bannister with a loud, “Wheeeee!” 
  “Ha ha,” said Mr Dang Dang and he slid down 
too. 
  “Into the boat, girls,” said Mr Dang Dang. 
  They rowed back to the beach singing lots of 
songs on the way.
 

Eavan Kiernan
Co Dublin
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THE FINAL BATTLE

One day a boy named Jack was in his bedroom 
looking out the window when his mother called. “Jack 
are you ready?” 
  “No, Mum.” 
  “Well, hurry up then or we’ll be late to see your 
grandparents.” 
  So Jack started packing. By the time he had 
finished, they were ready to go. Everyone got into the 
car and they drove to his grandparents’ house, it was 
a lighthouse. Jack’s grandparents were happy to see 
them.
  Jack noticed Warrior X. He was a robot knight 
- he was really tall. Warrior X was waving when they 
went inside the lighthouse. 
  Jack took out some board games from his bag. 
He played with his grandparents and his brother, he 
had lots of fun. 
  That night Jack was awake and on a balcony. 
Suddenly he saw something that looked like a portal! 
He saw these big monsters coming out of the portal!  
His grandparents woke up but they were zombies 
now. 
  Warrior X saved Jack.  His dad, brother and dog 
Max, woke up and ran to where they heard the noise. 
They ran to the museum because it had swords and 
armour and weapons, so it was safe. They armoured 
up.

CHAPTER 2: THE SURVIVOURS
The next day, Jack, his dad, his brother, Warrior X 
and Max went out to find something to eat. They all 
had swords and armour, except there was no armour 
for Max to wear and Warrior X didn’t need anything 
as he was a robot. 
  Jack saw something, he didn’t know what it 
was. They found three trucks and drove them back 
to the museum.  They made them into war machines. 
The next day they drove around town, managing to hit 
about every zombie they came across. Jack passed a 
campsite. Someone was there, he thought. It was a 
boy, but it was a girl and a boy.
  “Who are you?” said Jack.
  “I am Lora,” the girl said. 
  “I am Josh,” said the boy. “Can we come with 
you?” 
  “Sure,” said Jack. So, they hopped into the 

back of the truck war machine and drove back to the 
museum. 
  Jack’s dad and his brother were back already 
with Warrior X. Suddenly a huge monster appeared, 
as soon as it had passed, Warrior X ran outside and 
struck the monster. 

CHAPTER 3: THE BIG BATTLE
  That second another massive monster passed, 
then more and more passed. Warrior X tried to kill 
them, but he got slammed into a wall. He tried again, 
he managed to cut it. Then everyone ran through the 
museum and Jack saw some armour to use, sothey 
turned around to help Warrior X. 
  They all tried to kill a monster but it didn’t work! 
Lora and Josh had an idea, it worked! They got the 
monsters to attack each other, so everyone started 
to work together and they managed to kill them all. 
There were a lot of broken buildings, but now the war 
was over! 
  Everyone went and stayed in Ireland and they 
were happy playing there.

Patrick Kennedy
Co Meath 

DRIFTING AWAY

Once upon a time, there was a beautiful lighthouse 
off the coast of Cork.  And about two kilometres 
away from the lighthouse, out at sea, was a small 
buoy, floating.
  Approximately two days later, a yacht sailed 
alongside with a family onboard.  They tied up to the 
buoy.  Then, a small boat came along and brought 
them back to shore.  But the owners of the yacht did 
not realise that the chain was broken and the yacht 
was drifting. 
  Two hours later the boat was nearly at the 
lighthouse.  As it reached the lighthouse, a strong 
wave caused the yacht to crash forcefully into the 
lighthouse, and the lighthouse started to crumble 
and collapse. 
  Luckily, it was a rainy day, so no one was there 
at the time.
  The good news was that the builders started 
to rebuild the lighthouse straight away, to restore it 
back to the way it was.  Two years later they finished 
building it. The family tied their yacht up more 
securely from then on! 

Emily Kearns
Co Cork

THE HAUNTED LIGHTHOUSE

One night there was a tempestuous storm.  It raged 
for 20 days in Co. Kerry.  This storm was no ordinary 
storm.  It was haunted.  It had haunted Valentia 
Lighthouse, where Captain Rufus Trigger and his 
family had lived for the past twenty years.
  Captain Rufus had blue eyes that glistened in the 
moonlight, red hair. He liked to wear his favourite dirty 
red t-shirt. He was very kind and had saved 100,000 
lucky ships.
  His nine year old son was named Jace. He had 
blonde curly hair, blue eyes and a smiley face.  He 
was like his father, very kind and gentle. He fed the 
hungry seagulls and cormorants that visited the rocks 
nearby.
  Rufus’ wife was named Lola.  She was pretty 
and had rosy red cheeks.  She always cooked a ham 
for dinner with a few chips and veggies.
The wind howled incessantly. The old doors banged 
and creaked.  The Triggers started to panic.  Just 
as they were about to eat their dinner, out of the 
haunted storm a ghost appeared and screamed 
“RAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR!”
  This white eerie ghost had eight eyes!
  Rufus grabbed the family and took them to an 
ominous looking island. It was called Ghost Island. 

There were fierce ghosts, ugly ghosts and huge 
horrible ghosts. The Triggers were petrified. They 
made a little hut with twigs and leaves. Soon they all 
snuggled in. They had to eat leaves and grass. They 
had a horrible time looking at the ghosts making 
creepy noises.
  Soon the ghosts fell fast asleep. The Triggers 
desperately wanted to leave. They knew that the next 
day, the ghosts were going to eat them. They made a 
small raft with more twigs and branches. They snuck 
to the shore and rode across the seas and arrived at 
their old home, the lighthouse. They didn’t want to live 
there anymore.
  After a few days, they found a little red cottage in 
Knightstown where they still had a view of their lovely 
Valentia Lighthouse.
 
Eva Ruane
Co Mayo
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THE MOUSE AND THE 
LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time there was a mouse who 
lived with an old lady in a lighthouse.  One 
day the old lady went to the dentist and she 
left the mouse a note. Unfortunately, the old 
lady didn’t realise the mouse couldn’t read, 
so he just went to his little house inside the 
lighthouse and fell asleep.  
  But the mouse was woken up by a large 
bird.  The bird had brought him some food to 
keep him going until the old lady returned.  
This made the mouse really happy.
 He then heard a noise coming from down at 
the bottom of the lighthouse. He ran down 
to see what was going on – and he couldn’t 
believe his eyes!  
  A boat was heading straight for the 
lighthouse. The mouse knew he had to do 
something fast.  He ran as quickly as he 
could to the top of the lighthouse and set 
the light flashing, to warn the forthcoming 
boat. 
When the old lady returned from the dentist 
and heard what the mouse had done, she 

ADVENTURE IN THE LIGHTHOUSE

  “That was a great lunch,” said Pat.
“Yeah, what?” shouted Luke.
“Look at that!” Pat said, pointing at their 
hotel, now collapsed.  
  “I’m glad the manager suggested this 
lighthouse,” said Luke, staring up at the 
lighthouse.
  “I was thinking that we would have to 
go home.”
  “Let’s go inside, it’s chilly out here “ 
said Pat.
  They went in.
  Suddenly they heard voices.
  “We’ll dump these sparklers in the 
basement and tomorrow we’ll come back 
and take the drugs.”
  The boys fled from the lighthouse.
  “I think we should set a trap,” said Luke.
  “Yeah,” said Pat.
  So they did.
  The next morning at 7 o’clock, they 
were hidden in the basement with two 
Gardaí.
  At 9pm they came in.
  The two boys and the two Gardaí 
loomed out of the shadows.
  They were so stiff they couldn’t move.
  One of the bad guys punched a Garda 
in the face and he fell down unconscious. 
The other brought out a gun and shot a 
Garda in the arm. Luke kicked a guy and he 
fell down as well. Pat was shot in the leg and 
went down.

Hello, my name is Bob. I am a 12 year old 
cat and I have lived at Hook Lighthouse all 
my life. I love it here.  I eat very well living in a 
lighthouse – there are always mice to catch.  
I especially love the leftover salmon that my 
master John Smith sometimes gives me.  
He is the lightkeeper at Hook Lighthouse 
now but they change every few weeks. 
  Everyone knows everyone here on 
Hook peninsula.  There are farms and shops 
and of course, Loftus Hall, the big scary 
house - empty except for the ghosts.  I can 
see them all from the top of the lighthouse.  
When I am home with my master John, I 
like to watch him work on the big light, but 
only after my nap of course.  Some days 
he cleans the glass for hours and hours, 
or paints the lighthouse with fresh black or 
white paint, checks that there is enough oil 
to keep the light burning, trims the wick or 
makes sure the matches are dry.
  One day John went out to post a letter 
to his brother in America to say that he 
would soon be visiting, after he finished his 
shift at The Hook.  On that day, John said 
he would be back before dark because there 
was a big ship coming in to Waterford that 
night, which was carrying lots of oil.  If that 
ship crashed, it would be a disaster – lots 
of sea animals would die and John would 
be in serious trouble.  When John got back, 
he said he had got a flat tyre and had to 
walk all the way home, pushing his heavy old 
bike.  It was such a long way from the post 
office and he was so tired, so John lay down 
to have a quick nap before the ship was to 
pass.  I curled up and fell asleep on his bed 
beside him. 
  Sometime later the wind woke me up 
and I realised that it must be getting quite 
close to when the ship was due to pass and 
John was still asleep!  I ran to the top of 
the lighthouse to see if I could see the ship 
coming and there it was, almost upon the 
rocks! I tried to wake John but he remained 
fast asleep.  

  I climbed up on the shelf above his bed 
and pushed the matches down on top of 
him and he woke with a jump. I pawed the 
clock beside his bed and he realised what 
time it was.  We rushed upstairs and John 
lit the light as quickly as he could.  The ship 
was able change its course for Waterford 
Harbour just in time. It sailed by as if nothing 
had ever happened but John and I knew how 
close we had come to disaster. 
  The next day, when John came back 
from the shop, I could smell the salmon from 
his bag. He had brought me a treat for saving 
the day. Life at a lighthouse is never dull!

Trudy Devoy Murphy
Co Wicklow

THE CAT WHO SAVED THE SAILORS

gave him the biggest reward ever – a HUGE 
block of cheese!  He was delighted.  
  Hooray! The mouse had saved the day 
and the lighthouse stood tall for many years 
to come.
 
Ben McAleer
Co Antrim

  The last bad guy aimed his gun and 
pulled the trigger. Nothing happened, it was 
empty! Luke raised his leg and kicked him 
in the face.
  A day later they were walking out of 
court and the bad guys were bundled off to 
prison.
  It was a happy ending (except Pat and 
Luke could not go back to the lighthouse 
and had to go home).

Patrick Gordon
Co Kildare

LIGHTHOUSE DREAMS

My little lighthouse
Striped with red and grey,
No one can separate us,
No one can take my lighthouse away.

I sit in my bedroom,
At the top of the tower,
Watching the sea,
Counting ships by the hour.

How I love my dear lighthouse,
With the lovely light that shines,
Going round and round,
Infinite times!

Anna Simms
Co Dublin
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IMAGINING THE PAST

JIMMY AND BRIAN’S ADVENTURE

Bang! Crash! went the stormy waves on 
a cold winter night at Valentia Lighthouse. 
The bright stars were glimmering in the 
moonlight. The frightened seals were being 
thrown against the craggy rocks. The next 
day it was foggy. 

MACKEREL’S GREAT ADVENTURE

William Salter was the keeper of the 
lighthouse.  He lived with his wife Betty 
and their tawny cat Mackerel.  Mackerel 
loved his life with William and Betty at their 
cosy lighthouse.  The lighthouse made him 
feel safe and warm.  Every day, Mackerel 
waited for the fishing boats to come into the 
harbour.  He miawoed as annoyingly as he 
could until the fishermen gave in and threw 
him a fish.  Mackerel was a well fed cat.  He 
was also a happy cat - most of the time.
  There was one problem.  There were no 
children at the lighthouse and there was no 
one to play with.  Mackerel dreamed of fun 
and games.  When he was feeling lonely, he 
would go to the top of the lighthouse and look 
out to sea.  He loved to look at the passing 
ships.  He was even more interested in the 
seals who appeared to be playing games in 

Oscar Cholbi-Walsh
Co Cork

the waves.  Mackerel had a fantasy of being 
able to join in the ocean games.
  The next day, Mackerel felt stuck on 
land as he watched the family of seals have 
the time of their lives out in the surf.  Mackerel 
climbed down the lighthouse stairs, quaking 
with excitement.  His dream was about to 
come true.  His heart was pounding.  He 
took a running start and sprang off the rocks 
into the ocean!  CRASH! Mackerel hit the 
salty, freezing water!  Being wet and cold 
wasn’t fun at all!  He tried to swim to shore 
but the current was too strong.  Mackerel 
was scared his adventure would cost him 
his life.  He was beginning to think that cats 
didn’t have nine lives after all.
  Just then a speckled seal with big brown 
eyes popped up beside him - his friend had 
come to the rescue!  She used her pointed 

nose to nudge him through the waves  and 
up onto a fisherman’s boat.  The next thing 
Mackerel remembered, was waking up in his 
basket next to the warm fire.  His brindled 
fur began to fluff up again.  He was so tired 
he dozed all day and slept all night.
  The next day Mackerel lay in his basket, 
thinking about his adventure.  He thought 
about his seal friends and decided that in 
future he would watch their games from 
afar.  He mostly thought about how lucky he 
was to be alive.  
  Mackerel also thought about how lucky 
he was to live with William and Betty in their 
lovely light house.   

Neasa O’Neill
Co Wicklow

  Jimmy was the keeper at Valentia 
Lighthouse. He had two dark blue eyes and 
peach skin. He wore a woolly cloak every 
day. He had bought it in Penney’s two years 
ago. Ha also wore a big black bulky hat and 
black trousers. Jimmy had a bad temper. 
He once tried to break a chair over a friend 
Paul’s head. Jimmy had adopted a son 
called Brian.  He was nine years old.  He 
looked the same as his dad.
  Just then, there was a loud honk. That 
meant that a ship was in trouble. Jimmy 
rushed to turn the light switch on in the 
lighthouse. Then he raced to fetch his rescue 
vessel. Suddenly, Brian appeared. 
  “Can I come?” asked Brian. 
  “Yes,” replied Jimmy. They legged it as 
fast as they could to the lifeboat and rushed 
off to the sinking boat. On board, they 
discovered five petrified people.
  The five people raced over to Jimmy’s 
rescue vessel.  Four people had boarded 
by now.  Unfortunately, the fifth person got 
his leg stuck in the motor.  Brian leapt onto 
the other boat with his axe and chopped the 
motor in half.  Soon, they were all boarded 
safely. 
  Now they call Brian ‘Brilliant Brian.’ 
The next month they received €100,000. It 
turned out they had rescued millionaires!

Patrick Ruane
Co Mayo
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LIGHTHOUSE LEGEND

Antonio Firmino lived in a small coastal town in Italy in a tall, majestic lighthouse 
beside a racetrack called Lighthouse Loop. The lighthouse had beautiful red and 
white horizontal stripes. 
  The waves of the ocean crashed against the rocks and the colourful buoys, 
like friends of the lighthouse, helped it to guide ships from hidden rocks and high 
sandbanks that hid at the surface of the water ready to wreck any ships that dared 
come near. The president wished to turn the racetrack into a regular road and use 
the lighthouse again, but Antonio objected. 
Antonio was nervous about the big race. His driver Roberto collected him, put 
his Formula One racing car in the back of the truck and they arrived just in time. 
Antonio was up front in the race and was ready. Lloyd, Antonio’s arch-nemesis, was 
an English racer who drove a Lamborghini and he was ready. 
  The grand marshal waved the flag - the race began. 
  “They have to go through the Enchanting Forest into Boathouse Bay around 
Lighthouse Loop. It is a fifty-lap race,” roared the commentator. The racers went 
300 miles per hour through the Enchanting Forest. Nine cars crashed into the 
trees. They went 195 miles per hour through Boathouse Bay. Five cars accidentally 
drove into the Mediterranean Sea. 
  There were only nineteen racers left. The brave Antonio went around Lighthouse 
Loop at top speed while the tyres of sixteen racing cars burst as they drifted on 
the cement around the Loop. The racers reached Boathouse Bay for the final time 
and Antonio was first in sight. Lloyd mysteriously went left and crashed into a tree. 
Antonio was confused and stopped. Number 36 passed by and now Antonio was 
even more confused. 
  “He’s a rookie!” cried the commentator. “He wants to be on the top team, 
Hawkson.” 
  Antonio’s car was low on petrol and he knew his car tyres would burst at any 
moment. The grand marshal pulled out a yellow flag and the yellow car drove onto 
the track. The rookie went behind it. Antonio drove into the pit zone. Luigi put on 
new tyres and Mario gave him gas. Antonio raced out and passed the yellow car. 
The rookie caught up on Antonio, passed him out and won the race. 
  Antonio went home, feeling sad. “Could it get any worse?” said Antonio in a 
whisper. No, it got better actually - the president negotiated with Antonio, offering 
him an alternative route for his racetrack and the opportunity to continue living in the 
lighthouse if he looked after it and made sure the light was working all of the time. 
A road was built with access for everyone to the great lighthouse.  
  The Hawkson boss asked if Antonio would be on their team. 
  Antonio said, “But I didn’t win -the rookie did.” 
  The wise Hawkson boss said that the careless rookie was far too dirty, that 
they needed someone with more experience. 
  Antonio screamed, “Yes of course!” 
  He became known as The Lighthouse Legend.

Seán Cotter
Co Wexford
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THE LIGHTHOUSE

“Golden Opportunity.” The words caught Jason’s attention. Excitedly, he read on. 
  Loop Head Lighthouse required a summer tour guide with free accommodation 
in the lighthouse. Jason, a nineteen-year-old sporty teenager, was in college. 
This job would be perfect to fund his college costs. He dreamt about surfing and 
kayaking.  Jason grabbed the phone and dialled 065 491 1729.  
  A voice answered. “Could I apply for the guide job?” Jason inquired. 
  “Yes, but you have to be at the lighthouse tomorrow,” a man answered. 
  “Will do,” said Jason confidently. 
  “Bye,” replied the man and he hung up. Jason was overjoyed.   
  The next morning Jason woke up bright and early. He dressed rapidly and 
devoured his breakfast. Jason was ecstatic as he drove to Co. Clare. He arrived 
at Loop Head Lighthouse. Jason was welcomed by a uniformed middle-aged 
man that had his hair combed to perfection. He didn’t have a stain or crease on 
his uniform and he was wearing brown polished shoes. Jason noticed a golden 
badge on his uniform reading Loop Head Lighthouse. 
Jason approached him and introduced himself. They spoke briefly and then shook 
hands as the owner announced, “Congratulations! You have got the job.”
  Jason couldn’t contain his excitement. He started dashing around like a 
headless chicken. A set of keys were produced. 
  “Your first tour will be in half an hour,” the man stated. Jason returned to 
the car to unpack. Later Jason went surfing and kayaking. At nine he decided to 
retire for the night. Suddenly he heard muffled noises. He kept listening scared 
of what might happen next. A voice whispered, “Over here, quick, hurry up”.
  Jason anxiously clambered out of his bed. He tiptoed his way down the 
stairs and peered through a door leading to the basement and saw two men. 
They were holding a bag each and emptying them. Jason crept back upstairs and 
called the guards. Jason knew that he couldn’t let them escape. 
  In a few seconds they had emptied out their bags and were leaving. Jason 
sprinted to the door and locked it.  He could hear the siren of the guards. He 
looked behind him and saw the two robbers. When he reached the top of the 
stairs, he heard a bang. The robbers had broken down the door. They came 
closer to him. 
  Jason did something quite marvellous. 
  He went under one of the robber’s legs and started running down the stairs. 
He saw the guards and went behind them. The two robbers ran right into the 
guard’s hands. The guards took the money that was in the bag and put the 
robbers in prison. The guards thanked Jason for calling them and for being brave. 
  The next day Jason was elated. He was in all the newspapers. He went out 
the door of the lighthouse and saw the president there. The president awarded 
him a gold medal. Jason thanked him. Later Jason and the president fell into 
deep conversation. 
  Jason had the best summer ever.     

Diarmuid Fleming
Co Roscommon   
 

OUR NEW HOME 

Once upon a time there lived a girl called Eva and a 
boy called Jack. 
  Eva and Jack lived in a very small house. Their 
father and mother were poor. They had very little 
money and they bought a lotto ticket with it. 
  The father got a €2 coin out of his pocket and 
scratched the lotto ticket. He couldn’t believe his 
eyes - he got 777! He was so happy and cheerful 
– he had won the lotto! He ran home and told his 
family that they were millionaires. 
  Then the father had a great idea. He said, “Let’s 
buy a lighthouse.”
  So that day they bought a lighthouse beside the 
great Atlantic Ocean. The Lighthouse of Alexandra 
was what it was called, on an island off the coast. 
They settled in lovely and one day they saw a group 
of dolphins in  the east. 
  Then Jack had an idea and he knew were a boat 
was. Off they went to get it but when they reached 
the middle of the ocean, their engine stopped and 
now they had lost the school of dolphins.
  They realised that they’d have to swim. Jack had 
seen a little island known as Mako Island. Everyone 

knew that it was full of sharks and snakes, but they 
had no choice but land there. They finally landed 
and went different directions. 
  Eva jumped over the rocks but suddenly she 
fell into a hole. She couldn’t get out no matter how 
hard she tried. Finally, after swimming she found a 
pool that opened up into the vast ocean...she was 
free at last. She could see the moon facing down 
directly shining on her. 
  Eva looked down and all she could see was a 
fish tail. It was colourful with shimmery scales. How 
could this be? How did this happen?
  At that moment, she woke up from her dream 
in a sweat…

Clodagh Griffin 
Co Clare
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THE ADVENTURE

We were playing on an enormous beach on 
a beautiful sunny afternoon.  Soon, it was 
evening and we were getting ready to leave.  
When we were on our way back to the car, 
we met Uncle Dylan.  
  He asked us if we would like to come 
on his boat before we left.  We replied “Yes!”  
So we got on to his big, yellow boat and put 
our life jackets on. 
  Then we set off on the big, blue sea. 
We saw pretty birds soaring through the sky.  
Fifteen minutes later we saw the sky getting 
darker, darker and DARKER…soon the 
waves were getting bigger and BIGGER!!  
After a couple of minutes Uncle Dylan 
couldn’t steer the boat and the waves were 
rough and it was so dark.  Then, we saw a 
light and thought it might be coming from 
shore, so we sailed towards it.  
  As we got closer and closer, we 
could see it more clearly and it was a 
LIGHTHOUSE.  The lighthouse helped 
guide us safely back to shore by showing us 
the danger like big, giant, grey rocks coming 
out of the sea. I could not believe it.  
  When we got to shore, Uncle Dylan 
told us some facts about lighthouses.  He 
said, “The first lighthouse in North America 
was built in 1716 in Boston Harbour and a 
lighthouse on the cliff warns ships to keep 
their distance.”
  We said, “Thanks for the adventure!” 
and got in our car and headed home.  

Autumn Carruthers
Co Antrim

THE MAGICAL LIGHTHOUSE 

Hi, My name is Olivia and boy, do I have a 
story to tell you.
  The other night I went to bed and 
woke up in a strange place. I was petrified. 
Everywhere I looked there was sand and 
sea, but it was not like any beach I had seen 
before. 
  The sand was soft and the sea was 
bright blue. To be honest, I don’t know why 
I was so scared, it was quite beautiful. As 
I looked around I saw a big lighthouse. I’d 
never seen anything like it before. 
  I went inside to explore. I walked in the 
door and everything was so neat and tidy. I 
walked up the stairs, a little bit scared and 
excited. There was so many colours and 
shapes, it was so beautiful. When I got to 
the top of the stairs I could see the flashing 
light of the lighthouse. 
  I looked out the window and I saw 
amazing views across the water. I walked on 
another bit and I came to a small opening, 
where I could hear the waves from the 
water and children playing in the sand in the 
distance. I could hear the dolphins squeaking 
and splashing while swimming. I looked over 
and saw this beautiful mermaid - her tail 
was amazing. She had long blond hair and 
beautiful skin. She was so pretty. I couldn’t 
believe my eyes. 
  I woke up and it was all a dream, a 
lovely dream.

Lauren Dorey
Co Sligo

THE LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time, there lived an old 
man named Larry but he was called The 
Lighthouse Man by his friends. 
  His son James hadn’t seen Larry in eight 
months and although he had been writing to 
him, it just wasn’t the same. James was so 
desperate to see his dad that he decided to 
buy a small rowing boat and get to him that 
way. James had to drive three hours to get 
to the coast, take the boat off the car’s roof, 
put it in the water and hop in. 
  Because of his lack of experience, 
James forgot to check the forecast. When 
he was halfway there, he accidentally let go 
of one of his oars and started to panic. Then 
a gust of wind blew his boat towards a rock. 
Thankfully, James saw a small fishing boat 
with a very kind man in it. 
  The boat had an engine and was 
named Betsy Bell. It was a lovely little boat. 
The captain, Andy, saw James and helped 
him in. When James told him about what 
had happened, Andy said that knew Larry 
very well and told him he’d make sure he got 
to him safe and sound. 
  When they arrived, James thanked 
Andy. When Larry saw James, he gave 
him a great big hug. Then they had dinner 
together in James’s house. One week later, 
Larry took early retirement and he moved in 
with James. They all lived happily ever after. 
  James was sure to learn all about boats 
and safety after that!

Shane Murphy
Co Cork

THE LIGHTHOUSE

The waves washed up on the grubby walls of 
the old lighthouse. 
  Inside, the sailor sat on his rodent-chewed 
chair as he drank a bottle of beer. The sailor 
was drunk, he always was. He looked out of the 
broken window and laughed. Then he got off 
his chair and squished his chubby belly through 
the door. He walked down the lighthouse steps. 
  The sailor went into the kitchen and 
dropped his bottle in the sink. He sat back down 
on his rodent-chewed chair. Suddenly the chair 
tipped back and the sailor whacked his bum off 
the cold stone floor.  
  The sailor sighed and got up. “It’s all right, 
Mr and Mrs Bum Bum. I will take better care of 
you in the future,” said the sailor as he rubbed 
his bum. 
  Just then the doorbell rang. “Argh, probably 
the Girl Scouts selling biscuits. Oh well. I’ll have 
‘em all,” chuckled the sailor. He trudged down 
another flight of stairs. He opened the door to 
find a small girl and a huge white wolf.
  “Who are you?”
  “I am your niece,” said the little girl.
  “What’s your name?” he said.
  “My name is Lily.”
  “Oh yeah, you are my niece,” said the 
sailor. “Come in then.”
  “Come on, Snowy,” Lily whistled the wolf 
as they bounded upstairs.
  “Where is my room?” Lily asked.
  “In here,” her Uncle said. 
  “COOL,” Lily said jumping on the camp 
bed and waving the sheets around.
  “Aw man,” said the sailor. “Kids!”

Fia O’Brien
Co Dublin
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AIDAN’S LIGHTHOUSE STORY

Aidan got up at 6am.  It was a beautiful sunny day in Asdee. Aidan and his 
dog Ted were going to work on the lighthouse.  
  The lighthouse was down on the rocks by the sea.  It was painted red 
and white and the light shone brightly to warn ships and their crew to keep 
away from the rocks.  In the summertime tourists would come from all over to 
walk along the path to the lighthouse.  

  During a bad storm, the sea had swept away most of the path and 
now the lighthouse was cut off from the mainland.  Jackie, the lighthouse 
keeper, was worried that he wouldn’t have any visitors if Aidan didn’t fix 
the path.   Aidan’s job today was to repair the path so that the visitors could 
visit Jackie and enjoy this lighthouse.
  After a good breakfast of eggs for himself and dog sausage for Ted, 
Aidan jumped in his mini-digger. With Ted behind him, Aidan switched to 

fast track and was off to the lighthouse.  In no time at all the path was 
mended and Aidan went to have a cup of tea and a chat with Jackie, who was 
polishing the big brass bell that warned ships to stay away when the weather 
was foggy and they couldn’t see the light.  
  Aidan and Jackie sat and had tea and chocolate biscuit cake and talked 
about how busy it was going to be during the holidays and what a good job 
Aidan and his mini-digger had done.  Jackie gave Ted a bone for being the 
best dog ever.  It was getting dark when Aidan and Ted said goodbye and 
woof woof to Jackie and jumped in their mini-digger and headed home.
  That night there was a big storm. The wind 
howled and growled, the rain lashed against 
the lighthouse and lightning struck the top 
of the lighthouse and the light crashed into 
the sea below.  There was no light to warn 
the ship and so it foundered on the rocks 
and the sailors all had to scramble up to 
the lighthouse for safety.
  Next morning Aidan and Ted went to see 

if the path had held up during the storm.  They 
were very surprised to see a ship on the rocks 
and even more surprised to see that the light 
on the lighthouse was gone.  No wonder the 
ship had ran aground, the lighthouse could 
not do its job properly without it light.  Aidan 
was very worried and made his way towards 
the lighthouse to see if he could help.  
  Much to his delight he saw Jackie 
the keeper and the crew making their 
way along the path that he and Ted had 
made.  
  “Good job, Aidan,” said Jackie.  
  “Yes, good job,” said the sailors.

Aidan McElligott
Co Kerry & Co Cork

THE UNUSUAL PIRATE

Once upon a time there lived a pirate named Peg Leg Sam. He was tall, evil and 
a bit of a genius. He was also rich and wore very nice clothes. Peg Leg Sam lived 
on his pirate boat with his parrot named Polly. He hadn’t any crew but he did have 
ten guinea pigs. 
  One day he saw a big ship going to London, so Peg Leg Sam and his crew 
of ten guinea pigs sailed very sneakily up behind the ship. Peg Leg Sam got on 
and stole the Ruby of the Nile, which was a present for the queen of England, 
Queen Victoria. Peg Leg Sam got back on his boat and they made their escape 
with the ruby.  
  George, the eldest guinea pig, was at the wheel of the boat trying to navigate 
the Atlantic Ocean, but, as he couldn’t see over the wheel (because he was only 
thirty centimetres tall), he couldn’t see where they were going.  They crashed into 
rocks off West Cork, under Galley Head Lighthouse. The Galley Head Lighthouse 
had been built in 1875 and had the most powerful lighthouse light in the world.  
  When Peg Leg Sam discovered where they had crashed, he decided to climb 
up the rocks up to the lighthouse.  It was really difficult climbing the rocks as he 
had a wooden leg, but he was helped up with his guinea pig crew.
  Eventually they got up to the grass and climbed over the wall surrounding the 
lighthouse. They made their way silently to the lighthouse and the cottages beside 
it.  It was the middle of the night and the only thing that shone was the light from 
the lighthouse, even the moon was covered over with cloud. 
  Peg Leg Sam decided they might try to see what there was to steal at the 
lighthouse and see if they could fix their boat. They saw a man, the lighthouse 
keeper, walking over to the lighthouse so they decided to go and speak to him. He 
seemed a kind man, and Peg Leg Sam changed his mind about stealing and he 
asked if he could borrow some tools to fix his boat. 
  The lighthouse keeper began talking to him and asked Peg Leg Sam if he 
would like a job, helping him work the lighthouse.  Peg Leg Sam decided robbing 
wasn’t for him anymore and decided to become good and work for the lighthouse 
keeper, of course with his crew the ten guinea pigs.  Peg Leg Sam became Sam 
the Lighthouse Keeper, his guinea pig crew became the best keepers of the light 
and Polly the Parrot became known for her warning calls in the fog.  

THE END.

PS The ruby was returned to Queen Victoria but are the corgis - large guinea pigs? 
And does Peg Leg Sam have all his guinea pigs?!

THE END END.  

William Pringle
Co Wicklow
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THE WARTIME LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER

My name is Ava and I became Ireland’s first female lighthouse keeper 
in the summer of 1941. I was stationed on the world-famous Hook 
Head Lighthouse. My father had been the lighthouse keeper before me 
and I spent most of my childhood playing in the fields surrounding the 
lighthouse. I always dreamed of following in my father’s footsteps. Little 
did I know that I would be the lighthouse keeper during one of the most 
important periods of world history.
  My job as lighthouse keeper was to make sure the lighthouse was 
kept in good condition and that its light was always there for passing 
ships at night and in poor weather. I also alerted the lifeboats of any 
ships which need help. Living and working in the lighthouse was always 
interesting. The view of the sea was beautiful and I loved listening to the 
waves crashing against the rocks. Passing ships would sound their fog 
horn and a wave was exchanged between me and the crew. Life was 
great.
  In the spring of 1943, this all changed when World War II visited the 
waters off the coast of Hook Head. I first noticed something unusual in the 
sea, a vessel unknown to me at the time. I later learned it was a German 
submarine, or U-boat. For days it remained in the bay without moving 
so I alerted the lifeboat crews that a strange vessel was in trouble and 
needed help. One of the lifeboat crew members had previously served in 
the British Army and immediately noticed that the vessel was a German 
U-boat, likely waiting for a British merchant ship to sink.  Immediately 
he used the lighthouse’s radio system to send a coded message to the 
British Navy.
  Early the next morning, I was awoken by an aircraft flying over the 
lighthouse. I couldn’t believe my eyes when I looked over the bay. A 
gun battle had begun between the crew of the U-boat and the what I 
later learned to be a British fighter jet. I will never forget the noise of the 
gunfire and bombs whistling through the air before crashing to the sea. 
Overpowered, the German U-boat went under water and disappeared, 
never to be seen again.
  When I told the locals of what had taken place that morning they 
laughed at me and said I was reading too many stories and I had a great 
imagination. Over the weeks and months, I soon forgot about the battle 
but one day in 1945 I received a letter in the post from England. It was 
a letter from Her Majesty the Queen, thanking me for my role in alerting 
the British Navy. The letter said I has saved the lives of over 200 sailors 
that day.

Avaleigh Reilly
Co Cavan

THE ABANDONED LIGHTHOUSE

This week is the best week of my life! My dad is coming home for good. 
  If you are wondering why, then I will tell you.  My dad works in Africa 
studying animals. He is paid a lot of money but I only get to see him 
twice a year.  The  company my dad works for has gone out of business 
and he is coming home for good soon. Though, there is one problem: 
the owners have abandoned the lighthouse near the harbour because a 
glacier is moving towards it.  We need to get it working to warn the ships 
of the danger.
  Now let me introduce myself, my name is Samuna and I am from 
Greenland like my mum, but my dad is from Sweden.  Every day after 
school, I go up to the lighthouse to see if there is anything we can do to 
get it working. However, I do not go in, as there is a creepy old man who 
stares at me every time.
  One day my mother and I went up to the lighthouse and the man 
was there.  
  “Come with me,” he mumbled to us.  We followed him up to the 
lantern room in the lighthouse.  We saw two ships on the horizon. 
  “My dad is on one of them,” I said.   
  “My brother is on one of those ships also,” the man said.  
  I flicked the switch to turn it on but it did not work. “I love you, 
Daddy,” I said while crying. 
  Suddenly it came on and I saw a dusty old plaque on it. It said 
Burg’s Lighthouse. 
  Burg is my surname. Wow, my family must have built this lighthouse! 
I ran to the harbour just as the ship was docking and I spotted my father.  
We ran to each other and I jumped into his arms.  
  I told him about the plaque and how it must have been our family 
who built the lighthouse. He told me, “It’s a family secret!”  
  We walked back to the lighthouse and when we got there, we heard 
a loud CRASH! We turned around and saw a large piece of the glacier 
smash the lighthouse, knocking it into the water. 
  “Oh my God! Thank goodness it survived until you got home safely, 
Daddy!”

Liam Woods
Co Dublin
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SIMON SALMON’S GREAT 
ESCAPE

Once upon a time there was a fish named 
Simon, Simon Salmon. He was very skinny 
and clever and everybody liked him. One day 
four fishermen named John, Scott, Fred and 
George went fishing near Hook Lighthouse 
in Co. Wexford.  They were in Scott’s boat. 
It wasn’t big -  about the size of a cow. 
  Meanwhile, Simon Salmon and friends 
were having a party where every fish from all 
over Ireland came. They were having great 
fun. They were singing: 
  “Baby Shark, do, do, do, do. 
  Baby Shark, do, do, do, do.”
  Meanwhile, the fishermen leaned over 
the side of the boat and peered into the 
water. Their eyes couldn’t believe how many 
fish were there, never before had they seen 
so many fish. They cast out their fishing rods 
with juicy bait on them.
  Lucy Cod fish saw the fishing boat and 
swam as fast as she could to find Simon 
Salmon and his friends to warn them about 
the fishing boat. 
  Eventually she got to Simon Salmon 
and his friends. She told Simon about the 
fishermen peering into the water. A fish 
named Bob asked, “What will we do?”
  Simon Salmon said, “I don’t know.”
  All of a sudden - plop! A hook with a big 
juicy worm drifted by Simon Salmon’s nose. 
Simon was very hungry, he hadn’t eaten 
all day. He was even thinking of eating the 
WORM! And then there was another plop! 
And another and another! There were four 
juicy worms, waiting to be eaten. Simon 
Salmon, the clever salmon he was, started 
to question whether he was dreaming or not. 
Then the last worm and hook got caught in 
his tail, Simon Salmon realised it wasn’t a 
dream and took fright. Simon wondered 
where he could be safe, so he headed for the 
rocks around Hook Lighthouse. Meanwhile, 
the hook on his tail got tighter and tighter 
the fisherman in the boat realised he had a 
bite on his line and started to pull, Simon 

JOSH AND LEO THE LIGHTHOUSE

Josh loved lighthouses. Whether they were 
big lighthouses or small lighthouses, round 
lighthouses or crumbled lighthouses, he just 
loved them. 
  On the day our story begins, Josh was 
going fishing with his dad. “Look, Dad!” he 
shouted. “I caught a big mackerel!”
  “Put it in the bucket with the others,” 
said his dad. “We will head out to  a different 
spot on the peninsula and get more fish.”
  As they headed out, Josh noticed 
something. “Look, Dad! Was that lighthouse 
always there?” 
  “I haven’t seen it before,” replied his 
dad, “but I’m sure it’s always been there.”
  At dinner time, Josh didn’t eat any of 
his food. “Josh. Eat up. Look at your baby  
sister Maggie. She’s only two and she’s 
already finished her dinner,” said his mum. 
  “I’m not hungry!” snapped Josh. He 
couldn’t stop thinking about the lighthouse 
he’s seen earlier that day. Had it always 
been there? 

screamed for help.  Lucy Cod fish saw what 
happened and alerted the other fish at the 
party.  All the other fish swam to help Simon 
Salmon. The fish were pushing and the 
fisherman was pulling, like underwater tug 
of war. Something had to give!
  There was a twang on the line as the 
hook ripped Simon Salmon’s tail causing 
the fisherman to land on his bum in the 
boat.  Meanwhile poor Simon Salmon had 
a horrible slit in his tail, but he kept heading 
for the lighthouse and still today he lives in 
the safety of a cave near Hook Lighthouse. 

Scott Pringle
Co Wicklow

That night Josh couldn’t sleep. He had to 
visit the lighthouse. He had to see that it 
was real. When he heard both his parents 
snoring, Josh snuck out of the house and 
headed down to the cliffs. Yup, there it was. 
The lighthouse. 
  Josh stayed there for a while admiring 
the lighthouse until he turned round to go 
home. 
  “No, no – stay, child,” said a voice.
  Josh turned round, startled . It was 
nearly 2am. Who would be out 
this late? 
  “It’s me, the lighthouse. I’m 
talking to you. I’m Leo, right? 
Okay? Don’t be frightened. I just 
moved here yesterday evening. 
It’s a lovely town, you are lucky to 
live in such a fine spot. 
 What is your name by the way, 
young man?”
  “Josh, Josh O’ Brien. I love 
lighthouses. It’s a pleasure to 
meet one that actually talks!”  
replied Josh. 
  “It’s a pleasure to meet you 
too, young man,” said Leo the 
Lighthouse. “I think you should 
run along home now and come 
back and visit me tomorrow.”
  “Josh! Josh ! Wake up!” said 
Josh’s mother the next morning. 
“Remember , we are going to the 
beach today.” Josh got dressed, 
gobbled down his breakfast and 
followed his family to the beach. 
  When they got there, Josh 
pointed at the lighthouse. “Dad, 
Mum, Maggie, that lighthouse 
can talk! Come on, Leo, say 
‘hello’ to my family.”
  Leo winked at Josh but 
roared at his family. 
  “I can’t hear anything,” said 
Dad.

  “Me neither,” said Mum. 
  It took Josh a while to figure out that 
only he could hear and see Leo had been 
alive. Leo and Josh continued to be friends 
forever. When Josh was older, he was Leo’s 
lighthouse keeper and his story keeper.
  Everyone should have their own 
lighthouse!

Kelly-May Cogan Flynn
Co Sligo
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THE LONELY LIGHTHOUSE

The sinking of the Lusitania was a great big deal 
for a lot of people. Most people think that the Galley 
Head Lighthouse, near the Lusitania’s sinking place, 
was not involved, but it was. The lighthouse keeper was 
badly injured that night and since he was the only one there, 
he died. The lighthouse was hit also but it survived. The ghost of 
the lighthouse keeper still lives there but causes no harm.
  One day the ghost and the lighthouse saw a boat going out to sea. 
They got very excited as they thought that the boat was coming to visit 
them. On the boat, two teenage girls were walking along the deck when they 
spotted the lighthouse. They thought it was abandoned and this made them 
sad. They felt that even if they could help out just a tiny bit, it would make their 
day. So, one of the girls, called Rachel, suggested that she ask the sailor to 
bring them to land at the lighthouse but when she did, the sailor refused. 
Before lunch, when they had half an hour to play around in the sea, Rachel 
and the other girl Emily darted behind people so that the sailor wouldn’t see 
them leaving. Along with the help of their underwater swimming skills, Rachel 
and Emily managed to get nearer to the lighthouse. Since they were already 
quite close when they stopped, it was easy to reach the lighthouse. They were 
shocked at how destroyed the lighthouse looked up close, and immediately 
decided to do what they could to help. So they took off their flippers and masks 
and started exploring the lighthouse, not knowing that they were being watched 
by the ghost.
Eventually the ghost was so excited to meet the girls that he showed himself. 
He had overheard them planning how they would help to rescue the abandoned 
lighthouse. He told them that he wasn’t able to leave the lighthouse until at 

least two people visited so now, thanks to them, he was free to go. The girls 
were quite astounded to find a ghost talking to them but soon got over it.

  Even though the lighthouse could not talk, deep inside he was very 
grateful to Emily and Rachel. After listening to the amazing stories 

of the ghost of the lighthouse keeper, John, the girls sensed 
that it was time to get back to the boat. They told the ghost 

that they would make sure a lot more people would come 
to visit the lighthouse and promised not to tell anyone 

about them meeting a ghost. Nobody would believe 
them anyway but the two friends didn’t want to 
take any chance.

  From that day on, thanks to the fundraising 
organised by the girls, more than one thousand people 

come every year from all over the world just to visit the 
rescued lighthouse at Galley Head. It is all thanks to Rachel 

and Emily and their lucky discovery that day.

Sophie Lavanant
Co Cork

THE QUEST

On planet Jum there’s a lighthouse. It’s not just 
an ordinary lighthouse, it’s special. It ensures the 
safe travel of the Neoxa galaxy. 
  Jubble, the King of Jum’s son, is the lighthouse 
keeper. The lighthouse is powered by diamonds and gives 
off a tremendous light. The keeper of the lighthouse is a huge 
job because you have to flip over the diamonds so they don’t 
explode. They are the most powerful and valuable commodities in 
the universe and they give off immense heat so you have to wear 
special clothes to touch them.
  One day something terrible happened. The Manharians (space 
pirates from another galaxy) stole the diamonds. There was a ferocious 
battle and Planet Jum was defeated because they had the smaller army. 
The diamonds were gone. Jum could no longer trade safely. They needed the 
diamonds back - but how?
  The king asked for someone to take on this quest. His son Jubble bravely 
volunteered but his father refused to let him go. The king asked for another volunteer but 
still no one put their hand up. The king reluctantly gave in and said his son could go on 
one condition… he had to take someone with him. Jubble’s friend, Haroni, was selected. 
The duo then had to be specially trained for their mission. It took six years to train. They 
had to learn the art of ‘ribiging,’ where you can make a portal from one place to another. 
  The day finally came from them to leave. Jubble was now eighteen and Haroni 
was nineteen. Jubble said goodbye to his father and made the portal to Manharia. He 
teleported there in a nanosecond. 
  The surface of Manharia felt squishy. They figured they should put a disguise on 
so they could fool the King of Manharia but they didn’t know where to get one. Then 
Haroni had an idea. She took out her sword and knocked out the two guards guarding the 
palace. She told Jubble to put the guard’s clothes on, so he did as he was told.
  They snuck into the palace and asked the guards where the king was and if they 
could talk to him. The guards said that the king had never hired a girl. Jubble cleverly told 
them that she had been handpicked by the king to guard the diamonds and he was to 
escort her. 
  When they got to the throne room, Jubble saw the diamonds beside the king. 

  “You stole those diamonds from my father’s kingdom six years ago,” declared 
Jubble. “I’m here to take them back!” 

  “You’re outnumbered, ten to two. Guards, seize them!” 
Little did they know that Haroni was one of the greatest fighters in the galaxy. 

She quickly slayed every guard in minutes. Jubble approached the king and 
pierced him through the heart with his sword. 

  They grabbed the diamonds and teleported back to Jum. The 
diamonds were put back in the lighthouse and life returned to 

normal on Jum. 

Senan McMahon
Co Antrim
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PETER A FISHERMAN AND THE PIRATES

Once upon a time Peter the fisherman was at Hook Head Lighthouse in Co. Wexford. 
He turned on the light with a big yawn. Peter lay down on the hard brick floor for another 
peaceful night’s sleep. At midnight he woke up with a start, there was the sound of pounding 
footsteps. It was the dreaded pirates!
  Peter jumped behind a stack of oil crates. He heard a big bang that he thought was 
the door being knocked down. Suddenly Peter was grabbed by a pair of arms. He found 
himself looking at the ugly face of a pirate. He was pushed down the steps across the bay, 
into the cabin of a ship, tied up and gagged. 
  The next morning the postman was surprised when Peter wasn’t in the lighthouse 
when he came. When he saw the big footprints, the postman raced to the police station. 
Immediately search parties were sent out. Meanwhile Peter lay unconscious on the floor of 
a dungeon. He woke up to the sound of the key being turned in the lock, a guard stepped 
in and tossed stale bread and cheese on the floor.
  On board the police ship, a police officer called out, “Land ahoy!” They 
landed, snuck up to the castle and took the guards by 
surprise. Then the police got into the 
castle and killed the whole band of 
pirates, ran down to the dungeons 
and freed Peter. They sailed away 
and lived happily ever after

Abe Ludick
Co Kilkenny

THE LIGHTHOUSE

Once there was a man who lived in an 
old red and white striped lighthouse 
in Ballycotton in Cork. His name 
was Bob. One night, Bob saw a big 
galleon in the very bright light from 
the lighthouse. It was coming close. 
Bob looked carefully. He realised it 
was a gang of pirates!
  Now, Bob had six really big 
jars of money from all the years he 
had worked as a lighthouse keeper. 
He kept one jar on each of his six 
window sills. The pirates rowed to 
shore and stole one of Bob’s money 
jars. The next night the pirates came 
back and stole the second big jar 
of money. Bob was sad. He didn’t 
want to be poor. So he swapped the 

money in the rest of the jars for 
FAKE MONEY! The next night the 
pirates returned for another jar of 
money. 
  Bob said, “If I give you all my 
money, you have to go and never 
come back.” 
  Since the pirates were greedy, 
they said, “Okay!”
  From that night on, the 
pirates were never seen again in 
Ballycotton and Bob lived happily 
ever after in his lighthouse. 
  And I’m not sure the pirates 
even realised it was FAKE MONEY!

Oisín Chambers
Co Dublin
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THE LIGHTHOUSE 

I see the lighthouse upon a cliff,
shining light across the mist.

Red and white standing tall,
guiding ships and saving all.

Crashing waves and flashing lights,
glistening through the darkest nights.

Guiding ships through sea foam,
making sure all get safely home.

Tom Farrell 
Co Wicklow

THE LIGHTHOUSE

On Tuesday morning a storm began. The 
wind lashed the rocks that lay below the old 
grey lighthouse. Walter, the wrinkly old man 
who lived in the lighthouse on Craggy Rock, 
was fast asleep in his hammock.
  CLASH! BANG! Suddenly Walter was 
awoken by a loud clap of thunder. Drowsy 
and grumpy, he got out of bed and slowly 
descended the long spiral staircase. He 
could hear a sweet melody in the distance. 
  When Walter reached the bottom of the 
stairs, he opened the large wooden door to 
the outside world. The sound echoed around 
the bay. It was still dark, but he could see the 
shape of a woman on the rocks. He called 
out to her in a loud voice, immediately she 
jumped into the furious sea.
  As the sun rose, Walter wondered if 
he would see her again. He never left the 
lighthouse as he hoped the beautiful woman 
would return.
  In his final days of life, he saw her on 
the rocks and as she returned to the sea, he 
followed her. Walter was never seen again.

Adam Byrne
Co Wicklow

THE STORY OF THE LIGHTHOUSE BOOK 
                                                                                                                  
Hi! My name is Ciara and this is my story about when something awful, but funny, happened 
to my family. I live in a lighthouse keeper’s cottage with my mammy, daddy, Granny Mary 
and Granddad John. My granddad owns the lighthouse next to our cottage. The lighthouse 
is not used anymore nor open to the public, so it is just a place we relax and play in and it 
holds lots of history. But better get on with the story…
  It was Sunday, November 21st, 2000, the hundredth anniversary of the lighthouse 
being built. All our friends and family were coming to celebrate. We were also going to 
show them a really special book with all the history of the lighthouse. It had been passed 
down from generation to generation and each family in each generation added two pages 
of information and history about themselves. We were going to be adding our two pages of 
information and history. I was so excited!
  First to arrive was Aunty Peggy. 
  “Hi, everyone, hi Ciara!” she exclaimed. 
  “Hello Peggy,” Dad said joyfully. 
  “Your lighthouse is looking lovely today, it looks extra great in the sun,” she said. 
  “I agree,” Granny added. 
  Soon everyone had arrived. We were all out in the sun, chatting, playing and having 
fun. Mammy had made lots of nice food to snack on. Soon came the time to put in our bit 
of history.
  The night before, Daddy, Mammy, Granny, and Granddad printed off pictures and 
hand wrote a little story about what our life was like. They also printed off a picture of the 
lighthouse. Mammy went to get the book in the lighthouse. 
  A few minutes later, she came back with a worried look on her face. “The book is not   
 in the lighthouse!” said Mammy worriedly. 
  “Are you sure?” asked Dad. 
  “Yes!” said Mammy, almost in tears. 
  “Let’s all go and look,” suggested my Uncle Frank. 
  “Okay,” replied Dad. So off we went…
  Three quarters of an hour later, there was no luck, Mammy was so stressed out I 
thought she was going to faint. So I decided to leave her alone for a bit and play with my 
five year old cousin Saoirse. She was having some snacks over by the lighthouse. 
  “It’s sad we can’t find the book, isn’t it?” I asked her. 
  “What book?” she said looking puzzled. 
  “The lighthouse book,” I answered. 
  “Oh, I am after looking at that, it’s a great book.” 
  “You found it?” I asked. 
  “I did not mean to find it, I just came across it when I was playing about. Are you 
annoyed?” she said to me. 
  “Oh no, we were just looking for it,” I said to her. 
  Saoirse and I gave the book to Mammy. We put our pictures and other things into it 
and the day was finished happily!     

Róisín Gibbons
Co Kilkenny
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THE LIGHTHOUSE OF BETRAYAL

On a windy, bitter day, nine-year-old Dylan was sitting 
on the rocks surrounding the lighthouse. He sat there 
gazing at the view of Wexford Harbour, hoping one 
day his Uncle Jerry would bring him there. 
  The lighthouse was so far from the harbour. For 
some reason, Jerry didn’t want Dylan to go near land. 
Dylan thought about his parents and wondered if they 
were still alive, would they have brought him there? 
After a while, Jerry called him to go to bed. 
  When he was just about to turn off the light, 
Dylan asked, “Jerry, someday could you bring me to 
Wexford?” 
  “Sorry kid, but no. I’m doing this to protect 
you. Now, off you go. I’ll be working the whole night 
through so you won’t see me until dinner tomorrow 
evening after my nap. G’night.”
  Dylan wasn’t surprised about the reply and 
thought if no one would bring him to the harbour, he 
would go by himself…  
  The next morning, Dylan set off. He brought a 
torch, sandwiches, water and spare clothes. He quietly 
crept down the stairs to the emergency room that had 
a canoe. Dylan put on a helmet, hopped into the canoe 
and paddled with the current until he reached land. He 
paddled further until he arrived at Rosslare Beach. It 
was an amazing sight. He had never been on a beach 

THE BOAT ADVENTURE

It was a hot sunny day. Boat builders were 
working on a boat that could hold one 
thousand people and that could go all around 
the world. One day I wish to be on that boat 
with my mom, dad, brother and sister.
  The cool thing was is that my dad is 
working on the boat so we might get VIP 
treatment. I am really excited about tomorrow 
because me, Mom, John and Freya get to 
go see Dad at work. 
  Finally, the time came. Today we got to 
go see Dad at work. We had our breakfast 
and rushed to where it was. When we got 
there, I jumped out of the car and looked. 
I saw my dad working and ran to him. I felt 
like I had a million questions, but I only had 
a few to ask him though. He told me to look 
around, so I did and there were so many 
things, like cranes, trucks and diggers. I 
looked at the boat and it was a quarter way 
there. A few minutes later me, Mom, John 
and Freya had to go home. 
  When we got home, I went to my 
bedroom, dreaming about being on the ship. 
The next day, my dad went to work so me, 
Freya, Mom and John went to a lighthouse. 
We stayed there for an hour, watching all 
the boats going in and out, like cargo ships, 
speed boats, jet skis and ferries.
  When the boat was half and a quarter 
way there, me and my brother and sister did 
a competition of who could make the best 
lighthouse. A few minutes later we finished 
our drawings. 

This was mine.

before. Dylan quickly tied up the canoe. He wandered 
along hoping to find the girl who often sailed by his 
lighthouse from Rosslare Beach. Her name was sailor 
Sally. 
  “Hi, Sally.” 
  “Dylan! What are you doing here?”
  “I decided to have a trip to the beach.” 
  “Oh,” said Sally.
  “I was wondering if you knew anything about my 
parents?” asked Dylan. 
  Sally went silent for a moment and then 
answered, “Dylan, I think it’s time for me to tell you. 
Now you need to listen to the following riddle carefully: 
They sealed it for you, and then did a run, for you to 
complete it and it will be done.”
  She quickly ran away and left Dylan alone to 
think. It was getting late so he paddled back home 
and rushed to his bedroom. He knocked over the 
picture of his parents. Picking it up he noticed that the 
photo was a pocket! Dylan saw a note in it. He took it 
out and began to read. 

Dylan,
  Get away from your uncle at once! He is the 
reason we are dead. On a stormy night he was working 
in the lighthouse. He knew we were sailing towards 
his lighthouse. We didn’t see the light so we thought 

we weren’t near the light house and 
then…we crashed and drowned. 
  Jerry did it on purpose. He was 
armed and anytime someone would 
try to take you, he would have a go 
at them. 
  Please stay safe. 
      From ¬?

Dylan was so shocked he didn’t 
even move. 

Emily Chambers
Co Kilkenny

 This was Freya’s.

And this was John’s.

Today is the day the boat is finally finished. 
Me, Mom, Dad, Freya and John got our 
boarding passes and go in the car and drove 
there. We showed our boarding passes and 
went to our rooms. One hour later, we all met 
up and went to the top of the boat. When we 
got to the top, there was a swimming pool 
and a cinema too. We chose to go to the 
cinema this night, so we did and we watched 
Jumanji 3. 
  Today me and my family went upstairs 
to see the view. We looked out and saw a 
lighthouse flashing in the mist but we had 
to go back down because John got seasick.
  The next morning, I felt a little wet and I 
realised I was in water! The whole floor was 
filled with water. I got out of my room and 
went to the top deck and found my family. 
The boat was sinking!
  Everyone got into the lifeboats. We all 
watched as the whole ship sunk deep down 
into the sea. All of us were rowing for about 
an hour until I saw those exact same flashing 
lights in the mist. We were saved. After that 
we went back home.

Conor Gokul
Co Cork
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THE SECRET LIGHTHOUSE 

There were two lighthouse keepers in a fairly standard 
lighthouse on a regular island off a normal country. 
  But one day, when the two keepers were coming 
out the front door of the lighthouse, one of them 
accidentally leaned on a brick, which opened a secret 
passageway. They went down the stairs and saw a 
wooden treasure chest. They opened the chest with a 
paperclip and there was a treasure map in it.
  It first said they had to go to an island called 
Pirate Island. They jumped in their boat and headed 
straight for it. 
  When they arrived, the map read: You should see 
a house. The map also said that they should go in the 
house and down to the basement. They did all of that 
and then they nearly collapsed because they saw two 
pirate ghosts in front of them. Luckily, the keepers 
had swords on them so they fought them off. And 
what did they spy? Another map!
  The second map said to go to a second island 
called Ghost Island.

  So off they set in their boat to the second island. 
When they got there, the map read: You should see 
a treehouse. The map said that they should go in to it 
and there will be a door in to the tree and they should 
climb down the centre of the tree. 
  They did all of that and saw five ghosts protecting 
a wardrobe. The keepers fought off the ghosts and 
opened the wardrobe. However, there was no map, 
just a message saying, Go back to your island with the 
lighthouse... a ship should be coming.
  So they did that and headed home to their 
lighthouse.
  They waited thirty minutes and their big light 
spotted an old ship with ten ghosts on it in the fog 
very close to the rocks. 
  The old ship landed safely on the shore. They 
went out of the lighthouse with one sword and a shield 
each and ran down to the old ship. But when they got 
there, ten very angry ghosts met them. 
  The two keepers fought the pirates off for the 
last time and went on their ship. They went in to the 
cabin and saw a gigantic chest (another one!). They 
brought the chest back to their lighthouse and opened 
it with a chainsaw. 
  To their amazement, it was full of jewels and gold. 
They became rich, bought their own houses and paid 
for a robot to work in their lighthouse. They were able 
to retire aged thirty and live happily ever after. 

Jack McNamara
Co Limerick

OÍCHE AN ANFA 

Fiachna McAleenan 
Co Down
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THE BATTLE OF THE LIGHT 

Once upon a time, there was a round little 
old lighthouse keeper called Lou P’hed. His 
age is very tricky to know, but he is maybe 
around seventy nine years old. Lou loved 
two things more than anything. These were 
his lighthouse and ham sandwiches. 
  There are also some other characters 
you should meet, but to do that we must go 
to Seagull Cliff!
  Some birds are modest and some are 
humble, but not the birds of Seagull Cliff! If 
there’s one thing these selfish sunbathers 
hate more than anything, it’s custard 
sandwiches. Lou once fed them that, and 
they have never forgiven him. 
  Now, seagulls Sam, Sue and Sarah 

MAX

Once there was an abandoned lighthouse 
and in it lived a stray labrador called Max.  
He had been abandoned when he was very 
young by his mean owners.  
  The lighthouse was situated two miles 
outside a small village.  Max would regularly 
go down to the sandy beach and play with 
the children.  He also loved to catch fish and 
spend time around the lighthouse.  
  One day there was a storm and Max 
saw a boat in the distance, but he realised 
that it was coming close to rocks where the 
lighthouse was situated.  Suddenly there was 
a loud crash!  The boat had been battered 
and crushed against a tiny rocky island just 
off the coast.
  There was only one sailor on the small 
boat when it was bashed against the rocks.  
Max was clever and understood what was 
happening straightaway – thinking quickly, 
Max started swimming calmly towards the 

little outcrop of rocks.  When he reached the 
battered and broken remains of the boat, the 
sailor was frantically trying to swim to the 
nearby shoreline.  
The sailor, who we found out later was 
called Charlie, put his arms around Max’s 
neck and together they swam back to the 
shore.  Teamwork always wins.  Charlie was 
very obviously delighted. He decided to buy 
the lighthouse, renovate it and live in it.  Max 
received a medal for his bravery.
A few months later, there was a big 
party outside the lighthouse and shortly 
afterwards, Charlie built a statue of Max in 
his new garden.  It might still be there today!
A dog is truly a man’s best friend.

Loinnir Ní Bheart
Co Derry

were mad at Lou and they wanted revenge!
  One night they flew off to Loop Head 
Lighthouse, where Lou was the keeper, to 
play a nasty trick. They pecked angrily at the 
big glass bulb that Lou loved so very much. 
Then, disaster struck and the bulb shattered 
before their beady eyes! Suddenly, smoke 
rose from the lighthouse floor and flames 
shot up. They singed Seagull Sue’s feathers 
and she fell to the ground. 
Meanwhile, outside the lighthouse keeper’s 
cottage, Lou was fishing by the shore. 
He smelled smoke on the breeze and ran 
towards the lighthouse. Up ahead, he could 
see the seagulls circling the top of the 
burning lighthouse. 

  “Aaaagh, my lovely lighthouse!” cried 
Lou. “It’s burning to the ground and I know 
those beastly birds are to blame!” 
  He ran to the bottom of the lighthouse 
and found Seagull Sue lying knocked out on 
the ground. “I’ve got you now, you feathery 
foe,” shouted Lou as he crammed Sue into 
a birdcage. 
  Next, Lou ran to the shoreline with a 
big bucket and filled it with seawater. He had 
no time to waste if he was going to save his 
lighthouse. 
But those bold seagulls had other ideas! 
They flew towards Lou and Seagull Sam 
grabbed the bucket from his hand. He 
poured the whole bucket of water over Lou 
P’hed’s head! 
  “What do you slimy seabirds want from 
me?” said Lou. “We just want some ham 
sandwiches,” they seagulls yelled back. 
“And for Seagull Sue to be free.” 

  “I can do that but only if you help me 
put the lighthouse fire out,” Lou shouted 
back. “Those poor ships could hit the rocks 
if the lighthouse is not saved.”
  The seagulls swooped into action. 
They flew high above the flames and 
poured gallons and gallons of water over the 
lighthouse until the fire was out. 
  “Thank you, little seagulls!” said Lou, 
happily. “You’ve saved the ships and Loop 
Head.”
  From that day on, Lou and seagulls 
Sam, Sue and Sarah, were the best of 
friends. If you ever visit Loop Head at 
lunchtime you’ll see a round little lighthouse 
keeper surrounded by his seagull pals, happily 
eating their ham sandwiches together!

Maya Coffey 
Co Kilkenny
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THE LEGEND OF THE OLD LIGHTHOUSE IN IRELAND 

On the coast of Ireland there is an old lighthouse that was once a guide 
for ships when it was dark. Nowadays, it is a ruined old building that has 
crumbled over the years. 

  “Mum, why did you go and buy a lighthouse that is technically a rock 
with a roof and just about standing?” asked Timothy. 
  He was eleven years old and disliked the sea, so a home at that 
very place was a nightmare. Timmy also hadn’t seen his dad since he 
was two. 
  After three months of tiring work and determination, the lighthouse 
was back to its original look, bright white with a red stripe just below the 
lantern and of course a shiny red front door. 
  Timmy had started his new school, St. Andrews Primary School, 
which had been built in 1926 so it was a ninety-four-year-old building, 
full of charm. He had three new friends: Nick, Daniel and Craig and an 
enemy CJ, who was the school trickster.
  One Saturday Timmy’s mum went to the corner shop, leaving him at 
home. A strange sound came from the kitchen. Timmy lifted up a hurling 
slitór and ran in.  
  “Aarrhhh!!!” cried Timmy. A phantom ghost was eating an apple. 
  “Oh, hi. I’m Charlie, the old lighthouse man. I’m 440 years old.. 
Meet my family. Come on, do show yourselves.” 
  Suddenly a woman and two chipper kids appeared. 
  “Who...who are you and what do you think you’re...doing in my 
house?” spluttered Timmy.   
  “I told you already, so use your ears,” Charlie replied. “All we want 
is a new safe home.”
  “Sure, I’ll help,” said Timmy.

  So it was agreed.They went to the caves, cliffs and abandoned 
houses dotted along the headland, but none were of any interest to 
Charlie. 
  “Oh, I give up! “ said Timmy, but then a hidden passage came to 
view after a wave crawled back into the sea.  It was just under the 
lighthouse! 
  “Hey, this might do!” he shouted and so they all clambered in.  
Charlie gave an unpleased look to begin with, which then turned into a 
smile.
  “This will do fine. Thank you ever so much  and please  do come 
visit!”
  “Oh, I certainly shall,” replied Timmy. 
  After goodbyes were said, Timmy strolled home. 
  The following Monday Timmy got another surprise!  His dad had 
come home to work at the lighthouse and would be staying on. Timmy 
was sooooo excited about having his dad home.  There was lots of fun to 
be had but he had so many questions he wanted to ask his dad that his 
brain was about to short circuit! 
  “Pause!!!!!! Let’s do this one at a time,” he heard his head voice 
say.
     Timmy’s mum was calling for him, “Timmy, Dad needs some help 
with a trunk.”
   “A trunk?’ repeated Timmy. 
  “Yes,” replied Mum.  Timmy was curious. 
  Next time you see an old building, think of what adventure could 
await! 

Genevieve Dowling 
Co Meath
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THE SECRET 

“Do I have to move?” Lily asked.
  “Yes, honey, but you can pick whichever 
bedroom you want,” Mum said.
  “Fine,” Lily said. Lily went upstairs and 
picked her room. 
  “Go and meet our new neighbours. 
I heard there are twins, Poppy and Sam,” 
Mum said. 
  So Lily went to meet Sam and Poppy. 
Lily knocked on the door. Sam and Poppy’s 
mam answered the door. “Hi are you our 
new neighbour?” she asked. 
  “Yeah, I heard you have two children, 
Sam and Poppy. Can I meet them?” Lily said. 
  “Sure, they’re inside the house,” Sam 
and Poppy’s mum said. 
  “Hi, I’m Lily and these my two dogs 
Marley, Maddie and their two puppies Max 
and Cookie,” Lily said. 
  “Hi I’m Sam,” Sam said. 
  “I’m Poppy. Cute dogs,” Poppy said. 
  “Thanks. Can I stay for a while?” Lily 
asked.
  “Sure! What do you want to do?” Poppy 
said. 
  “Why doesn’t Lily tell us about her life in 
the city and we’ll tell her about Sea Cove?” 
Sam said. 
  “Sure,” Lily said. “So, there is nothing 
exiting about the city, so what’s the buzz 
around here? Do you have the latest iPod?” 
Lily said.
  “No, plus don’t say anything about 
devices around here. It’s different here, but 
there is still fashion sense with the girls,” 
Poppy said. 
  “We’ll give you a tour and all the info 
you need,” Sam said. 
  “Let’s take your dogs for a walk while 
doing it,” Poppy said. 
  “Sure, let’s go,” Lily said. 
  “So where are we?” Lily asked. 
  “We’re in the shopping lane where all 
the shops are,” Poppy said. 

  “Where’s next?” Lily asked. 
  “Well, here’s the park and the woods, 
the school, the church and church bell. My 
favourite place the animal shelter for any 
animals, small to big. Here’s the stables, 
town square and lastly, the sports hall,” 
Poppy told Lily. 
  “The last place to see is the old rusty 
lighthouse that our great-great-great-great-
great-grandad helped build,” Poppy said. 
  “Let’s go!” Lily said. 
  So they set off. “Wow, it’s so nice,” Lily 
said. 
  “I know. Oh, look - there’s a 
passageway, let’s go in,” Poppy said. 
  “Yeah, it sounds like fun,” Lily and Sam 
said. 
  “Cool, look at the ball glowing over 
there, let’s go and take it to the teacher,” 
Poppy said. 
  Lily took it and then she shot lightning, 
then Poppy took it and she shot fire. Then 
Sam took it and he shot ice. 
  “What just happened?” Lily said. 
  “I think the lighthouse is magical,” 
Poppy said. 
  “Let’s keep this a secret and this can 
be our secret base,” Lily said. 
  “Yeah, that’s a great idea, Lily,” Sam 
and Poppy said. 
  “Let’s go home and you can meet my 
parents and we can have a neighbour party 
tonight,” Lily said. 
  So they set off. 
  “Mam, Dad can I have a neighbour 
party with our new neighbours at their house, 
please?” Lily said.
  “Of course,” Mam said. That night they 
had an epic party and became best friends. 

Alanna O’Loughlin 
Co Dublin

THE LONELY LIGHTHOUSE

The lighthouse made the waters safe,
It shone its bright light into the dark night and gave the ships sight.

The lighthouse keeper all alone kept the fires burning and the light turning. 
While the world slept, he worked hard through the long dark night changing wicks and winding 

clockwork with all his might.
On calm sunny days the keeper relaxed and watched the seagulls take flight.

Early one morning a boat came ashore and the lighthouse keeper’s world changed forever,
He packed his bags and waved goodbye to the lonely lighthouse. 

Now the lighthouse was all alone. 
The wicks were all burned and the light no longer turned.

As the ivy hugged the lighthouse tight, it began to fight it with all its might.
Then one day the lighthouse awoke to the sight of the lighthouse keeper’s boat, filled with his 

desires, fresh paint and lots of wires.
The lighthouse now stands with a shiny bright bulb that keeps the waters safe once again.

At weekends the visitors all come to admire the beautiful old lighthouse, with a freshly painted 
tower, which now works with its own new power.

They sit drinking tea and talk about the sea, in the lighthouse that now lives happily.

Noah Caliendo
Co Sligo 
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THE PIRATE LIGHTHOUSE 

One cold, stormy night in Ireland there were 
pirates sailing on the sea. There was a cold 
gust of wind and the sail of their ship ripped. 
  “Oh no!” shouted one of the pirates. 
Next, here was a flash of lightning and all 
the pirates got knocked out.
  In the morning when they woke up, 
they were not on the ship anymore. They 
were washed up on shore and their ship was 
broken. 
  “What can possibly go wrong now?” 
said a pirate. They glimpsed out at sea and 
saw a boat. 
  “A boat!” shouted the captain. “Oh, 
it is the navy!” the captain said a very 
disappointed voice. 
Soon the navy pulled up on shore. “Is 
everyone all right?” said a person from the 
navy. 
  “Yes,” said the captain. 
  “Are you sure?” 
  “Well, it is getting late and we need a 
place to stay,” said the captain. 
  Soon all the Navy got off the LE Eithne. 
The LE Eithne started to float away. “Noooo! 

THE CROOKED HEAD LIGHTHOUSE MURDERS

Thomas gently pushed open the door with a creak. Inside, Mr Sherman was 
lying on the floor in a pool of blood. Dead. Thomas began to scream. He scuttled 
out the door and dialled 999. He was in a state of panic, but he knew that the 
police wouldn’t take long to arrive. He could see the police station from the 
lighthouse door.
  After examining the body and the crime scene, it became obvious to the 
police that Mr Sherman had been drugged and then stabbed twice. Thomas was 
inconsolable. Mr Sherman was the island’s lighthouse keeper and it was said 
that working there brought bad luck. All the previous lighthouse keepers had 
been murdered brutally but these crimes remained unsolved. 
  Thomas lived with his mother and father on the island of Skelly. Mr Sherman 
was a family friend who visited frequently and never seemed to have any enemies. 
Thomas decided he would avenge Mr Sherman by finding his killer. 
  Thomas started to think about who would want to kill Mr Sherman. Mr 
Sherman was a kind, sociable man who cared for all the islanders. Thomas 
wondered if his murder had something to do with being the lighthouse keeper. 
But who would do such a thing? 
  Thomas strolled wearily to the library to research the history of the lighthouse. 
It only took an hour for him to discover that the lighthouse should never have 
been built there. It was built on land owned by the McDonalds, the clan that 
owned half of the island. He was shocked to read that the town council never 
looked for permission from the McDonalds to build the lighthouse. They must 
have been angry and held a grudge against the lighthouse keepers, thought 
Thomas.
  Thomas raced out of the library and ran to the police station with the council 
records. He demanded to see the sergeant in charge and told him everything. 
Sergeant Lyons was stunned. He thanked Thomas for his help and dashed 
into his patrol car. Six more cars of his colleagues followed him towards the 
McDonalds’ estate. 
  The cars screeched into Fionn McDonald’s driveway. Sergeant Lyons 
knocked loudly on the door. The housekeeper opened the door reluctantly. 
Sergeant Lyons walked in to find Fionn sitting on an armchair. 
  “Do you recognise this man, Mr McDonald?” asked Sergeant Lyons, holding 
a picture of Mr Sherman.
  “Isn’t he the one who was killed in that awful lighthouse?” replied Fionn.
  “Yes. Do you know who killed him?” demanded Sergeant Lyons.
  “As a matter of fact, I do. It was my two sons. We never gave permission 
for that lighthouse to be built on our land. I would burn it to the ground if I could!” 
shouted Fionn.
  Sergeant Lyons arrested Fionn and his two sons on suspicion of murder. They 
were convicted of twelve murders in court and sentenced to life imprisonment. 
  Thomas was relieved that the murders of the Crooked Head Lighthouse 
had finally been solved.

David Ryder
Co Mayo

We forgot to put down the anchor!” 
  “Now we are both stuck,” said a pirate.
  “It is getting dark and we need 
somewhere to stay,” said the captain. 
  “We know where to stay,” said a person 
from the navy. 
  “We will follow you,” said the captain. 
  Soon he was climbing up rocks and 
then, they were going through long grass. 
“We will rest here for the night,” he said. 
  “WHAT?” said a pirate They used leaves 
for a blanket and a rock for a pillow. “This is 
not comfortable!” shouted another pirate. 
  “It will do for tonight,” said the person 
from the navy. Night fell and everyone drifted 
off to sleep. 
  In the morning, everyone woke up with 
a start. 
  “We better get going,” said the captain. 
  Soon they went over a big hill. They 
walked a little bit more and a tower shaped 
building came into sight. They all started 
running to it. “A lighthouse,” everyone said. 
  They knocked on the door and a man 
was standing there. “We are lost and we are 

wondering can we stay 
here?” they asked. 
  “Yes” the man said. 
“Would you be able to 
fix my lighthouse?” 
  “Of course,” 
said the captain. 
Straightaway they got 
to work. They screwed 
in screws and changed 
the bulb. 
  “Thank you,” said 
the man. “This will now 
be your new home.” 
  “Yay!” everyone 
cheered.
  That night they 
had a big party!

Daniel Battles
Co Roscommon
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A BEACON OF LIGHT 

Emily Chambers 
Co Kilkenny

HARRY FINDS A LIGHT

Sad, depressed, forgotten - any of these three words 
could describe how Harry O’Brien was feeling right 
now. He had been kicked out of his hurling team and 
was too small for rugby. Everything had changed when 
school started because that was when his parents got 
divorced. Now, he lived with his mom, Jane, and his 
brother lived with his dad, Patrick. It wasn’t very nice 
with only his ma at home, so Harry was usually sad. 
One day Harry’s mother tried to cheer him up with a 
story.
  “Do you know the lighthouse in Howth?” she 
asked. 
  Harry nodded, remembering going there when 
he was six. 
  “Well... legend says that a fairy lives there!” she 
explained. 
  “Really?” asked Harry. 
  “That’s what they say.”
  “Wow!!” he said. 
  “Hope you’re happier!” she said, as she left the 
room. 
  She was right, Harry was happier.... but he was 
also curious. Harry had an idea, He would go to the 
Howth lighthouse and borrow his father’s boat, named 
Láidir. Harry knew it meant ‘strong’ because his father 
told him the day they named it. 
  Harry ran across town and saw the boat docked 
at his father’s house. 

HOWTH LIGHTHOUSE

I like to visit Howth Lighthouse
It’s wide and tall

And makes me feel very small
It has a red door

And a very high floor
I bet it can view the whole sea
Oh! how I wish that were me.

Sam Dunne Donnelly
Co Kilkenny

THE LIGHTHOUSE

I’m Jack and ever since my dad died, I have been 
guarding the lighthouse. It’s not just about telling 
boats where to go, there’s a secret that my dad and 
his dad before him and his dad before him kept.  I’m 
about to tell you. 
  A lighthouse was not originally made to show 
boats where they’re going, it was made to show where 
the wall between the underworld and our worlds is 
weakest. It just so happens that I saw a monster 
escape and I have to track it down. I’m bringing my 
friend Calum because he guards a lighthouse too. 
  “Calum, why are you bringing your dog?”
  “She helps me sleep.”
  “Leave Lou-Lou here, Calum.”
  “Fine. Jack, how do you plan on following this 
monster anyway?”
  “I put a tracker on it of course.”
  “Jack, I’m not going if we don’t have weapons.”

  “I’ve got a hunting knife, a machete and two 
shotguns. We’re taking the next plane to Skellig 
Michael because that’s where the second portal is. 
The monsters are heading there now to let the other 
monsters out.”
  We got to Skellig Michael and found the monster 
opening the portal.  It lashed out with its sword and 
caught Calum in the hip. I jumped in as the monster 
sent two strikes that I batted down. I sent three strikes 
of my own that the monster blocked with ease and 
then it disarmed me. Just as it was going to kill Calum, 
there was a loud bang as the monster fell. 
  Calum had shot it in the head. They thought 
they had won but then they saw the other monsters 
seeping out of the portal and realised the fight had 
just begun. 

Leo Ward
Co Dublin

As Láidir drew further from town the sail swelled out 
and a wave splashed under Láidir’s prow and she 
was alive again! Harry docked the boat at the Howth 
lighthouse and felt a strange feeling because the sun 
was setting, and it was beautiful! But he also had a 
strange feeling because he felt as if someone was 
watching him! He turned around and saw a fairy flying 
above his head.
   “Hello, you must be Harry O’Brien!” 
  “How did you know?” asked Harry. 
  “I know a lot of things,” she said. The fairy 
paused. “Did you know that your ma came here when 
she was little?” 
  “Why did she come here?” asked Harry. 
  “Well, she loved collecting the seashells that 
washed ashore,” said the fairy. “But she left when she 
had you.” 
  The fairy and the boy became very close friends 
and the fairy glowed with happiness. Harry loved 
the lighthouse and the lighthouse loved him. Many 
forgot the name of the town Harry lived in, but if you 
remember and go to the Howth lighthouse you might 
find a boy at the rocks of the lighthouse dipping his 
feet in the cold water. 
  His name is Harry.... and he finally found a home.

Eva Forde
Vancouver, Canada
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A DREAM COME TRUE
    
I always had a dream of going up a 
lighthouse. Just the thought of walking up 
a spiral staircase and standing looking out at 
the amazing view would make me shiver with 
excitement.
  I have collected lighthouses since I was 
small and I have about 15 in my collection. 
Some I made or painted, some were presents 
from people and some I bought for myself. I 
just love lighthouses!
  Every year when we go on holiday to Inis 
Oirr, we walk the rocky roads to the fabulous 
lighthouse there.  I stand at the base of the 
incredible navy and white striped building and 
wonder, “Will I ever get up there?” Each year 
my granddad Eamonn makes a big effort to 
get me up by trying to track down the man 
who had the keys. But it never happened… 
until last year.
When I got off the boat from Galway last 
year, Eamonn called me over and said that 
this was the year! He had finally made 
contact with the keeper and there was a 
plan for us to get up the lighthouse!
  The following evening we headed off 
like a small army which included myself, 
Eamonn, my mam and dad, my two sisters 
and one of my cousins. We waited patiently 
at the painted red gate for the man to arrive. 
Then we saw the lights of his car arriving 
over the hill, and I thought with a sudden 
rush, “It’s happening!” I was so excited I 
couldn’t talk.
  The keeper opened the gate we walked 
in slowly after him. I ran up the red stairs first 
with the others behind me. Then he opened 
the door of the lighthouse. I wanted to burst 
in through the door, but I walked in with a 
big smile on my face and explored, thinking 
to myself, “What cooler place could I be in at 
the moment?” 
  We spiralled our way up the stone steps 
- there were over 100 of them. When we got 
to the top, I saw the bulb and was surprised 
at how tiny it was. I looked out at the amazing 
view. The sun was going down, which made 

THE MAGICAL LIGHTHOUSE

One day Pirate Queen Grace O’Malley was 
sailing on her ship. A huge storm whipped the 
boat violently around the ocean. Eventually 
the ship was washed up on Clare Island in 
County Mayo.
  The Pirate Queen and her crew decided 
to live there until they could repair their boat. 
However, not all of her crew were good, and 
they decided to steal all the gold and silver 
from the locals for themselves. When Queen 
O’Malley discovered this, she ordered them 
to leave Clare Island and never come back.
  The people of the island loved Grace 
and decided that she would be their queen. 
They built her a tower house by the island’s 
harbour, known locally as Grace O’Malley 
Castle. She fell in love with a local and they 
had a family and ruled Clare Island during 
the middle ages. 
  The remains of an ancient Cistercian 
Abbey known as St. Brigid’s lie on the 
southern side of Clare Island. According to 
legend, many of the O’Malley clan are buried 
there, even Grace O’Malley herself.
  There was a lighthouse on Clare Island 
where you could get amazing views of the 
sea. After 159 years of service the lighthouse 
was decommissioned in 1969.
  Have you been to a lighthouse? If you 
haven’t, you should try to go.  
  Do you want some facts about 
lighthouses? What about lighthouse 
keepers? 

A TRIP TO RATHLIN ISLAND 
TO SEE THE EAST AND WEST 
LIGHTHOUSES

Chapter 1 The East Lighthouse
It was a sunny day at Rathlin Island. We 
were walking for hours in search of the East 
Lighthouse. We watched the sun go down. 
“We’d better get looking for the lighthouse,” 
I said. 
  Then we spotted a magnificent bright 
white light in the distance. It was flashing 
on and off like a beacon and it attracted our 
attention. After a couple of photographs, 
we walked back to our pod, relieved to have 
found the lighthouse.
  I am sure you are wondering how I got 
here. Well we got on a ferry in Ballycastle on 
Easter Monday with three other families for 
a two-day adventure. I was with my cousin 
Isaac on this trip - he was in Primary 3 and I 
was in Primary 4.

Chapter 2 The West Lighthouse
We woke up to another bright sunny day. 

it even lovelier. We walked onto the balcony 
and heard something. There was a bird’s 
nest at the very top and we heard chicks 
chirping in it. We looked across the sea to 
Clare. We walked around the balcony and 
we saw Inis Meain on the other side. It was 
a magical moment. 
  I had spent years dreaming of getting 
inside a lighthouse. That evening in Inis Oírr 
was even better than I thought it would be.

Being a lighthouse keeper was not as easy 
as it looked. During daylight watch, the 
keeper on duty looked out for fog.This was 
because during fog patches the watches 
were doubled. One keeper operated the 
fog signal while the other tended the light.  
Each keeper in turn spent the first four hours 
operating the fog signal and the next four 
hours tending the light. During periods of 
prolonged fog, each keeper worked a sixteen 
hour day and night! I don’t know about you, 
but that seems hard. Anyway, it was called 
fog watch. 
  Clare Island lighthouse is a great way to 
relax, it is a lovely walk. Hope to see you 
soon, but until then, bye!

Sophie Hunt 
Co Dublin

The waves rolled in over the bay of sand 
and pure white stones. We collected some 
stones to colour on with pencils and paint 
when we got home. Isaac and I were playing 
football passes on the grass in front of the 
glamping pods, waiting for our parents to 
take us on our next lighthouse walk. 
  The roads were quiet with very few cars 
and we were able to walk together on the 
road. I was glad of my cousin’s company on 
this long walk. We crossed a field to look at 
two sea lions lying on the rocks. We didn’t 
get too close to frighten them, but it was 
amazing to see the sea lions in their natural 
habitat. We also saw rams and hares on 
the walk which seemed to go on for miles. 
We took a rest at a lake, before heading on 
further.  
  Then we saw the lighthouse, painted 
dark blue and white across the fields. There 
were ruins of stone houses to investigate 
around the lighthouse. We even saw some 
animal bones. We took some photos of the 
lighthouse and around the ruins of the old 
stone houses. It was time to head back to 
the pods for our barbecue tea.

Chapter 3 The Wee Visitor
While we were toasting marshmallows, 
my cousin spotted a wee sausage dog, 
called Frank by his tag. He came into the 
garden to see us as he could smell the 
barbecue. He stayed with us a little while 
and then his owner walked by and took him 
home. We took photos of him so we could 
remember this playful little dog. We took so 
many photographs on this trip, each one a 
memory of a special island. There are three 
lighthouses on Rathlin and we got to visit 
two of them.

Chapter 4 The Ferry Home
The next day it was, sadly, time to go home.  
We packed up at the pods, boarded the 
ferry early on the Wednesday morning and 
headed back to Ballycastle. We had a nice 
lunch at Portrush before the drive home.

Eoin Bruzzi
Co Galway
 

Owen Gillespie
Co Antrim
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BUOY AND THE BOY

Once there was a little boy called 
Jack. He loved going fishing. His 
mum and dad were not at home. 
Mum was having a baby, so 
Grandma was minding Jack.
  One day Jack said to Grandma, 
“Can I go fishing?”
Grandma said, “Yes.”
  Jack packed his things and 
went fishing on his boat. He caught 
a lot of fish. He then rowed over 
to the buoy, which was sitting 
off Helvick Head in the middle of 
Dungarvan Bay. Jack saw that 
there was a little room inside the 
buoy and he thought he would love 
to go for a sleep in there. When he 
got home, he asked Grandma if he could go for a sleepover on the buoy and she said he 
could.
  The next day, Jack packed some food and some of the fish that he had caught. He 
also brought a lantern and a sleeping bag with him. Jack decided to row over in his canoe. 
He tied it to the buoy and unpacked his stuff. He brought everything into the little room, 
climbed into his sleeping bag and fell fast asleep.
  The next day when Jack woke up, he got a big fright. The sea was too choppy to row 

home. He started to shout for help. 
  “Help, help, help!” 
  Grandma also saw that the sea was rough 
and she was starting to worry. She looked 
through her binoculars and she could see that 
Jack was shouting for help.
Grandma rang the RNLI. Help was on the way! 
Soon Jack heard something above him. It was 
the rescue helicopter. A man came down to 
get him and he broke the glass on the buoy. 
He told Jack to put the harness on and soon 
Jack was on his way home in the helicopter.
  Jack had learned his lesson and he would 
not be going out to the buoy again. Mammy 
and Daddy were home with new baby, Oran.
  The next day Jack saw the Irish Lights 
Vessel Granuaile in the bay. It was fixing the 
buoy after its adventure with a boy called Jack.

Finn O Muirithe
Co Waterford

THE LIGHTHOUSE AND THE LOST GRANDFATHER

Once upon a time there was a boy called Chris who lived with his 
grandfather in a lighthouse. Chris’ grandfather was the lighthouse 
keeper and Chris loved hearing all his tales about the lighthouse. 
  At the end of every story, Chris; grandfather would tell him, 
“One day this lighthouse will be yours.”  His favourite story was about 
an octopus attacking the lighthouse. But one day, when Chris got 
up his grandfather was not in the lighthouse and was nowhere to be 
seen. His disappearance was a mystery and Chris missed him so 
much. Fast forward thirty years - Chris is now 41 and living in the 
lighthouse. Little does he know what is coming his way. 
  One cold, dark, cloudy day, Chris was going to turn on the 
lighthouse light, but on his way up something caught his eye. It had 
eight arms and a big, round head gliding through the water. In the 
middle of its head were two beady eyes. 
  “That creature must be octopus that attacked my grandfather,” 
Chris said to himself. Chris watched as the octopus slid up onto the 
shore and scaled the wall of the lighthouse. Chris dashed to get his 
scuba gear as he knew the octopus would try to drag him under 
the water. The octopus caught Chris and submerged the water, 
tentacles wrapped tightly around its victim. As they headed towards 
the bottom, Chris saw his grandfather trapped in a bubble. 
  “Give me the precious ruby stone from the lighthouse and I 
will set him free!” said the octopus. Chris thought for a moment, 
His grandmother had given that precious ruby to his grandfather to 
protect him against the sea.
Chris had a plan - a sly plan. “I will give you the ruby,” said Chris 
sarcastically, “if you set him free first.””
  “Deal,” said the octopus. The octopus pricked the bubble with 
one of its tentacles and Chris’ grandfather swam up to the surface. 
  “Now the ruby,” said the octopus. 
  “Sorry, no can do,” said Chris and with that he pushed the 
octopus into a bubble, trapping him forever under the sea. 
  After that, Chris and his grandfather told many visitors to the 
lighthouse about their encounter with the octopus and spent many 
evenings wondering what the vengeful octopus was doing now.

Anna Mulhall
Co Waterford
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AGE TEN

THE LIGHTHOUSE WHO USED TO TALK

There once was a lighthouse on Aranmore Island, that 
wanted to become famous. 
  All the seagulls said, “You will never become 
famous.”
  One day a little boy (whose name was Tom by 
the way) came along and he heard the lighthouse talk.  
He sat there for hours until he had to go for dinner. 
The next day he brought a few of his friends to hear 
the lighthouse talk and the day after that he brought 
the news cameras and soon the whole of Ireland knew 
about the lighthouse that talked.  
  The lighthouse was famous and it didn’t even 
know it.  Then one day the boy came alone and he 
started to talk to the lighthouse.  They became friends 

and the boy told the lighthouse the story of how the 
it had become famous.  
  The lighthouse was shouting, “Yes! I am 
famous!”  
  They talked a bit more and then Tom had to go 
because it was getting late but he didn’t go before 
telling the lighthouse he would come again tomorrow. 
Then he was off. 
  The next day, Tom came again like he said but 
the lighthouse wasn’t there! But there was a pale boy 
with freckles and brown hair standing in its place.  
  Tom went over and said, “What is your name?” 
  He said, “I don’t know because it’s me, the 
lighthouse. I changed from a lighthouse to a boy 

overnight and I waited here for you because I knew 
you would be my friend.”
  They hugged and Tom said, “Your new name is 
Aran because you were the lighthouse on Aranmore 
Island.” 
  They went around that day telling everybody that 
Aran was the lighthouse and that he had morphed into 
a small boy overnight.  
  But no one believed them! They just said there 
was no lighthouse there and pretended that there 
wasn’t. 
  As the years went by, Aran became more and 
more depressed. One day he was sleeping and he 
had a dream: it was about his days as a lighthouse 

- they were rough, all the seagulls mocking him, the 
waves splashing up against him.  
  At that moment, Aran realised that he was lucky 
to be human and that he had had his turn being 
famous. So instead of sulking every day because no 
one knew except Tom about him being famous, he 
should go out and enjoy being human and not waste 
his time sulking.  
  From that day on, Aran did not sulk.  He always 
tried hard in everything and he was grateful for 
everything that anyone gave him.

Alison Butler
Co Dublin
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THE ALIEN LIGHTHOUSE

There once was a little boy by the name 
of Chives. His parents always said he was 
destined to be a butler. He hated the name. 
It was just too silly. Now, Chives wanted to 
live in a lighthouse. Why? I hear you asking…
nobody knew. Maybe it was the big light at 
the top or the way it sat beside the seaside. 
It was just a mystery. 
  One day, Chives’ parents got fed up 
with him asking to go to the big lighthouse 
on the edge of town and so they brought 
him. 
  After seven years they finally brought 
him! 
  He was over the moon when his parents 
said: All right, pack a picnic. We are going to 
the seaside! 
  “Please, please, please can we go to 
the lighthouse, Mam?” 
  She sighed a long sigh and said, “Only 
if you are on your best behaviour.” 
  This was a trick question; Chives was 
always on his best behaviour. Minus that one 
time he ran over his granny’s cat Pumpkin 
in his toy jeep, but that is not important right 
now. The only thing that mattered was the 
lighthouse. 
  Chives was silent the whole car ride 
because he was too excited to speak. When 
they got there after what seemed like an 
age, he bolted out of the car and to the 
lighthouse. His parents did not protest but 
just stood there watching. When Chives got 
to the lighthouse, he opened the big, green, 
fancy door and ran up the stairs. Little did he 
know what awaited him at the top.
  There was approximately three-
hundred-and ninety-four stairs in the 
lighthouse and when he finally got to the top, 
he did not see any light or even a light switch. 
Instead he saw a giant ball thingy and a little 
lever. He had never seen a lighthouse light 
before and expected it to look like a normal 
light bulb. 
  Then Chives saw a shadow scurrying 
around the so-called “lighthouse.” He 

THE RESCUE AT 
NEWPORT ISLAND

It all started when Steve, who was the 
lighthouse keeper, saw the massive waves 
crashing against the cliffs of Newport Island. 
As the waves pummelled the shore, Steve 
wondered if the lighthouse could take any 
more. The rickety building shook with each 
impact.
  All at once, a towering rogue wave 
smashed into the side of the lighthouse. 
Steve was thrown against the brick wall. 
He patted his head. It hurt but there was no 
blood.
  That was a close one, he thought.
  But then he saw it - a long thin crack 
was in the wall and he was filled with dread.
  “Oh please, no,” he said out loud, even 
though he was alone on the deserted island.
With every second, the crack became bigger. 
He had to act fast. Steve ran to the kitchen 
to get his phone. He dialled 999 and asked 
for the coast guard.
  A voice that was far calmer than him 

wondered if it was green with brown spots in 
the shape of a carrot. Or brown with green 
spots in the shape of a cat. 
  It must be an alien, he thought. Soon 
Chives found himself running around the 
lighthouse. He tripped on something, small 
and for some reason furry. He got up and 
looked down at the little thing and saw red 
fur, a bushy tail and a nut enclosed in its little 
hands. 
  “Wow, you must be the alien,” said 
Chives, who has never seen a squirrel 
before. Then he got a bit scared and picked 
the “alien” up and threw him out of the 
lighthouse window. His parents came in 
and… 
  This story ends on a cliffhanger like the 
squirrel, who is called Marvin, and is hanging 
off a cliff. 

asked, “RNLI - what is your emergency?”
  Steve fumbled over his words. 
“Lighthouse…collapsing… send help…
please hurry,” he said breathlessly.
  “I have notified the Coast Guard, what 
is your location?” 
  “Newport Island, off the coast of 
Wexford,” Steve said.
  BOOM!
  A huge chunk of plaster fell next to 
Steve’s legs and it muffled his reply. More 
plaster continued to fall, then one fragment 
hit him hard on the head.
  That’s when Steve’s entire world went 
black.
  He woke up to the sound of whirring in 
the water. Everything ached then he realised 
he couldn’t move anything except his head.   
 He twisted and to his horror saw mounds of 
brick now covered his body. And the whirring 
sound kept getting louder and louder in his 
head.
  But then Steve heard voices. Someone 
shouted, “The roof must have collapsed 
while he was inside!”
  Then another voice said, “Look, there 
he is trapped under all that rubble.”
  It was the Coast Guard!
  He watched figures dressed in orange 
approach him. 
  One said, “Get the winch! We’re going 
to lift him out of there.”
  Just before he blacked out, Steve 
felt himself being lifted out from under the 
rubble. The RNLI carried him towards a 
lifeboat. Once they got to shore Steve was 
rushed to A&E.
  They brought him in to have surgery on 
his back, lungs, ribs and legs. The doctors 
worked tirelessly night and day to save his 
life. Fortunately for Steve, the operation was 
a success.
  Two days later Steve woke up in 
hospital.
  He was alive and well and he owed it all 
to the RNLI.

1985

My dad worked as a temporary lighthouse 
keeper on the Kish Lighthouse in Dublin. 
  My dad was seventeen years old when 
he started. There were three lighthouse 
keepers on the lighthouse. They had to buy 
all their food in the supermarket before they 
went on the helicopter from Howth. He was 
away for 28 days at a time. My dad also 
brought a fishing rod. The three lighthouse 
keepers were on watches all day and night.
My dad fished and ate fish every day. He 
also caught crabs and lobster in a lobster 
pot. At dusk, the lantern was switched on. 
There were engines that had to be switched 
on and off. At dawn the lantern had to be 
switched off.
  The lighthouse used to shake in bad 
weather. One night in August 1985, there 
was a big storm in Dublin. My dad was on 
watch from eight o’clock to twelve o’clock. 
It was a beautiful, warm, still night and my 
dad spent a lot of the evening watching the 
fork lightning striking parts of Dublin and 

Ellie Conroy
Co Dublin

Liam Murphy
Co Wexford 

Wicklow mountains. Some areas of Dublin 
went black after the storm.
  At midnight the principal keeper arrived 
to take over the watch. He went outside to 
look at the lightning show. Just then a bolt of 
lightning struck the lighthouse and there was 
a really loud bang. He looked really shocked 
and his hair was sticking up. My dad started 
laughing at his hair. 
  Sadly, the lighthouses were all 
automated after this.
  My great-grandad was a lighthouse 
keeper after working on a minesweeper 
trawler in Gallipoli in World War I. My grandad 
John Harding also worked for the Irish Lights 
as a captain of the lighthouse tenders.

Paddy Harding
Co Dublin
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LIFE IN HOOK HEAD LIGHTHOUSE

The waves bashed against the lighthouse on a cold winter’s night. Julia 
and Phil were being tucked in by Dad when a sudden splash wet their 
window. 
  “Okay, good night,” Dad said, closing the door behind him. Dad 
ran up the flight of stairs that spiralled up the lighthouse. He could see 
the shore from the top as the sea banged against the island. There was 
a misty fog over the sea, turning the seagulls into silhouettes. The light 
suddenly went out. Dad couldn’t see a thing, so he reached into his 
pocket to get his torch, but nothing was there. So, he reached into his 
left pocket. But instead, he found a large hole. 
  “What? “Dad said. The light flickered on and off within the blink of 
an eye. Dad then heard a ship horn from the outside. It was dark now 
and the only light Dad could see was the flickering bulb above. He sighed 
loudly, giving the impression that something was wrong. Yes, something 
was wrong! The light had stopped flickering and was now giving a long 
pulse every few seconds. Dad maintained calmness and found a chair in 
the corner of the room. 
  The waves crashed against the house that stood beside the tower. 
It awoke Julia. She looked around and she saw Phil snoring in the bed 
beside her. She turned on the bed lamp close by, it flickered on and off, 
giving a longer pulse every few seconds. 
  What? she thought. She turned it off and went back to sleep, but 
she couldn’t help but think about the flickering. 
  Meanwhile, Dad figured if he were to find his torch, he could 
examine the light to see what was wrong. So for the next few minutes, 
he searched around to find it but instead tripped on litter that had been 
scattered across the floor. He found a lighter, but without a candle, that 
wouldn’t help much. 
  Horns of annoyed ships could be heard, through the misty fog. 
Screams of seagulls could also be heard from the far distance. Dad 
found something that was shaped like a cylinder and had the texture of 
wax. Dad used the lighter and lit the top of the candle which flickered 
with light. 
  Down below in the house, Julia was awake. She was still thinking 
about the flickering bed lamp that was beside her bed. Soon enough, 
however, she, Dad and Phil were all fast asleep. 
  As dawn broke, Dad was awoken by a heron on his windowsill, 
it stood still as a statue. He made himself breakfast and got dressed 
before working a shift in the tower. He ran up the flight of stairs before 
turning back as he realised he had forgotten his coffee. 
  Dad sat down on his wooden chair before observing the sea. The 
harbour was full today, with no spots left. The cargo boats were ready 
to be emptied and filled before going on their journey back to England.

Tynan Lawson
Co Dublin

MY LIGHTHOUSE RACE

When I was six months old, my family had to leave Ireland because of a 
worldwide recession. Every year we come back.
  I used to love coming home. I would be screaming and butterflies 
would be flying in my stomach when I got near to my granny’s house.
  My favourite thing to do was going on adventures. We travelled all 
over the country. One of those adventures was visiting Sheep’s Head 
Lighthouse 
  I got up early, around 7:30am. For breakfast I had sausages and 
brown toast. We then set off in my granny’s blue car. It was a long drive. 
We made two stops. One of them was so my granny could collect the 
money from the lottery which was one euro but better than nothing. Then 
we stopped at the gas station and I got some Tayto crisps. YUM!
  Finally, we arrived. It was a beautiful day. There were not too many 
people around.  It was warm but Dad insisted we bring our raincoats. 
Then Granny realised that she had not brought her walking shoes! She 
had to walk in her heels. Mum said she was lucky because they were 
not high heels.
  There was a path with signposts for the lighthouse. The path led 
along the shore right next to the sea, it felt like we were at the end of 
the world!
  We came to a high cliff. When I looked down, I felt like I was going 
to fall from space I was so high. I ran back to Dad to show him, hoping he 
would be scared (he fears heights). He said he was not scared though.
  Soon after we reached the end of our walk, we were at the very 
edge of Ireland. Mum said if I swam straight for a long time, I would 
reach America. We walked down a set of stairs. Some of them were 
made from the rock. It was a little scary but there was a red railing which 
helped. We turned a corner and suddenly there it was - a massive white 
tower with a big window on top. We took lots of pictures. 
  Then Granny noticed that there was a big grey cloud out in the 
ocean moving towards us. We decided to walk back to the car because 
we knew it was going to rain. My little sister Grace was getting tired, so 
my dad put her up on his shoulders.   
  It was like a race back to the car, us versus the weather. We walked 
much faster back. I was tired but we were nearly there. We just made it 
to the car when small drops of rain were falling. But as soon as Mum, 
Granny and I got in the car it started to really pour! Dad and Grace were 
last, I saw him running as fast as he could with Grace on his shoulders 
laughing like a crazy baby! They were both laughing when they got to 
the car. 
  I think he was happy because we brought our raincoats.   

Nellie Mai Ryan
France
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CARMEN IN TROUBLE

Carmen was bored, she had nothing to do.
She first went on Google and then to Yahoo!
But still she couldn’t find anything fun at all,
So she went to the park and then onto the mall.

SNAP! Carmen suddenly had a thought.
She asked her dad for a boat, which, of course, he bought.
She scuba-dived underwater, into the aqua sea.
She wanted to see the fishes swimming with glee.

Mesmerised by the coral reef under the sea,
she was dazzled by the creatures with all their beauty.
BOOM! Oh no, the boat started to sink.  
She started to panic, what was she to think?

She whipped out her smart phone and dialled 999.
“Come quick, my shoes are destroyed and they’re Calvin Klein!”
When she saw the RNLI skimming the waves in their boat,
She yelled, “Help! The water’s almost up to my throat!”

The coast guards arrived and they swam down to get her.
When she began to panic, they cried, “Ah, here, pull it together!”
“My goodness, you saved me, you guys are my heroes.”
They said, “Whatevs, just donate a cheque full of zeroes!’’

Carmen was grateful she was still alive.
The RNLI got her to safety and made her survive.

Kian Murphy 
Co Wexford

A VIEW FROM A LIGHTHOUSE

They could see so much up there.
Rows and rows of houses,
And the festival down below.
The children playing checkers,
And lots of melting snow.

The hook-a-duck was a big hit,
And so was the show.
But best of all the view
Of the ocean down below.

The waves were gorgeous,
And the ocean clear as ice.
Not too many surfers,
Although the day was very nice.

Cora Mackey
Co Wexford
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RAMBO AND THE MYSTERIOUS SHIPWRECK

Our story starts with Jack, an ex-military sergeant moving into a lighthouse 
to save ships from crashing into a cliff on the coast of America. 
  The lighthouse is on top of some dangerous cliffs. It is painted a 
pale red and dark yellow colour and has vines growing up its sides. The 
lighthouse has a large light so that it could be seen from a long distance.
  Jack has so far saved twenty ships, ten planes, two aircraft carriers, 
a jumbo jet and half a million people from hitting the cliffs.
  One night there is a ferocious storm with waves the size of mountains 
and a violent, driving wind.
  A ship is coming too close to the cliffs, even after Jack has turned 
on the lights to warn them off. After two minutes of trying to get the ship 
to turn away from the cliff, the ship hits the cliff with a sickening crunch. 
Jack runs down to investigate and finds out that it was no ordinary ship 
but a spaceship.
  He realises it has hit the rocks because it doesn’t know what the 
lighthouse means.
  Jack enters the UFO and comes face to face with a xenomorph, 
Jack kills it with ease. He carries on down a small and bloody hallway into 
a big room and sees a thing out of a horror movie. It has four arms, no 
legs, a deformed head and a bloody torso. This monster puts up a fight 
but, in the end, Jack comes out alive, but with a nosebleed. 
  The next door leads into the armoury, where there is a plasma gun 
and a nuclear bomb that looks just like the Fat Man. He picks up the 
gun and goes through the next door. This room has a vampire in it! Jack 
needs three hits from the plasma gun to take it down. 
  The next room is very hard. Inside is a mind control demon and it 
takes five plasma hits to knock this one out!
  The door to the last room is plastered with skulls but he still goes in. 
  In this room is a mini dragon. Jack shoots ten plasma blasts at the 
dragon but nothing happens. So Jack runs outside and straps the Fat 
Man bomb that he has collected from the armoury on top of the ship. He 
sets the timer to one minute and runs!  
  One minute later the nuke blows, but Jack is far enough away to 
survive. 

Zachary Bunce
Co Dublin

THE BUOY SAVER!

Once upon a time in 1998, a twelve-year-old boy named Jack was at sea on his 
way to his favourite place on earth, Rockabill Island Lighthouse. Jack usually was 
with his dad whenever he was out at sea. His dad was one of the best fishermen 
on the mainland. 
  On this day, Jack’s dad’s boat hit something hard and the boat rocked from 
side to side for at least two minutes! Then the boat started to go down, lower and 
lower, until Jack and his dad knew they had hit the buoy from the lighthouse. Now, 
they knew that they were near the lighthouse so if the boat did start to sink, they 
would be able to swim to the lighthouse. Jack and his dad had been working on a 
lifeboat at home in their garage but hadn’t been able to finish it yet. 
  After about ten minutes of the boat sinking, Jack and his dad had to jump off 
the boat and swim to Rockabill Island.  So, they both jumped off the sinking boat. 
The water was freezing but they were either going to die or live by swimming a few 
hundred metres. But when Jack’s dad jumped in, his leg got caught in the hole the 
buoy made. He could not move his leg out of the hole. Jack knew that it would lead 
to certain death. 
  Jack’s dad said, “Swim to the island and stay in the cave! The next day the 
lighthouse keeper will come to the island in the morning. Get a lift home and tell your 
mom about what happened to myself!” Then the boat went down with Jack’s dad.

* * *      

When Jack got to the island, it turned out that the lighthouse keeper was in the 
lighthouse drinking a cup of tea. He said that he would get Jack a lift home in the 
morning.

* * *                           
Many years later
Jack is now forty years old and is looking for a new job. The last job he had was not 
what he wanted to do full time. But one job caught his eye: a new lighthouse keeper 
for Rockabill Island Lighthouse. It was apparently well paid - £100 per week. But 
then Jack remembered that his dad had died on their way to Rockabill Island. Tears 
swelled up in his eyes. But that was a long time ago so he got over it quickly. 
  Jack took the job. The next day Jack headed over to the lighthouse. That 
evening Jack shone the light on the sea and he saw a boat smashed up right beside 
the buoy with a boy who looked about 12 and his dad in the water. And the dad 
looked like he was getting pulled under the water. Jack ran down to the shore and 
dove into the sea. He swam up to the boy and took him to the shore.
 JACK IS NOW KNOWN AS THE BUOY SAVER 

Séimí McElarney
Co Dublin  
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DRIFT                                    

One day in icy Antarctica, a baby polar 
bear and his mother were looking for food. 
Suddenly something caught the baby polar 
bear’s eye – a butterfly. Of course he didn’t 
know what that was, so he called it coloured 
flying thing. He began to follow it and then 
he realised he couldn’t see his mom anymore 
because the snow had covered her tracks. 
With her white fur, she was invisible…  
  Oh no, they were separated!
  The baby polar bear stumbled onto an 
iceberg, he heard a cracking sound and the 
iceberg began to drift. He was stranded. 
He couldn’t swim… he called for his mom 
loudly…after calling for over an hour he 
realised she couldn’t hear him. He began to 
yawn. Lying down on the cold ice, he fell into 
a deep sleep.
  The soft sand under his feet woke him 
up. He found himself on an island. Lost and 
alone, he saw a white building that looked 
like an igloo to him but it was actually a 
lighthouse that had been abandoned many 
years before by its keepers. The baby polar 
bear stumbled in to keep warm and out of the 
wind. As he was only a baby, he fell asleep 
again. In the middle of the night he heard a 
strange noise and was awake immediately. 
He peered out the window to see strange 
creatures at the bottom of the tower. 
“What are they?” he said to himself. They 
had big scary red eyes and horns and long 
scary claws, long necks and big ears.  He 
had never seen anything like them. He was 
terrified.
  He stumbled back in fear and stepped 
on a switch, the big ray illuminated the sky 
and the scary creatures below. But wait, 
he saw a big brown bear, just like his mom 
but not white. He tore down the stairs and 
jumped into the bear’s arms…
  The big bear dropped him in fright. He 
had never seen a white bear before. He 
bent down and sniffed the baby polar bear 
and said, “You are just like me. I’ll call you 
Moonlight.”

THE LIGHTHOUSE OF 
ALEXANDRIA

The great lighthouse beamed on us as our 
ramshackle merchant’s boat sailed into the 
bustling port of Alexandria. We were all 
bewildered by the great structure lighting up 
the night sea.
  “That sure is one hell of a structure,” 
commented one of the guards on board, 
Aegeus. 
  I was just as amazed as the rest, but I 
was looking forward to a different structure, 
the library of Alexandria. All the knowledge 
a man could find in one space! Philosophers 
like me and Adonis, one of my companions, 
longed for this. 
  Alesandro, the last on our boat, was 

  The animals told Moonlight about their 
adventures, when they were in a traveling 
circus and how they had been to Rome, Paris 
and New York. But one fateful night, while 
on their way to their biggest show yet, the 
seas were stormy and the animals were on 
the top deck. They were washed overboard. 
They woke up on an island full of palm trees 
and coconuts with fish in the river. It was 
great, they would have enough food to keep 
them going till their owners came for them. 
But after months of waiting, they knew they 
weren’t coming, so they made this island 
their home.
  Moonlight was on the island for many 
years. He learned how to use the lighthouse 
and all its features.  He and the animals had 
many exciting adventures in their lighthouse 
home. In the back of his mind though, he 
always hoped one day to return home to his 
mummy.

Robyn O Hanlon
Co Dublin

brandishing his sword and glancing at the 
great lighthouse. 
  We arrived in minutes and I was greeted 
by the thronged pier. Aegeus stopped to buy 
supplies from a local tradesman and came 
back to us with his hands full of these… 
round brown things.
  “What are they?” asked Alesandro. 
“They look like wood carvings!”
  “I think they are called coconuts,” said 
Adonis confidently. We believed him. He 
said it was a fruit, but unlike any we had ever 
seen. 
  We arrived at an overgrown villa. A 
woman was waiting for us past the garden. 
She approached us and introduced herself: 
“I am Gaia. I will show you around the house. 
Follow me.” She led us to our rooms and 
commented that it was very close to the 
unique library. I slept well that night, knowing 
I could visit the library the next day.
  Aegeus woke me the next day and 
whispered that Julius Caesar was visiting 
the city that day and was going to stop at 
the library. I was too excited to eat, so I went 
straight to the library and entered. Inside, I 
was surrounded by books and philosophers. 
I wished I could stay all day, reading all the 
books. I picked The Odyssey and started 
reading, not paying attention to anything 
around me. Not the city outside, not the 
turning of pages and not heat coming from 
the opposite side. 
  I looked up to see the Roman dictator, 
Julius Caesar, and many others heading 
for the doors. I put down the book and 
investigated. I discovered a fire spreading 
through the building. I stared at it for nearly a 
minute processing that the knowledge of the 
world was being reduced to ash. I ran out of 
the double doors shouting desperately, “Fire 
in the library!”   
  The lighthouse shone in the background 
as the fire spread through the crumbling 
library. 
  Adonis grabbed me by the shoulder and 

ordered me to get my things, “The villa is 
beginning to catch fire!”  Alesandro, whose 
face was black, told me to go directly to the 
ship. “I have your belongings. Now go!”
  The city grew louder as people 
desperately tried to put out the fire. 
  We got on our splintered boat and 
sailed back home to Athens. 
  As I looked back, the city faded. The 
lighthouse’s beam of light dimmed behind 
the mist-covered sea.

Torran Millar
Co Kerry

THE OLD LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time there was an old and 
isolated lighthouse near a small and lively 
town. Inside the lighthouse an old man 
worked as a lighthouse keeper. He was tall 
and wrinkly. He was also very sad and lonely.
Our story begins when the lighthouse keeper 
was going to turn on the light for an incoming 
ship. As he went upstairs, he began to 
become frustrated with all the noise coming 
from the town.
  He became so annoyed with all 
the noise coming from the town that he 
suddenly slammed his hand onto the light of 
the lighthouse. He slammed it with so much 
strength that the light shattered into a million 
pieces. As he looked outside the lighthouse, 
he saw that the boat was getting closer and 
closer to the rocks.
  In a panic he quickly ran down the stairs 
of the lighthouse. He slammed open the 
door, only to see that all the town’s folk had 
come to his rescue with thousands of bright 
lights in their hands.

Ines Chabaane
Co Dublin
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RUSTY THE HERO 

Hello! My name is Rusty. You know, the 
one that begs for your dinner, whines at the 
door and stays by your side. I am Rusty, the 
one that sleeps in a crate, trots down the 
road and joins you in the boat every day. I 
am Rusty, otherwise known as man’s best 
friend, canine or … dog. That’s right, a dog. 
  I live on the island of Bedhead just off 
the cost of Ireland. I accompany Richard 
down to the dock close by his heels every 
day.  In the morning my master and I go 
fishing and we come home in the evening 
with a supply of cod and trout.  But the tale I 

LIGHTHOUSE TROUBLE

Gullinmore Lighthouse had the greatest light 
known to man. It would help navigate lost 
ships home to land and send warning signals 
if a storm was near.  The lighthouse did not 
automatically do this.  Someone was in 
charge of the controls at night. This person 
had to know how lighthouses worked. They 
slept during the day, to be able to work at 
night. 
  The lighthouse keeper was an elderly 
man called Kim, who had worked at 
Gullinmore for over thirty-nine years. 
  One day, Kim was sick.  So he called 
his friend Mike to replace him for the night, 
the first time in thirty-nine years he had ever 
done this. 
  Mike was just as lighthouse crazy as 
Kim. He was overjoyed that he would finally 
be able to work in the lighthouse overnight. 
“I will not let you down,” he replied excitedly.
Mike got plenty of rest for the long evening 
ahead. He put on warm clothes, made a big 
flask of tea and some sandwiches to keep 
him going during the long, cold night. He 
excitedly set off toward the lighthouse. This 
would be the best day of his life!
  He climbed the two hundred and three 
steps to the top. This was difficult, as Mike 
lived in a bungalow. He was exhausted as 
he looked at the controls. But this would be 
so easy. 
  Mike started to press some buttons. 
The great light shone through the dark. 
Then an alarm came on and lights flashed 
on the controls. The man really did not know 
what he was doing.  Although Mike loved 
lighthouses, he did not know how to control 
one. He pressed the red switch, and the 
alarms stopped.  But the big light went out.  
All was incredibly quiet. 
  Mike did not know what he had done. 
He started to press more buttons, but nothing 
worked. How would ships get home? 
  “This is all my fault!” he cried. “I must 
get Kim, even if he is sick.”
  Panicking, Mike ran down the stairs 

THE LIGHHOUSE

Lighting up the sky
In the depth of the night,
Gliding you
Home and back,
Through the darkness and fog,
Helping ships
One their way past buoys,
Under the sea, fish 
Swim here and there and 
Everywhere.

Peter McHugh
Co Dublin

quickly and rowed back to land to Kim’s 
house. He banged on the door and shouted 
Kim’s name. 
  “Kim! Kim! Quick! Wake up!” 
  A light went on and Kim stuck his head 
out the window. Mike frantically explained 
what had happened. Kim ran down the 
stairs in his pyjamas. They rushed to the 
lighthouse. 
  Both raced up the stairs, Mike could not 
keep up with Kim. Kim reached the controls 
and a big smile appeared on his face. 
  “Oh Mike, you haven’t broken it.  You 
just turned the light off.” 
  With that, he flicked a switch and, as if 
by magic, the beam of light started to shine 
over the dark sea. Kim started to laugh 
as he realised he was still in his pyjamas. 
Kim stayed all night and taught Mike all the 
different controls. I probably should have 
done this at the start, he thought. 
  Kim sometimes lets Mike help out – 
now that he knows how to switch on the big 
light!
  
Alice Kelly
Co Kildare

am about to tell you is nothing like that.
It was a cold, wet winter morning and the 
sea was as wild as a mustang, with waves 
the size of houses that could easily sweep a 
boat out of its depths. 
  Richard had to go out in the boat, to 
fish, as he had to purchase a new stove. 
  Richard got the boat ready. I hopped 
in, and we were off out to sea. A long way 
out to the sea, where Richard cast his line, 
I noticed a storm conjuring up in the sky. 
Richard didn’t notice as he kept on looking 
for fish. Then a wave from the sea came 
crashing over the boat, causing it to sink. 
  It was all a blur until I woke up and 
found myself floating on a piece of wood 
from our boat. 
  Richard was hanging on to a piece of 
wood from the boat. I grabbed Richard by 
his brown coat and started swimming.  
  Let me tell you, I am only a little scruffy 
terrier with three legs, so it was very difficult 
for me. 
  I did not know where I was going until I 
saw a light in the distance. 
 The lighthouse! I swam faster.  There was 
nobody at the lighthouse, but it saved me 
and Richard because I could see the island 
in the distance.  
  A kind person found me and Richard 
and cared for us until we recovered from our 
ordeal. 
  And me, well I got a juicy chicken leg 
for dinner! 

Chloe Clarke
Co Mayo
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MY GRANDPA’S LIGHTHOUSE

I.
  “What?” 
  Ahhh…. I’m sleeping. I’ll go feed Socks 
now. 
  “Huuuuh? What’s going on?” I turned 
my head. Why did they do that? I thought. 
  I had said that I didn’t want to stay at 
Grandpa’s, but Mum and Dad had put me on 
the train to go to Iceland where my grandpa 
lives. I gulped. Where was Socks? I looked 
down. There he was staring up at me, hoping 
to be held. I stared out the window. My mum 
and dad where working and I knew I would 
have to stay at Grandpa’s for at least two 
years. My eyes filled with tears. I was old 
enough to mind myself.

II.
  I spent three whole days travelling 
until I finally arrived at the lighthouse. An 
old looking man beckoned me in. I quickly 
picked up Socks and put him into his cage, 
just in case the man didn’t like animals. He 
really loved Socks though.

III.
  “Gorse?”
   “Ya?”
  “Do you want to come fishing with me 
today?”
  “Ya.”
  I finished sticking pictures on the wall 
and rushed downstairs.
  “Do you want to bring Socks too?” said 
my grandpa.
  “I don’t know if he would like to go on 
a boat.”
  “Put him in his outside cage while we 
go fishing.”
  I didn’t want to upset my grandpa but 
still I said it. “Grandpa.”
  “Yes?”
  “I really don’t like fish.”
  “Hmm, that’s all right because I normally 
only catch one fish a day. So… so you can 
have seaweed sandwiches for lunch.”

  “Yay! That would be great, Grandpa.”
  We were on the water when a big wave 
came. I saw the back of maybe a whale, or 
a shark.
  “Gorse, get into the cabin please.”
  “Why?”
  “Because there’s a killer whale, and we 
don’t want to disturb it, do we?”
  “No.”

IV.
  I was sitting in my bedroom looking out 
the window when I saw something black 
under water. What could that have been? 
Then I realised that that it was the same 
killer whale. I rushed downstairs and opened 
the back door. I ran to the boat my grandpa 
had given me. It was a sea canoe. I paddled 
out as fast as I could. I had brought some 
old fish for the killer whale. It was as if I 
had trained it for a few years. It brought its 
nose up to my hand, and took the fish right 
out. I fed it until the sun set. Then I quickly 
paddled back.

V.
  I spent the next couple of weeks fishing 
with Grandpa, swimming with the whale and 
eating seaweed sandwiches. It was so much 
fun spending time with Grandpa. Suddenly 
my parents arrived. I didn’t even know they 
were coming. My grandpa didn’t even tell 
me. My mom and dad had said they would 
write me a letter, but they hadn’t. I was a bit 
shocked. I kind of wanted to stay and I kind 
of wanted to go, because I wanted to see 
my school friends.

THE LIGHT OF THE LIGHTHOUSE

Niamh O’Meara lived on an old boat with her 
dad and the crew. One stormy night as she 
lay in bed trying to go to sleep, Niamh heard 
a strange noise out on deck. 
  Feeling curious, Niamh pulled on her 
jacket and tiptoed outside. She made sure 

Fiona Ivanauskaite 
Binder

Co Kilkenny

not to wake Captain Sam as he snored 
loudly, which Niamh thought was worse than 
a pig!  Silently, she made her way out on 
deck then hid behind a mast.  
  Fred, a member of the crew, was 
laughing loudly. Niamh strained her ears and 
listened, not moving a muscle. 
  “Oh,” said Fred. “Soon I shall rule the 
seven seas because now I have the Sea 
Dragon’s bones. All I have to do is crush 
them and drink it and then I shall be able to 
put everyone in a trance!” Then he walked 
off, laughing. 
  The next day Niamh thought over the 
matter carefully. How was a 10 year old girl 
going to stop a mean and dangerous man?  
Niamh followed Fred everywhere, just in 
case. A whole month passed and Niamh was 
beginning to wonder if she was imagining 
things but as she was walking around, she 
heard voices coming from the engine room. 
  “Oh no,” Niamh whispered, as she ran 
full speed ahead to the engine room. “NO!” 
she cried, as she burst into the engine room. 
But she was too late - Fred had drunk the 
Sea Dragon’s bones. It was the end of the 
world. Niamh began to cry. Fred laughed 
horribly. He had won. 
  But then, the light from the lighthouse 
shone so bright on a floorboard on deck.  It 
was very unusual.
  Drying her eyes, Niamh walked over 
and curiously pulled up the board. A small 
golden key lay there. Unable to speak, 
Niamh picked it up. She knew the moment 
she had seen it that this glittering golden key 
was the key for the locked cabin. The cabin 
had been locked for ages but no one knew 
why. Niamh ran down to the cabin and sure 
enough the key fitted perfectly. 
  She pushed open the door and gasped 
at what lay inside. Potions stacked the 
shelves in every colour but she went straight 
for the potion that the light was shining on. 
Niamh picked it up then ran back to Fred. 
Somehow, she had to get him to drink it.  
Then everything would return to normal.
  Niamh poured the potion into a cup. 

Pretending it was tea, she gave it to Fred. 
“Thanks,” Fred laughed meanly, drinking the 
potion in one gulp. Instantly, the light of the 
lighthouse brought Fred higher and higher 
and higher until he crashed into the sun and 
became a tiny star. 
  So, as they lay in their hammocks, 
looking at the stars and telling stories, The 
Light of the Lighthouse became all sailors’ 
most favourite story and it was told from 
generation to generation.

Lorna Ryan
Co Tipperary

MY LIGHTHOUSE STORY

Once upon a time, there lived a lighthouse 
named Jamima. She lived in the middle of 
an ocean with her boat friends. 
  Jamima helped her boat friends not to 
crash into the shore by showing light in front 
of the ship to guide it through the ocean in 
case of danger on the ship’s voyage. 
  Jamima’s work was at nighttime 
because she wasn’t in use in the mornings 
since the boat friends could see where they 
were going because of the sun’s light.She 
worked in the night since all the boats didn’t 
have night vision like owls. They needed the 
light to guide them to land.
  Jamima doesn’t work that much now 
because she is really old. She is now 50 
years old and she was made in 1970. Before 
Jamima was automatic, she had a person 
who was controlling her, his name was 
Daniel. He was known for his generosity and 
kindness. Jamima had lots of fun with him 
until he died from a heart attack. There was 
nobody to do his job so they made Jamima 
automatic. 
  From then on, Jamima was lonely and 
didn’t have anyone to stay beside her. She 
still has fun with her boat friends and would 
be really lonely if they were not there to talk 
with her. She loves her new life with her boat 
friends and lived happily ever after. 

Aditi Ragavendaran
Co Antrim
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SARAH’S SECRET

One warm evening, Jack and Sarah were playing in 
their room when Dad came in. 
  “Jack, it’s time to go outside, your friends are 
waiting to play,” he said.   
  Sarah looked at Jack and asked him with a 
smile on her face, “Jack, can you take a picture of 
the sea?” 
  “Of course I can,” he replied.   So Jack and Dad 
walked down the stairs of the big, tall lighthouse. 
  Jack was curious. “Dad, why can’t Sarah go 
outside and play with me and our friends?”
  Dad looked furious. His face scrunched up in 
a frown and his eyes were beady. It made Jack feel 
scared. “Jack, don’t ever ask that question again!” 
  Jack carried on walking outside; he thought it 
was best not to ask his any more questions. A warm 
breeze blew over the grasses growing by the beach, 
making them whistle. 
  He played with his friends by the rocks near the 
lighthouse. There were starfish lying on the beach, 
crabs scuttling into their shells, little fish racing round 
the rock pools and the sound of dogs barking in the 
distance as they paddled in the waves. 
  Jack forgot about Sarah for a while, but the 
wind got a little stronger so he decided to go back 
home. When Jack got upstairs to his bedroom, near 
the top of the lighthouse, he noticed the window was 
open. A rope was hanging from it and SARAH WAS 
NOT THERE! He was shocked and afraid for her.
  Meanwhile Sarah was on the beach, using 
magical powers! Jack could see her from the window. 
She was making the wind stronger and the waves 
in the sea higher by just blowing on them! Now he 
knew what his father had been keeping from him all 
these years. Sarah was half human, half fairy. 
  Suddenly a figure rose out of the water. It was 
Jack and Sarah’s mother! She was a sea-fairy.  She 
looked after all the creatures of the sea. Jack called 
out for his dad and they ran out of the lighthouse, 
over the rocks and sand, to get to Sarah. Dad had 
always known that Sarah was magic, but had been 
afraid and embarrassed to tell anyone. Dad was 
worried that their mum wanted to take Jack and 
Sarah away to live with her. But she didn’t! She just 
wanted to visit them. 
  Their mum said she had to go, as she needed 

to take care of all the sea creatures. Everybody was a 
little bit sad, but it was ok, as they knew it was where 
she belonged. 
  So Dad promised Sarah she could go outside, 
take pictures and play whenever she wanted to, as he 
was no longer scared.
  And they all lived happily ever after!

Alice Clarke
Co Wicklow

HAUNTED

It was Halloween night in Wexford town.  
  Everyone had gone home after trick or treating, 
but bullies Alex and Senin were out, bullying kids 
called Deirdre, David, Anna and Tom,  all aged eleven.  
  The bullies dared them enter Hook Head 
Lighthouse, which was over eight hundred years old 
and stay there for two hours until midnight. They had 
to bring evidence they had been there or else! Fearing 
the bullies, the four had no choice to do what they said 
or else! They were afraid to think what the ‘or else’ 
might be.
   They planned to meet after nine, making beds to 
look like they were asleep under the covers.
  Walking uphill, Deirdre asked if the lighthouse 
was haunted.
  Silence.
  Looking up David said, “I thought this place was 
abandoned. Why is the light on?”
  “Maybe it is just a rumour the lighthouse is 
abandoned and a really sweet guy lives there,” said 
Deirdre hopefully.
  “Love how you are trying to stay positive”, said 
Anna. “If we go in there, I might pee myself.”
  “Eew!” they said.
  Slowly, carefully, pushing against the red door, it 
creaked opened. A cat jumped out, scratching Tom.
  “Ow!” Tom cried in pain. 
  “That lighthouse dude must have had that cat a 
long time,” said Anna, trying hard not to pee herself 
with the fright the cat had given her.
  “I don’t like it here,” said Deirdre, looking around.
  “Me neither,” said David, shaking.
  They were afraid but knew the bullies waited for 
them. They slowly linked arms, making their way down 
the dark hall. Tom opened a door carefully and shone 

his torch inside. It was a broom cupboard.
  They hid inside. It was dark, creepy, smelly and 
cold inside. 
  They lasted fifteen minutes.  One hour and forty 
five minutes were left. Too long to stay in a smelly 
broom cupboard. They decided to split up. The girls 
climbed the winding staircase , the boys went down a 
lower staircase, maybe to a basement.
  “Can we can hide somewhere?” said Anna.
  “Okay,” said Deirdre, hoping they would not 
meet anything  frightening. 
  The boys went down the scariest winding 
staircase, which led to a basement smelling of salty 
seawater.  It was cold, dark, wet, and smelly. They 
tried to be brave and laughed.
  “This is going to be easy. Wait until we tell 
the girls,” they said in unison. They played I Spy, 
shining torches but that made everything more scary. 
Shadows were everywhere. 
   They decided to find the girls, not realising that 
the girls had the same idea. Footsteps were heard 
on the staircases as they bumped into each other, 
laughing loudly, happily reunited.  Their laughter hid 
different sounds.
  A black, wet, sharp- toothed creature approached 
and devoured them at midnight. Their laughter had 
awoken the creature. 
  The gang were never seen again.  Only their 
torches and Tom’s hat remained. It is said the sound 
of children’s laughter can be heard on Halloween 
nights.  
  The bullies have never been outside on a 
Halloween night again. 

 Alannah White
Co Dublin
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A LIGHTHOUSE MIRACLE

A long time ago in Ireland, in a very small 
village, there lived a girl with her mum and 
her grandpa. Her name was Alexa.  Six 
months ago, Alexa’s dad had gone out on a 
boat trip and never came back. They hoped 
that he was still alive. Her mum said that her 
family were going to move to an island called 
Valentia Island. Alexa was not happy. 
  It was the morning of the move. After 
breakfast, Alexa had to go straight away 
because the people who were moving in 
were arriving. Alexa said goodbye to her 
friends and off she went. Her mum was 
reading, her grandpa was steering and Alexa 
was staring out to sea. They got there and 
Alexa jumped out of the boat. There was a 
girl with two dogs sitting down. The girl said 
hello to Alexa. She said her name was Mia 
and her dogs’ names were Sammy and Milo. 
  Alexa was so happy that she had made 
a friend already. She said goodbye and she 
went to her new house. Alexa ran to her new 
room. It was the prettiest room ever! She 
saw Mia and her dogs again. She asked Mia 
whether she like to go on a walk. Mia agreed 
and they ran up a big hill. 
  At the top of the hill stood a big 
lighthouse. Mia told Alexa that an old man 
used to live there and anyone who went 
in would not come out. Alexa said, “Let’s 
go in.” The door slammed shut. The dogs 
started to bark. They were not alone. 
  Mia asked Alexa why she had run in. 
She replied, “My dad was last seen on this 
island, so I wanted to see whether he was in 
here.” He had been last spotted beside this 
lighthouse before he went missing. Alexa 
told Mia how she longed to see her dad 
again. Suddenly, there was a loud BANG! A 
dark figure came towards them. They were 
terrified. The dogs were barking frantically.
  Alexa saw her dad standing before her. 
He told them that he had hit his head on a 
rock. He could see the light of Valentia Island 
Lighthouse and swam to it. The lighthouse 
had saved his life. He had been living in the 

THE OLD PIER

It all happened so fast. I was a little afraid, 
but I knew I had to act quickly. It was the first 
time I had gone on a night walk with my dog 
Zora and I was a little tired. At first, I thought 
I was seeing things as I reached the old pier. 
Zora began to bark and her tail was wagging 
so fast I thought it was going to fall off. It 
appeared again.
  I looked around me and there were 
no other people in sight. The lighthouse 
appeared at the end of the pier for the 
second time. It was tall and round and the 
bright moon bounced off its large head. A 
few seconds later it disappeared. Zora then 
sprinted to the end of the pier dragging me 
behind her. 
  It was so calm it seemed as if the sea 
had frozen over. Zora sat at the edge as if 
she was waiting for a treat. All of a sudden 
it appeared for the third time and the black 
wooden door opened slowly. I froze with 
fear, but Zora was very excited to explore. 
  Zora pulled so hard that I fell through 

lighthouse all this time as he had lost his 
memory when he hit his head. Alexa’s dad 
could not remember his name or his family. 
  Alexa brought her dad to her mum. 
Her mum was shocked. When Alexa’s dad 
saw all his family, his memory came flooding 
back. He remembered the terrible storm at 
sea. He was trying to control his boat when 
a wave knocked him out of his boat. This 
was when he hit his head. 
  If the light of the lighthouse had not been 
there, he probably would have drowned. The 
lighthouse saved his life for sure. The family 
celebrated with a big barbecue feast. They 
lived on the island happily for the rest of their 
lives.
 
           

the wooden door. Bang! The door closed. 
When I looked around me, I could see 
pictures of my family on the wall. I was a 
little confused as I had seen those pictures 
before. I then realised where I was when I 
sniffed the smell of my nanny’s homemade 
bread. It is the best smell in the world! 
  A voice from the kitchen said, “Kaila 
come in and get some bread.” I ran in and 
gave my nanny a hug. 
  She whispered in my ear, “I love you.” 
  The next thing I heard was Zora barking 
and when I blinked, I was lying in bed with 
Zora licking my face. I looked around my 
room and everything seemed normal. I 
sprinted into my mom and dad’s room to tell 
them I had met nanny again. 
  My mom hugged me and said, “Oh 
Kaila, that must have been a beautiful 
dream. Nanny lives in heaven.” 
  It was the best dream ever. I hope I see 
the lighthouse again. 

Kaila Macklin
Co Wicklow

THE TWINS AND THE
 LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a Saturday morning, there were 
two little twins called Sophie and Sam. 
  They were nine years old and they lived 
with there mum, dad and their older sister 
Emma. Emma loved taking Sophie and Sam 
to the lighthouse next door. 
  Emma decided to take the twins to the 
lighthouse. On the way there, Sophie and 
Sam ran ahead and Emma slowly followed. 
But when they got there, the lighthouse 
door was wide open, so the twins crept in.  
As soon as Emma reached the lighthouse, 
a gust of wind slammed the door shut…
BANG! 

  Sophie and Sam suddenly found 
themselves stranded in a cold and damp 
stairway. 
  “Let’s head up the stairs and turn the 
big light on,” said Sam.  
  “Okay,” replied Sophie. 
  So they went up together and all they 
could hear on the way up was dripping water 
and their feet squelching on the stairs. 
  Meanwhile, Emma was shouting. 
“Sophie, Sam, where are you?” she cried. 
“Mum said dinner will be ready soon and it’s 
getting late!”
  Emma’s heart was pounding with fear.   
 “Where are they?” she said to herself. 
  Sophie and Sam reached the top of the 
lighthouse. “Yay! We are finally at the top!” 
said Sam.  
  “I’m so cold, Sam. Look over there in 
that box,” complained Sophie. 
  “Oh yeah, there are loads of blankets 
over there,” replied Sam.
  Sophie and Sam took a blanket each 
and turned on the light. Emma saw the 
light and saw the twins at the top of the 
lighthouse. She tried to open the door, but it 
wouldn’t budge so she called her mum.
  “Mum, Mum! Sophie and Sam are 
trapped in the lighthouse,” Emma told her 
mum. 
  “Really?” asked mum, in great fear. “I’ll 
get Dad to get the crow-bar.”
   “Okay, bye,” replied Emma. 
  Mum and Dad dashed to the light house 
and they broke the door open. Emma went 
inside while dad held the door open.
   “Sophie, Sam I found you!” said Emma. 
  “Yay, Emma!” replied the twins.
  “Okay, let’s go home,” said Emma after 
their adventure.  “Do you want to come to 
the lighthouse tomorrow?” she asked the 
twins. 
  “No, not again,” said Sam. 
  “Yeah, let’s just go to the beach from 
now on,” said Sophie. 
  “Okay,” said Emma, in confusion.     

Abbie Kelly
Co Dublin

Chloe Nolan
Co Wicklow
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THE LIGHTHOUSE AT SHORE 

One stormy night in the silent city, everyone was asleep. The waves 
were overlapping each other. The path along the seafront was flooded 
in rainwater. The drain was swallowing water in bucket loads. The beach 
was no longer sandy and soft - it was now all sludgy and squelchy. Every 
light was extinguished except for the flickering streetlamps. Everyone in 
the town had struggled to get to sleep but had finally drifted off. In each 
window nothing but pitch darkness was to be seen. 
  Far off into the distance there were a few rows of houses and they 
too were suffering the storm. 
  In one house a little girl called Lillian White was gazing out into the 
dreadful storm. She could not take her eyes off a lighthouse. Mr and Mrs 
White were snoring in the bedroom across the hall. Lillian’s brother Zac 
was snoring like an elephant! Next door her younger twin sisters Suzan 
and Cora were blowing bubbles in their sleep.
  Lillian had always wanted to go into that lighthouse and explore.  
Before she went to bed, she asked her parents what was in the lighthouse 
and they said a captain’s spirit was in there and his name was Barry 
Seaman. Lillian decided that one day she would have to explore it for real 
and talk to the spirit and see what it was like.
  “What would you like for your breakfast, dear?” asked Mum. 
  “Cereal,” replied Lillian. 

  It was made in two minutes and 
she ate it in two. When Lillian went 
up to her room, Suzan and Cora 
came down yawning as wide as their 
little mouths would stretch. 
  “Where are you going?” asked 
Suzan and Cora at the same time. 
  “To my room,” said Lillian. “Am I 
not allowed?” 
  She got dressed and ready, 
and rushed out and went into the 
drenched street. She went to the 
harbour to see if she could possibly 
hire a boat. But when Lillian was 
told there was no need, she was 
surprised and looked and… the 
lighthouse was on the shore! 
  She caught a glimpse of her 
brother Zac and said, “Got to go!” 
  “What are you doing down 

here?” asked Zac, sounding surprised. 
  “Just checking out some of the boats,” she lied. 
  “Since when were you interested in boats?” he asked, sounding 
confused. 
  “None of your business,” Lillian said rudely. 
  She ran back to the house with her annoying brother. When Lillian got 
back into the house, she was very annoyed that her brother was getting in 
her way of discovering Barry Seaman’s spirit. 
  One evening after the storm, the family had everyone over for a roast. 
The table was covered in roasted dishes in oily trays and saucers. Lillian’s 
mind kept thinking and buzzing about the lighthouse. 
  “Would the spirit get angry and put a spell on the land?” Lillian thought. 
   “Would it drift into any house and start possessing people and make 
them do horrible things?” 
  Until she goes into the lighthouse…
  To be continued…

Ellie Watson
Co Dublin
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wind had really started to blow. Horn noises 
coming from far out woke Kevin with a jolt. 
  “LENNY, LENNY!” he wailed. Lenny 
came outside like a bolt of lightning. “There 
is a horrible horn coming from far out at the 
rocks,” Kevin cried out. 
  “By Jove, you’re right,” said Lenny in 
astonishment. “Whoever is sailing a ship up 
this far north in the middle of a storm at night 
must have a jolly good reason to, or maybe 
they are just stark ravin’ 
mad!” 
  “Oh no, I’m absolutely 
petrified,” cried Kevin. 
  “Well, don’t just stand 
there, flash your light!” 
exclaimed Lenny, “You’ve got 
to be brave. There’s a ship 
full of scared men out there, 
and they are depending on 
YOU. You were built to be a 
sign of warning. Now it’s your 
time to shine. To shine your light brightly!” 
  So Kevin stared out at the ship that 
was sounding its horn louder than ever. He 
narrowed his eyes to tiny slits and gritted his 
teeth so hard that he thought that they might 
fall out. He flashed his light. This stunned 
the boat’s captain. Then Kevin blew his fog 
horn so loudly that it took the 
captain a little while to realise 
that it was his chance to get 
out of the awful rock scene. 
  The ship moved away, 
the storm moved west 
and the sun came back 
out. Upon seeing this, 
Lenny congratulated Kevin. 
“You truly are the bravest 
lighthouse, Kevin!” 
  Kevin smiled a huge smile from window 
to window.

Matthew Nelson
Co Down

Drip, drip, drip - the sound of 
a leaking pipe in the oil tank 
of a mighty ship gradually 
approaching the west coast 
of Ireland. It was quite the 
same outside the boat as well. 
Droplets began to fall down 
from the darkening sky. 
  All of a sudden, the sea 
gave a tremendous rumble, 
like thunder on a stormy day. 
And before you knew it, a 
colossal wave crashed against 
the side of the ship. Right then, 

the boat was well over half way across the 
perilous Atlantic Ocean. But a dangerous 
storm broke out and they lost control of the 
ship. They were being blown away towards 
Greenland, closer and closer to danger. 

Twenty miles off Greenland 
were treacherous icebergs 
and rocks looming about 
amid the mist. 
  But on the mainland, 
there was a lighthouse. 
This was the boat’s only 
way of surviving the rapid 
traumatising waters. Kevin 

the Lighthouse was owned by his dedicated 
lightkeeper and best friend, Lenny the 
Lightkeeper.
  The ship was progressively getting 
closer to the icebergs and Lenny and Kevin 
didn’t have much time left to help the poor 
ship. 
  “There is a horrible storm coming 
tonight, Kevin!” said Lenny. 

  Kevin was usually scared of 
the wind, rain, seagulls, snow, 
mist and especially foghorns. And 
he still was tonight. “I’m scared,” 
cried Kevin. “I hate storms, like 
this miserable one.” 
  Lenny went to bed for a 
rest. After a few hours’ rest, the 

“Bye, Jane!” Jane’s friends called as she got on 
her little boat. 
  “Bye Grandma!” called Jane. “I enjoyed 
visiting you in Scotland, hope to see you soon!”
  And off she went through the big blue Irish 
Sea. Jane expected to be home in Ireland that 
day because it wasn’t rough and the perfect 
amount of wind was in her sail.
  After about an hour, the sky grew grey 
and it was harder to control the boat because 
of the wind. The waves soon got bigger and 
bigger. They got so big that Jane capsized her 
boat and lost her food, water and compass. 
She managed to pull herself on the boat again 
and to her surprise, the boom swung around 
and knocked her unconscious.
  When Jane woke up, she saw the sea - it 
was still rough and windy. She felt the rain on 
her face. Jane looked down. She was on rocks 
but she knew if she was on land someone 
would have found her by now so she stood 
up and turned around. She saw a huge red 
and white lighthouse. Jane walked towards it 
seeking shelter and hoping the door would be 
unlocked. To her surprise, it was!
  Jane opened the door slowly and looked 
from side to side. The walls were painted white, 
although the paint was flaking off and the white 
was more cream now. Jane had to spend the 
night there. She walked up the first flight of 
stairs to an old mouldy kitchen with maybe four 
glasses and about nine mugs, a working coffee 
machine and a few kitchen utensils. On the 
next floor there was a small single bed, with a 
blue and white stripey duvet. Jane just needed 
a bed and some food, so she decided to stop 
there on that floor.
  Jane found a pair of decent enough 
pyjamas and she put them on after washing 
them in the old washing machine. She then 
went to find some food. Only one light was 
working in the kitchen and the mini fridge 
wasn’t cooling anything. But in one cupboard, 
Jane found microwave soup! 
  “Mmmm, that’s exactly what I want,” 
Jane thought. After dinner, she went to bed 

THE BRAVEST LIGHTHOUSE

wondering how on earth she would get home.
  The next morning Jane woke up to a 
cloudy, dull looking day. She got up and found 
some old clothes folded away in an old wooden 
wardrobe. She had a bowl of weird tasting 
cornflakes and noticed they were in a box she 
hadn’t seen in the shops before. It was the old 
packaging that the company don’t use anymore! 
  After half an hour of slowly thinking of how 
on earth she could see her family, her home and 
her own clothes again, tears came to Jane’s 
eyes thinking about it all. She walked outside, 
still limping from the cut she got before, and sat 
on the damp rocks. It started to drizzle. Soon 
it became foggy and Jane looked out to the 
distance to see if she could see anything. In the 
distance she could hear a faint buzzing sound, 
which was coming closer and closer until she 
could see a black spot . This soon turned into 
a rib boat. She leapt up and started waving her 
hands frantically. 
  Eventually the rib came over to where she 
was and there were two men inside. One of the 
men handed her a life jacket and helped her 
aboard. 
  “Thank you SO much,” Jane said. “How 
did you know I was here?”
  “I didn’t,” said the man. “The lighthouse 
has just gone up for sale. This is the first 
viewing.”
  They were soon ashore and Jane got 
home as soon as possible. She rang the 
doorbell to her home and her mother opened 
it, her face pale. She immediately hugged Jane 
and bought her inside. As she told everyone the 
whole story at dinner, she smiled because she 
was so happy to be home.
  The next day was sunny and Jane and her 
family walked over to the dock and thanked the 
men from the rib with a box of chocolates each 
and a card. Soon Jane’s family had a party for 
her, and everyone was invited!

Oriana Perez
Co Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE
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WHITENEY’S LIGHTHOUSE RESCUE

BOOM! Light crashed. The storm was getting worse.
  Oh, how is my child going to survive this storm? thought Amanda. 
  Amanda was married to Albus, a lighthouse keeper. They just had 
their first child. They were coming back from hospital on a boat, as they 
lived in a lighthouse. 
  Amanda and Albus were excited and worried because the doctor 
had said that this infant was born with a serious condition that could lead 
to either early death or superpowers.
  “Albus!” called Amanda, “Are we there yet? Our baby is freezing. 
Can you warm the boat?”
  It was true. The little darling was as cold as ice. Amanda gave her 
all the blankets in the boat.
  “We are here.”
  “Phew!” gasped Amanda. “Our baby could’ve died.”
  They went in and warmed the house. “What should we name her?” 
asked Albus.
  “Whiteney! She’s as white as snow.” answered Amanda excitedly.

  “The name matches her skin and is perfect for her,” said Albus, “We 
are lucky our child survived.”
  “Albus, I can’t wait until Whiteney sees the world,” said Amanda 
quietly.
  They went to bed. 
  Come on! I can fall asleep. It isn’t hard, thought Albus.
  Suddenly, he heard a crash coming from Whiteney’s room.
  “Wake up Amanda. I heard something.”
  Amanda woke up with a jolt. “What are you talking about? I didn’t 
hear anything.”
  “It seems it was a crash from Whiteney’s room!” cried Albus.
  This made Amanda insane. 
  “What? COME ON!” screamed Amanda.
  She dragged Albus’ arm and ran into Whiteney’s room. She was 
not in her cot but at her desk reading a very large book. They soon 
discovered the crash was one of the books falling from the desk into her 
toy box.
  Amanda was shocked.
  “Mummy…” 
  “Whiteney! You were only born five hours ago and already you know 
how to read, walk, and talk!”
  “WAAAAAAHHH!” cried Whiteney.
      “Whiteney! Calm down. I am not scolding you. I think you are the 
best,” said Amanda.
  Suddenly, Whiteney’s sharp eyes spotted something outside. 
  “Mummy! There is a ship about to crash into our lighthouse!” gasped 
Whiteney.
  Whiteney ran around frantically, turning on all the lights. She ran 
out waving her arms at the ship, she was too tiny to be seen. Then she 
discovered that she could fly. She flew up and hovered in front of the 
ship.  
  The ship crew saw her this time and stopped just in time. 
  KABOOM! The ship crashed on to the shore, right where Whiteney 
was hovering.
  This totally set Amanda and Albus off. Albus bellowed at the ship, 
“ARGHHHH! MY DAUGHTER HAS BEEN HIT!”
  Amanda was sobbing quietly in the corner and hugging Whiteney’s 
first photos.
  Luckily, there was a doctor on the ship. He bent over her and 
shouted, “SHE’S ALIVE!” This result brought crying and happiness.
  The captain got everyone’s attention and announced, “A baby has 
saved our lives. We are truly grateful. We’d like to reward her and her 
parents with the Bravery Badge.”

Jingxuan Gabrielle Zheng
Co Antrim
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THE LIGHTHOUSE ADVENTURE

One day a girl and her dad went to their granny’s lighthouse to visit her. It 
was a long boat ride out to the lighthouse and they saw lots of amazing ships 
on the way.
  As they got closer to the lighthouse a thunderstorm started. As they 
got even closer to the lighthouse, they saw a mysterious figure leaving the 
lighthouse and getting into a boat. It looked like a middle-aged man and he 
had someone with him. They were worried but they continued on.
  Eventually they got to the lighthouse. But when they got out of the 
boat, lightening struck it. The daughter screamed and ran inside - the father 
tried to calm her down. They went upstairs to unpack their bags and they 
noticed nobody was there. 
  What had happened to their granny? 
  Did that man take their granny? 
  What would they do?
  They searched the lighthouse but couldn’t find her anywhere. They had 
no source of signal, their boat was ruined and it was getting dark. The storm 
was too dangerous to go anywhere. What would they do now?
  The next morning they woke up worried about their granny. They had 
no appetite for breakfast, they had to do something. But they couldn’t go 
anywhere. What happened to their granny? Did that man take her?
  A few hours later there was a knock at the door. They rushed down the 
stairs, hoping it was their granny. They opened the door and it was a strange 
man. He asked them if they were the O’Donnell family. 
  The father said, “Yes.”
   The man said,  “Will you please come with me? We have some sad 
news.” They followed him out the door and the man led them to his boat.
  They worried whether they could trust the man but they went with him 
anyway. They got into the boat and headed off fast. The man took them to 
an old lighthouse where they had never been before. They wondered why 
he has brought them to this strange place. He opened a door with a rusted 
handle and they began to wonder if this was the guy who had taken their 
granny. 
  They stepped inside the lighthouse and it was much nicer than they 
expected. They looked around and saw their granny sitting in a rocking chair 
with a smile on her face. The girl’s father was so happy to see her but the 
girl was thinking about the lighthouse. She had figured out that they were in 
the famous lighthouse called the Hook Lighthouse.
  When she noticed her granny she ran and gave her a big hug. They 
asked the man why he had taken her there. He said she was lonely because 
she didn’t know the father and daughter were coming. He brought her to 
this lighthouse so she would have company. The granny got up and hugged 
the father and daughter. Then they went sightseeing around all the famous 
lighthouses in Ireland.

Ellyn Nyirenda
Co Galway

THE BOYLES’ LIGHTHOUSE

Fionn Boyle sat on a plastic chair on the ferry to Arranmore. He was 
dreading having to spend the rest of his life in Arranmore being the 
lighthouse keeper.  Fionn hated the sea - it was his worst nightmare and 
he also hated how quiet it was because he was used to the hustle and 
bustle of Dublin city, having grown up there for thirteen years.   
  The reason why Fionn hated the sea, he wasn’t sure. Maybe it was 
because when he was four he had fallen off a boat into the sea or maybe 
because his father had died at sea. 
  “Don’t think about that,” Fionn told himself.  Fionn was just about to 
think about something else when his annoying sister Tara said, “Fionny, 
we are here.”
  Fionn was glad they had reached land but not happy that he would 
be staying with his grandfather, Malachy Boyle. His wife Eleanor Boyle 
had died eleven years ago. Fionn didn’t remember his grandmother but 
he was sure she was nice. Malachy Boyle was another story and he 
was no fun. On the way off the ferry, Fionn ate a sandwich because it 
was late. When Fionn and Tara went into the lighthouse they found their 
grandfather in his room making candles; this was one of his hobbies. He 
said that the dinner was on the table.
  When Fionn and Tara tasted the food they hated it.  It was fish! 
Fionn and Tara hated fish and they felt like getting sick. It was mackerel 
but they didn’t want to be rude so they ate it.  Then they had to talk with 
their grandfather. He asked them if their mother was well. They said she 
was. Their grandfather asked them to turn on the lighthouse light. Fionn 
said he would because Tara was tired. 
  When Fionn went up to turn on the light, it wouldn’t work so he 
decided to press any button and somehow the light turned on. Late in 
the night, Malachy decided to check the light. When he saw that the light 
was showing Hook Head’s flashing pattern he went mad.
  He woke up Fionn and gave him a good telling off. Fionn felt so 
bad that the next morning he went out to check if a ship had sunk.  He 
searched everywhere and there way down in the water was a ship. Fionn 
felt dreadful for the whole day, he was so gloomy. At night Malachy 
asked Fionn if he was okay. Fionn said he was.
  The next day he asked Malachy if he could borrow his diving suit. 
Malachy said he could. On his way down to the ship he saw a boy at the 
entrance to a cave. The boy told him that he had been on the ship and 
he was a prisoner and he escaped. Fionn and the boy dived into the ship 
and found gold. They lived rich and happy.

Donal Ryan
Co Tipperary
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LIGHTHOUSE LARRY

There once was an old man living in a 
lighthouse. His name was “Lighthouse 
Larry.”
  Larry was very lonely in the lighthouse. 
Ships never came by. Larry was sixty-five 
years old. He usually wore a black t-shirt 
with blue jeans and he had a beard.
  One day when Larry was looking out of 
the big window of the lighthouse, he saw a 
ship coming and got very excited. Sadly the 
ship did not stop. Larry realised that the light 
was turned off and the ship crashed into the 
rocks below. 
  Larry went to see if there were any 
survivors, but there was only one. It was a 
man. Larry took him inside and he stayed 
there to heal. The man’s name was Harry. 
When Harry healed, the two men became 

good friends. Larry gave Harry clothes to 
wear. The two men collected all the scrap 
wood from the ship that had crashed and 
for twenty five years the two men got their 
food by fishing and spent their days playing 
chess. They liked chess.
  When it was time for Harry to go home, 
Larry was ninety years old. He repaired 
Harry’s ship and Harry sailed back home to 
Ireland.
  As soon as Harry docked in Ireland, 
Larry sat in the lighthouse with happiness in 
his heart. 
  He uttered the words “I have made a 
good friend” and peacefully passed away.

Oisín White
Co Dublin

Once there was a stray dog called Roger 
who lived right beside the sea. Roger was a 
dog who always wanted to go somewhere, 
he was very enthusiastic about everything 
and he was always swimming in the sea. 
Swimming was Roger’s favourite thing to do 
but he did wish he had an owner who would 
swim with him and throw sticks in the water 
for him.
  One day Roger went down for his 
morning paddle. The sky was cloudy and 
it was a bit windy. The waves were getting 
bigger, but Roger wasn’t scared and he 
raced in to the sea, barking at the waves.  
Suddenly a huge wave came over the top of 
him and he started tumbling over and over 
under the water. Water went up his nose and 
made him choke.
  Then Roger hit a rock and it knocked 
him out. He was floating for a while until he 
got washed up onto a small beach with a 
lighthouse. When he woke up, Roger was 
very cold and his head had a lot of blood 
on it so he climbed into the lighthouse to 
warm up. After about an hour, he felt warm 
enough so he went outside and tried to swim 
back to shore. The current was too strong 
so he went back into the lighthouse.  Roger 
was very worried about what was going 
to happen next but he was so tired he fell 
asleep.
  When Roger woke up he had a blanket 
over him and there was an old man, the 
lighthouse keeper, sitting in the room looking 
at him. The old man pushed a bowl of food 
towards Roger.
  The old man said, “You look like my 
old dog Pepper, who died a few months 
ago. Oh, how much I miss Pepper! I loved 
throwing sticks into the water for her. She 
would swim as far as I threw them. She 
loved the water.”
  Roger stood up and started barking. He 
ran outside and the old man followed him.  
Roger picked up a stick and ran up to the old 
man, carrying it in his mouth. He dropped it 

TROUBLE AT THE LIGHTHOUSE

My name is Jayden and this is a story about 
my time as a lighthouse keeper at Fannad 
Head lighthouse. I was lighthouse keeper 
there from 1979 to 1996. 
  In the winter of 1984, a major 
international boat race took place around 
Europe and the route passed by Fannad 
Head Lighthouse. Lighthouse keepers 
along the planned race route were informed 
that it was very important to keep their lights 
at full strength as the boats were equipped 
with basic navigation systems. As the racers 
neared Fannad Head, poor weather was 
forecast for the area that night.
  As I lit the lighthouse that evening, the 
light began to flicker and suddenly went out. 
The lead boats were due to arrive within the 
next two hours and would need the light to 
safely guide them past the dangerous cliffs 
which dominate the Fannad coastline. I 

at the old man’s feet and barked. 
  The old man smiled. “Would you like 
me to throw this for you?” 
  He picked up the stick and threw it 
into the sea. Roger chased after the stick, 
splashing through the sea, and brought it 
back to the old man who was smiling. 
  Roger and the old man spent the whole 
afternoon playing. “I don’t know where you 
came from,” said the old man to Roger, “but 
it gets very lonely looking after the lighthouse 
by myself. So if you would like to stay here 
with me, I will throw sticks for you every day.”
  So Roger stayed and he and the 
lighthouse keeper lived happily ever after.

Charlotte Goor
Co Wicklow

ROGER AND THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER

began to panic as the spare parts needed to 
fix the light could not be found. As time was 
running out, I noticed my friends Mark, Colin, 
Jake and Zach were up the coast, waiting to 
cheer on the boats as they passed.
  I called out to them that I needed help. 
They ran down to the foot of the lighthouse 
and we began to make a plan. Mark went to 
the local village to get a drum of petrol and 
Jake called to all the local villagers to gather 
as much firewood as possible. Colin and 
Zach drove along the coast to see where 
the lead boats were. Very soon local people 
started to arrive with trailer loads of firewood, 
turf and straw bales. 
  We decided to build massive bonfires 
on the two most northerly points of Fannad 
Head. Jake and I took charge of one bonfire 
and Zach and Colin the other. When the 
bonfires were built, Mark arrived with the 
petrol and we lit both bonfires. As the weather 
was windy, the bonfires quickly lit and within 
ten minutes they were both burning brightly 
high into the night sky. 
  The first boats soon followed and they 
safely navigated the dangerous coastline 
to more open seas. We kept the bonfires 
burning throughout the night until all boats 
had passed by. A major disaster had been 
stopped from occurring by the help of my 
friends and local community. I could never 
thank them enough, but a few pints in the 
local pub was a good start. Soon after this 
all lighthouse lights were automated and 
the role of the lighthouse keeper was less 
important. 
  I was the last lighthouse keeper on 
Fannad Head.

Jayden Reilly
Co Cavan
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THE ADVENTURE AT THE LIGHTHOUSE 

Sophie was so excited. Tonight she was camping on the beach. Sophie and 
her parents all walked down to the beach. Her father put up the tent and 
Sophie went down to watch the lighthouse shine its light. But there was 
something unusual about the lighthouse, it wasn’t shining its light. Sophie 
ran back to her mother and father to tell them about this unusual thing 
and to say that they had to go and investigate but her mother was gone to 
buy breakfast for the morning and her father was nowhere to be seen. So 
Sophie went to investigate all by herself. 
  She crept up the lighthouse stairs really slowly. But then she got the 
biggest surprise. There was someone sitting on the chair alright but he was 
fast asleep. Sophie tried to wake him up but it was no good. He was in a 
deep, deep sleep. Sophie thought everything would be okay and that the 
guy on the chair would wake up. 
  But then Sophie saw something. It was something bad, something 
very bad, something very, very bad. 
  There was a SHIP coming and it was coming right for the lighthouse. 
This lighthouse has been here for years and it can’t get knocked down now! 
Sophie thought to herself. And also there was no sign that the guy on the 
chair was going to wake up. 
  Sophie didn’t know what to do but then she got it, she had an idea - the 
only thing she could do was to turn on the light. She thought it wouldn’t be 
hard because it just a big light but it was super hard. Where was the button 
to turn it on? Was it facing the right way? The ship was coming closer and 
closer. And then something amazing happened. The guy who was asleep 
finally woke up. But there was no time to chat though. Sophie explained 
everything to him, he turned on the light and the ship turned the other way. 
  “Hurray!” shouted Sophie. The guy thanked Sophie for warning him 
about the ship. 
  Then Sophie went down to her mother and father and told them all 
about her adventure at the lighthouse. Sophie and her parents all got into 
the tent and had a good night’s sleep! 

Isabella Ryan
Co Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE

It was Saturday night. Maggie was tossing and turning in her bed, dreading going 
back to her nightmare. Maggie was eleven. She had rosy cheeks and bushy red hair and 
wore dungarees with a different coloured t-shirt every day. Her mum and dad had passed 
away five years ago, so she lived with her grandad beside Galway Bay. Maggie loved the 
beach and some nights, when she had trouble sleeping, she would walk down to the beach 
to breathe in the fresh air. 
  That night Maggie decided to get dressed and take a walk on the beach. Outside, it was 
cold and foggy and there was a beam of light from the old lighthouse. Maggie looked up at 
the lighthouse and saw the silhouette of a person.  
  “B-but we don’t use lighthouse keepers anymore,” she whispered. When she looked up 
again, the figure was gone. She ran home as fast as the wind. 
  The next morning, Maggie told her grandad that she was going for a walk. Maggie 
wasn’t ‘just’ going for a walk - she was going to meet her friend Seán to tell him about the 
figure in the lighthouse. Maggie told Seán EVERYTHING but Sean looked unsure. 
  “I know you don’t believe me and that’s why we need to meet on the beach tonight,” 
she told him.
  That evening after dinner, Maggie went bed and read a book about mysteries in 
lighthouses (which said nothing about mysterious figures) and after a while she dozed off. 
Suddenly BEEP BEEP BEEP BEEP went her alarm. 
  “11:45 already?” Maggie muttered as she manoeuvred out of bed and carefully got 
dressed. Maggie met Seán on the beach. When they reached the lighthouse, they knocked 
on the door... no answer. Seán opened the door slowly and they stepped inside. They climbed 
to the top of the lighthouse where they found a frightened boy dressed in ragged clothes. 
  “Ummm... Hi there, what’s your n-name?” Seán asked. 
  “M-my name is Jack,” said the boy in a foreign accent. 
  “What are you doing here?” asked Maggie. 
  “H-hiding from war,” he said. 
  “Why don’t you come back to my house?” asked Maggie, “You’ll be safe there.” 
  When they got home Maggie’s grandad was shocked to see Jack.
  “Jack!” he said. 
  “What?! How do you know Jack?” asked Seán. 
  “Oh…” said Maggie’s grandad. “So, Jack is a refugee who travelled here by boat,” 

he explained. “One night I was walking on the beach and I saw a boat with a small boy 
inside, shivering from the cold. He needed warmth, so I took him to the lighthouse and 

brought him food every night.” 
  “Why travel all the way to Ireland?” Maggie asked. 

  “Well, Ireland is like paradise compared to Jack’s country,” Maggie’s 
grandad said. 

  “But we can’t keep him in the lighthouse!” said Maggie. 
  “I know,” said Maggie’s grandad. “That’s why I got this adoption 

form!”
  Maggie ran over to her grandad and hugged him. “I’ve 

always wanted a brother!” she exclaimed as she ran over 
and hugged Jack. 

Aoife Black
Co Dublin
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A long time ago, there once lived a boy 
called Jonathan. When he was only three 
years old, his parents moved to Little Island 
and his dad became a lighthouse keeper.
  The lighthouse had been built and 
named after Jonathan’s great-grandfather 
Bill, who had tragically died in the sea and 
who used to adore his little great-grandson.
  Bill loved adventure and he also believed 
in mermaids. He had told stories to Jonathan 
ever since he was a baby. Unfortunately, 
Jonathan could not remember many of them, 
but the one about the beautiful creature 
stuck in his mind forever.
  Bill had always been called strange by 
the nearby villagers as no one believed his 
stories. Until one stormy day, Bill wanted to 
prove them wrong, so he went to the sea 
to find the mermaid. He never came back, 
his body was never found - only his old little 
boat that washed up onto the beach at the 
nearest village.  It was heartbreaking news 
to all the family and the community.  At the 
end of the day, they all loved the old odd 
man and they all felt somehow guilty after 
the incident.
  Jonathan was still too young to 
understand what happened to his great 
grandad, but he had believed him, in all his 
stories and great adventure and he wanted 
to experience the same.  One day, Jonathan 
would be a grown man and he wanted to 
prove to every person in this world that his 
great-granddad was not a liar.
  One winter day, Jonathan, his mum 
and his dad were just about to sail to his 
grandmother, as it was a village day that day 
with loads of fun and treats awaiting the little 
boy.
  As they were just about to leave, they 
heard some loud sounds near the lighthouse. 
They were pirates! They bombed the back 
of the lighthouse and almost destroyed it. 
His parents tried to escape, but with no 
luck as they got caught.  Luckily, Jonathan 
 

managed to hide under the boat.  He sadly 
witnessed his parents being taken away by 
the pirates.  He still was looking at the sea, 
until the enemies’ ship disappeared beyond 
the horizon. 
  The little boy suddenly felt hopeless and 
lonely, so he started to cry. Jonathan was a 
brave boy, though, and he remembered his 
father’s life lessons to survive.  Jonathan 
planned to leave Rockabill Lighthouse and to 
sail a little boat to the village.  He like felt he 
could do it, despite the very unsettled sea.
  He started his not-so-easy journey by 
saying little farewell to lighthouse and he 
made a promise to come back one day and 
to restore all the work his great-granddad 
did.  Jonathan also promised in his head to 
find his parents.
  As he approached the village, a big 
storm started, and there was no way he could 
make it to the harbour.  The sky and the sea 
were so dark that Jonathan could barely see 
the direction to the land.  The wind was so 
strong that it was very hard to stay on the 
boat and the force of the waves flipped over 
the boat, together with Jonathan.  
  In a split second, Jonathan started to 
drown.  A picture of his great-granddad 
appeared right in front of him.  When he 
opened his eyes under the water, he saw 
a beautiful creature holding him in her 
arms.  He found himself above the water 
now, breathing again. “Mermaid,” Jonathan 
repeated in his head. “Bill was right…”
  It was still dark and stormy and the 
sudden light from the lighthouse lightened 
up the way for the little boy to get to the 
village safely.   
  “Thank you, Bill!” said Jonathan out 
loud, turning his head towards his Rockabill 
homeland. “I will be back very soon, I 
promise…”

Elizabeth Pavlyuk
Co Dublin

THE ROCKABILL LIGHTHOUSE

June 15th 1987
Hi, I’m Amy the lighthouse. Today a new 
man is coming to work in me. Look, here he 
is! What is he doing? He’s just sitting there 
with his coffee and the newspaper! I’ll have 
to tell him that’s not what he’s getting paid 
for. Here goes nothing!
  “Em, excuse me, I don’t think that’s 
what you’re getting paid for.” 
  “Who said that?”
  “Me, the lighthouse.” 
  “Lighthouses don’t talk!” 
  “Well, I do!” 
  “Oh, and I’m a talking boat now, am I?”
  I thought that was a little bit offensive 
because I have a friend who is a talking boat! 
After that conversation, he left. I thought 
he had left for good which made me sad 
because I thought we could have become 
good friends. 

June 16th 1987
I didn’t sleep well last night. I was too worried 
about the new man not returning. Although 
it was a beautiful morning, with all the birds 
chirping and the reflection of the sun on the 
water was so beautiful, I wasn’t in the mood 
to enjoy it. 
  What’s that? Do I hear someone 
coming up the stairs? Could it be him? 
  It is him! What’s he doing back here? I 
thought he had left. 
  “Hi!” 
  “So, it is true that you are a talking 
lighthouse?” 
  Something in his voice made him sound 
down. 
  “Are you okay?” 
  “I’m fine.”
  “You don’t sound fine.” 
  “I already told you, I’m FINE!” 
  “No need to be so narky. Do you want 
to be friends?” 
  “No! How do you think my parents 
would react if I told them I was friends with 
a lighthouse?” 

  “Right, I forgot that humans don’t know 
that lighthouses can talk.”
  Sometimes I do wonder myself what 
it would be like if a human knew about me 
being alive. 
  “What’s your name?”
“Bill, what’s yours?”
“Amy.”
  It was nice that I know his name. He 
left again, but I knew he was going to come 
back tomorrow. 

June 17th 1987
This morning was also a nice day. I saw Bill 
down at the harbor. He was buying a boat. 
After that he came up to me. 
  “I see you bought a boat.”
  “Yeah, do you like it?” 
  “It’s nice, but why did you buy a boat?”
  “It’s quicker to sail here than to drive.”
  “There are some rocks that most sailors 
don’t see to the east so make sure to not 
sail from that angle.” 
  His phone made a weird noise. He 
looked at it and said that he had to go.

June 18th 1987:
This morning was foggy. I kept an eye out 
for Bill. To my horror, I saw him sailing from 
the East! 
  I was yelling “STOP, TURN AROUND!” 
but he wasn’t listening. It started to rain and 
the visibility was terrible. There was only one 
thing I could do, so I shone my light down 
right on top of the treacherous rocks so that 
he could see them. He quickly noticed them 
and swerved. 
  Bill told everybody in the town that a 
lighthouse called Amy saved him. 

Many years later…
And still today people are telling this story 
over and over again.
 
Emily Marrow
Co Dublin

AMY THE LIGHTHOUSE
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THE SECRET OF THE LIGHT

Dedicated to Sr. Mary Keenan, who I played 
in the ‘Great Lighthouses of Ireland’ series.

I looked, I watched until I saw the boat sail 
away. It had happened many times. I don’t 
like it when he leaves. It’s hard on our family, 
Ballycotton Lighthouse is lucky; she is never 
lonely at all. She always has someone with 
her as she guides sailors. I miss him, he 
will be away for weeks and this time it’s 
even harder because he will miss my Holy 
Communion.
  I am Mary and this is where my story 
begins. My father is a lighthouse keeper and 
has to go away again. I stood on the wall 
at Spanish Point and waved until my arm 
almost fell off. Eventually, I got tired and sat 
down. A little tabby cat sat down next to me, 
he was a little mysterious if I’m honest.
  My mother would usually say I shouldn’t 
sit on the wall for so long or I’d catch my 
death but on this occasion she was feeling 
sorry for me and told me she told she would 
make me something nice for tea.
  I went home and had potato soup for 
dinner, it’s always potatoes for us but today 
there was an extra special treat for me, slims 
with jam and cream.
  I went to bed a little later that night; I 
had planned to write every night about me 
and my upside down life but I was exhausted. 
A scratching noise woke me suddenly, it 
was dark but for a glimmer of light coming 
through a crack in the curtain, I jumped out 
of bed and peered through the window at 
two very large eyes looking back at me. It 
was the tabby cat, calling me! How strange.
  Without thinking I crept quietly out 
of the house, taking the package that my 
communion dress was wrapped in. I followed 
the little cat to a ghostly light on the pier. As 
we approached I realised it was a very big 
ship, it reminded of something, a ghost ship 
I’d read about. I wondered if my father and 
his lighthouse and led this ship to me.
I looked around for the little tabby cat but she 

THE BOY

My name is Diego Castell. I’m fourteen years 
old. My family and I live on a lighthouse on 
a man-made island off the coast of Spain. 
A few years ago,, in 2120, World War III 
started. It’s now 2124 and the war certainly 
hasn’t stopped.
  Our lighthouse is no ordinary lighthouse. 
Sure, when a Spanish navy ship or any other 
unionist ship was coming in, it was just a 
normal lighthouse. But when a separatist ship 
comes along, it will send a light so bright that 
it will blind the ship’s captain. Recently the 
separatists were sending automatic ships. 
To counteract this, we designed machines 

was nowhere to be seen. Something was 
drawing me onto the ship and before I knew 
it I was sailing. The ship was heading towards 
the lighthouse, no captain, no sailors, just 
me. I felt like Gráinne Mhaol sailing the high 
seas with my father’s light guiding me. The 
ship sailed through the sound; I was scared 
it was too shallow but before I knew it we 
were at anchor. I looked around and could 
see torch light on the island, my dad was 
coming. The tabby cat appeared again, 
clawing at the package that covered my 
communion dress. I quickly put it on and 
turned to see my father standing proudly; I 
hugged him and twirled in my dress.
  Suddenly, I woke up to the sound of 
my mother calling me for breakfast. It was 
all a dream. I was so disappointed, I pulled 
down the covers to find myself wearing my 
communion dress and looked towards the 
window to find the little tabby cat sitting 
there.

Cara Flynn
Co Cork

built into the lighthouse that make a sixty-
foot wave that pushes the boat backwards 
or sinks it.
  One day I was out collecting mussels 
when I saw a figure on the buoy. I went out in 
our fishing boat. When I got there the figure 
was a human boy. I put him in the boat and 
started towards home. 
  “Mum!” I shouted. A few minutes later 
we laid the boy down on a table. My mother 
was a good healer. Her parents had been 
the local doctors. My mother started pushing 
his stomach and a load of water gushed out 
of his mouth. He took a wheezy breath and 
suddenly sat up. 
  “Where am I?” he asked. 
  “You are on La Isla La Buena 
Esperanza,” I replied. He fell back down and 
went asleep.
  The boy stayed in his room. One day 
I came in to give him some food. When he 
asked me, “What is your name?” I told him 
my name was Diego. 
  Then he said, “My name is Jose.” 
  I asked him, “Jose, would you like to 
come with me to the beach?” 
  He replied happily, “Yes, please.”
  The next day I went up to Jose’s room. 
He wasn’t there. I looked out the window 
when I saw… Jose, knee-deep in the water. 
The strange thing was the water moved 
around him like he was controlling it.
  I went down to the beach. When Jose 
saw me the water stopped. 
  “You probably think I’m a freak,” he 
said. 
  “No,” I replied, “this is awesome.”  
There were rumours that the separatists 
were low on supplies and men and that they 
were going to send a massive ship right into 
this harbour. 
Jose could use his powers to stop it. “You 
really don’t think I’m a freak?” 
Jose asked. “Of course not,” I replied. 
When we were back in the lighthouse I told 
Jose my plan. “You really think I could do 

that? I don’t think I can push a full boat back 
to sea,” he said. “Why don’t you use the 
wave machines?” 
“They’re broken,” I said.
After that, me and Jose started to practise 
with his water powers until I was confident 
that he could do it. Just as well since the 
rumours had been confirmed.
“Diego, wake up!” a voice shouted.
“Mum, I had a weird dream.”

Rory Donnelly
Co Waterford         
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THE LIGHTHOUSES 

The sound of the waves crashing 
against the rocks

The light of the lighthouses spreading
 across the sea

The sailors come out
ready to fish

The boats sail around 
and around

The foghorns’ sound
drifts over the sea

The sound of the lighthouse keepers 
waking up

Warning boats 
of the dangers of the sea

Molly Kearns Chapman
Co Sligo

SAVE THE LIGHTHOUSE
 
There once was a girl called Anne who 
lived in a lighthouse on Craggy Island. She 
was the lighthouse keeper’s daughter and 
unfortunately her father, the lighthouse 
keeper, died shortly after her 17th birthday. 
  Anne had a sister called Nell. She also 
had a younger brother called Adam. Anne 
was the eldest in the family. The siblings 
were quite lonely after their mother left when 
Adam was only three. Anne found it hard to 
remember what she looked like even though 
she had known their mother the longest. She 
was only 17 and had acted like an adult ever 
since their father died. It was hard for Anne 
because she was the person who provided 
for the family. The lighthouse was a good 
size for the siblings. Anne didn’t just provide 
for the family, she also provided light from 
the lighthouse for all the ships at sea. Anne’s 
father taught Anne how to signal using light. 

THE LIGHTHOUSE ON MARS 

Once upon a time, in the early 19th century, 
there lived a Jack Russell called Max and his 
owner Bobby. 
  Bobby was a farmer who lived in Co. 
Cavan and loved all things to do with the 
land. Max however, loved gazing at the night 
sky and one day dreamed of going to space. 
Max loved Bobby very much and Bobby 
loved Max just as much. Even though he 
would miss him, when the opportunity came 
for an animal to go on a mission to Mars, 
Bobby sent in an application for Max.  
  To his delight, Max was chosen to 
be the first living creature to go to Mars, 
following in the footsteps of the famous 
Soviet space dog, Laika.  Of course Max 
went alone because nobody knew if it was 
safe or if they would survive the trip. 
  The journey to Mars took several 
months. Finally Max had reached Mars and 
could get out. Max was glad to be able to 
stretch his legs, but he was not able to see 
anything because there was a blinding light 
shining over the land. 
  Max approached the light and when 
he got close saw a strange building.  It 
looked like a lighthouse. Although Max 
was a midlands dog, he had been to the 
seaside with Bobby on a few occasions and 
he always admired the towering, majestic 
building on the rocky coast that flashed a 
light every now and again. Mostly because it 
looked a little like a space rocket. 
  Max noticed there were people there. 
  “They do not look normal,” thought Max 
to himself. 
  Suddenly one of the strange looking 
creatures popped up behind him and started 
talking. Even though it did not sound like 
English, Max understood every little bit 
of it. The blinding light got brighter. There 
was something coming and it seemed to be 
directed by the light. 
  The creature introduced himself, “Hi 
my name is Bozo and I am a Martian.” 
  Max understood everything now apart 

  On Craggy Island technology started to 
arrive from the mainland, such as televisions, 
phones, cameras and GPSs. The Bishop 
of Craggy Island decided that they didn’t 
need lighthouses anymore! Ships had GPSs 
on them, which meant that they would no 
longer need a lighthouse to guide them in 
the dark. Anne became annoyed that they 
were planning to knock down her home, so 
shedecided to protest because she believed 
that closing the lighthouse was the wrong 
thing to do. Anne wanted to go and meet 
the bishop to try and persuade him not to 
close the lighthouse, but he had his heart 
set on using GPSs on ships, so Anne was 
out of luck. 
  That night Anne practically cried herself 
to sleep because she knew that she hadn’t 
done her job and soon she would lose her 
house. Anne didn’t just take a stand because 
she didn’t want to lose her house, she also 
didn’t want to lose the memories inside it, 
memories that she didn’t want to forget. 
Even though the lighthouse was going to 
close, Anne still worked hard to light the 
light, sometimes she even tried to make the 
light extra bright to show people on Craggy 
Island what they were going to miss once 
the lighthouse was closed. Anne received a 
telegram from the bishop saying that they 
were going to close the lighthouse in 21 
days. Anne was heartbroken. She thought 
in her head that 21 days just wasn’t enough 
time to say goodbye to something you loved 
and have considered a part of your family.
  Anne told herself that night, “I still have 
another chance to save my house.” Adam, 
Anne’s brother, told her that the GPSs were 
going into ships in 13 days, Anne only had 
14 days left in her house; one day after the 
GPSs were going to be used. Anne tried to 
enjoy every day in the house before they 
left. Soon the day Anne dreaded came; the 
GPSs came into town. The first ship called 
the Titanic went out with the GPS and all the 
lighthouses were closed. Many people were 
on the Titanic and all of them were excited to 
reach America. Anne was also on that ship 

from the light and the building so he asked 
Bozo. Bozo told Max that it was a lighthouse 
and it directed all aliens safely across space. 
  Max was very interested and asked 
Bozo to show him around the lighthouse. 
Bozo did exactly that. They went up and up 
the spiral staircase. When they got to the top 
Bozo showed Max how it worked and that it 
shone a light across space so that everyone 
knew where the safe passage was. The 
aliens showed Max an enormous rocket ship. 
Max was amazed at this wonderful sight. 
  Bozo and the other aliens brought Max 
home. It took a few months again to travel 
back to Earth but Max did not care. He was 
so excited to see Bobby. Eventually they got 
home and Max and Bobby were reunited. 
  Max was over the moon to see Bobby 
again.

Naomi Simpson
Co Cavan

and she was excited as well. Anne had a 
bad feeling that day, she felt that something 
bad was going to happen. The Titanic was 
in the Atlantic Ocean then suddenly the ship 
started to rock. A couple of hours later the 
captain said that they had hit an iceberg, 
the GPS had failed to show the iceberg in 
front of them. Suddenly the ship started to 
take on water, and people had to get into 
lifeboats, but they soon ran out and Anne 
was stranded on the boat with many people. 
The ship sank a few hours later and sadly 
Anne went down with it.
  If there had been a lighthouse that day 
passengers wouldn’t have had to suffer like 
Anne. 
  How do I know this story I tell? Anne 
was my sister. My name is Nell. 
 
Aoibhinn Hudson
Co Dublin
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ISLAND BOUND

CRASH! Another wave hit the cove. Sam pressed 
his nose against the glass and I knelt beside him 
on my bean bag chair. Earlier I had pulled up some 
blankets as we sat in the chill of our lighthouse 
cottage. 
  I bent my head and drew yet another picture 
of Granuaile, my heroine. I wanted to be just like 
her… “Jules the fearless sea captain and her 
hound, Sam.” I tried cutting my hair like her – 
except I didn’t have a sword so I used scissors 
instead. 
  Oh, oh, here comes Dad… “Julia, get your 
head out of the clouds, you don’t see me doing 
that Granuaile nonsense… and WHAT did you do 
to your hair?” he said angrily. Did I mention that I 
only cut my hair today? 
  “I’ll show you that I can be a sea captain and 
that I will find an island,” I muttered to myself.
  The next day, I put on my raincoat and my 
wellie boots and put on Sam’s lead. I grabbed 
my old rucksack that I had stuffed with snacks. 
As I closed the door of the cottage, I looked up 
at the lighthouse. I found my old rowing boat – I 
knew that Sam was good in boats so I knew that 
he wouldn’t leap out of the side. Before I started 
rowing, I saw land with my binoculars. 
  “Sam, you and I will go down in history,” I said 
ecstatically. I slowly rowed towards the island, the 
sea wasn’t rough today. A short while later Sam 
and I hit land. “Land ahoy!” I hollered.
  I swung myself out of the boat and Sam 
followed. The island was covered with trees. I took 
out a notebook and mapped everything I saw. As 
we walked through, a bird flew up and away. We 
had walked for an hour or so when we heard the 
rumble of thunder. Sam and I darted back to our 
boat. The sky had darkened and it had become 
slightly foggy. I couldn’t see my home. I leaned 
miserably against the boat. 
  Suddenly, I saw a big bright light – the 
lighthouse! Dad must have light it up. I got the oars 
out and rowed for all that I was worth. Lightening 
crashed and thunder roared. Sam sat at the back 
shivering. I pushed harder, my bones ached. The 
lighthouse was the only thing keeping my spirits 
up. Only a few more pushes…

THE LONELY MERMAID

Once upon an ancient time, there lived an innocent 
mermaid who was lonely and sad. The only people 
she had were a fish named King, who was an 
angel fish. But he was always busy. The mermaid 
looked from her window of her room and sighed. 
  Her dream was to find a friend or even true 
love. But seeing as there were no other mermen 
or mermaids to her liking, she decided to embark 
on a torturous quest to another city to find a friend 
or a match.
  The next day she woke up bright and early to 
begin. “Ahh,” she said as she rose from her bed. 
“Time for an adventure.” She packed her bags and 
off she went. She took a sea bus to Oceana, the 
closest town, but she wanted to go to Coral Reef, 
the biggest city in the ocean, and there she would 
soon find a friend or a true love. So from Oceana 
she stopped at Waves Cafe for a snack.
  “Where might you be heading off to, miss?” 
the cashier said, looking her dead in the eye. 
“Stealing the kraken’s treasure, eh?”
  “No, no I would never do such a thing! I’m off 
to Coral Reef to find a friend. I’m so lonely.” 
  “Oh well, you best be going. People here in 
Oceana are no good match. Bye now!” he said, 
handing her the sandwich she ordered. 
  “Thank you!” And off she went. 
  “Oh dear!” exclaimed the worried mermaid, 

  Finally, I made it to the lighthouse. I ran inside. 
“Where were you all morning?” asked Dad.
  “On an adventure!” I said.

Aoife Azmi
Co Cork

“The bus to the next town just took off 20 minutes 
ago. I shouldn’t have stopped at the cafe. Oh no! 
Guess I have to swim.”
  So she swam and swam until she met a 
whale. “Hello there, young miss!” bellowed the 
whale 
  “Hi, I best be going. I have to get to Coral 
Reef. I’m lonely and looking for a friend.” 
  “Oh, can I come with you? I’ve been cursed 
by a witch and I’m so lonely and I want to break 
the curse.” 
  “What’s this curse anyway?” 
  “Oh, I’m afraid it’s a curse where I’m a big 
ugly whale.” 
  “Whales aren’t ugly. C’mon come with me to 
Coral Reef. We can find friends there!” 
  So they swam to Coral Reef but it felt like 
ages until… “I’m tired.”
  The mermaid decided that they could take a 
rest, so they found a rock, they rested for a bit 
then the mermaid saw a crab and went to ask him 
the way to Coral Reef. They talked and talked. The 
whale became bored so when he saw a cave, he 
went in. 
  Inside were crystals and diamonds. He 
wanted to take some back, but someone stopped 
him. “Oi!” they said. When the whale looked down 
there were little shrimps looking at him with spears 
  “Oi!” they said again. The whale laughed and 
took a crystal. 
  “Oi!” they said and the cave closed. They 
stabbed him with the spears and the whale fell 
down.
  Meanwhile, outside the cave the mermaid 
had finished talking with the crab and saw a little 
hole in the cave door. She knew the whale went 
there so she went in. She saw the whale on the 
floor. 
  “Oh no!” she cried, her eyes teared up and 
she cried. A tear fell on the whale. He awoke, but 
not as a whale, as a merman. He hugged her and 
they fell in love.

Bianca Wloka
Co Wicklow

IS IT A GHOST?

Sean lived in a lighthouse off the coast of Dublin. 
He loved to work there, helping Dad with the big 
light, cooking with Mam, fixing their ship Rebel 
with his younger sister Sally and taking their 
dog Hooper for walks. But he was always afraid 
when night came. He swore he could hear heavy 
breathing, the dragging of chains, a distant howl 
and a really dumb, but spooky laugh. It sounded 
like this:
  Snort, ha, snort, snuff, snuff, snort, ha, ha, 
ha!
  Weird, right? Sean decided that it sounded 
like a pig that had found some slops in the mud. 
Once, he had seen a shadow in his room, doing 
that weird laugh. He dared not tell his parents, 
though, because he knew for a fact that Sally, who 
was much younger than Sean, was not afraid like 
him. He thought that it should be the other way 
around. 
  So, after a yummy fish and chips, and a 
long game on his Switch that night (he savoured 
every moment) Sean decided to find the cause of 
this spooky stuff. So, after sunset, with his torch 
handy, he set off into the night.
  Two hours later
  “Help!” screamed Sean. He was outside, 
and a white floating person wearing old-fashioned 
ragged clothing and an Imperial mustache with an 
arrow through his head, and chains attached to 
his hands was chasing Sean, all the way to the 
lighthouse! Sean was fast, but this…
  …thing was faster!
  “They will come,” the ghost moaned. With 
quick thinking, Sean jumped into the dark choppy 

sea. Sploosh! The ghost looked over the cliff and 
shrugged. All he saw were small bubbles rising 
above the water, then they stopped. He floated 
away into the night, dragging his chains behind 
him. Screech! They dragged along the driveway. 
  Sean’s head came above the water. Who will 
come? he thought. He decided he would head 
back. This was going to get complicated.

Isaac Devlin
Co Wicklow
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THE LIGHTHOUSE OF DEMIGODS

Perseus raced through his home city of Athens. He could hear them behind 
them. He mustn’t get caught!
  Perseus knew they wouldn’t believe that he had met Zeus, king of the 
gods. Zeus had said that he could have it, but to them he had just stolen a loaf 
of bread and some cheese. Why, Zeus had even handed the cheese to him! But, 
of course, nobody believed in the Greek gods and goddesses anymore, so why 
would they believe he was a demigod, a son of a god?
  The next day, Perseus woke up in the pile of cardboard boxes he had gone 
to sleep in. He had had that dream again. Poseidon had told him that if he 
travelled to the sea, he would find his heart’s desire.
  On his third day walking, he knew that it couldn’t be far. 
  Perseus’ shorts and t-shirt were ripped and torn. And although they offered 
more gaps for a non-existent breeze to blow through, he was hot. Very, very hot. 
  Perseus pressed on, day after sweltering day, until one morning he woke to 
a gentle breeze blowing across his face. The air smelled of salt and he sprung to 
his feet in joy. He gathered up his belongings and ate his provisions. 
  He could hear Poseidon’s voice inside his head. Wait, the voice wasn’t 
inside his head. There, standing at the entrance of the alleyway that Perseus had 
slept in, was Poseidon. 
  “Hello Perseus,” the god said. “My children will offer guidance.”
  “What do you mean?” Perseus asked, puzzled.
  “My children will offer guidance,” he repeated, then he turned and exited 
the alley. Perseus raced after him but when he reached the entrance to the alley, 
Poseidon had disappeared into the crowd. 
  The demigod sighed. “You can’t have a decent conversation with a god 
before they disappear,” he thought. 
  Perseus continued his journey and reached a port. There were big boats and 
small boats. Perseus looked about, taking it all in. 
  There was an identical boy and a girl both waving at him. “Over here!” they 
called. 
  Perseus walked over. “Err, hi,” he mumbled, shyly.
  “Our dad told us to watch out for a new boy at the port,” she said.
  “Yeah, that’s right,” said the boy. “My name’s Max and my sister is Megan.”
  “Your dad’s Poseidon?” asked Perseus, “I know I’m a demigod but I don’t 
know who my godly parent is. My name is Perseus.”
  Max told Perseus to get into the small boat and then he and Megan got 
in too. Perseus looked out at the rough sea and gulped. “Don’t worry,” Megan 
assured him, “Our dad is the sea god.”
  They reached a lighthouse and pulled the boat on to the rocky shore. 
  The demigods entered the lighthouse and what was inside took Perseus’ 
breath away. “Welcome to the Lighthouse of Demigods,” the twins said in unison. 
  Inside were lots of rooms, for the hundreds of demigods. And an endless 
flight of stairs up into the sky. 

Isabella McGarvey 
Co Antrim

THE LIGHTHOUSE WITH NO LIGHT

Thunder and lightning rolled over Dingle Lighthouse.  
  All the sea creatures were terrified. Seimí the seal sheltered under a 
rock as he could feel the sea grow choppy! Meanwhile Finn the fish did 
his evening stretches as he knew he would have to do a lot of swimming 
in the stormy seas! 
  Seimí was a very scared seal and always stayed on the rocks close to 
the lighthouse.   As night fell and Seimí was just about to drift off, suddenly 
he heard a loud crash and felt a massive wave crash over him! 
  “Oh no, a tsunami!” Seimí said to himself, shivering. Next thing it 
grew as cold as the Arctic and as dark as the winter. The next morning 
Seimí met his friend Finn. 
  “Who turned off the lights?” asked Finn.  
  “It’s all dark and cold,” Seimí said. He then realised that the lighthouse 
had been damaged, and the light was gone!  Seimí became worried for the 
sailors. If they couldn’t see the light of the lighthouse they could crash into 
the treacherous rocks.
  “What are we going to do?” said Seimí to Finn. 
  “I can ask my friend Saoirse the seagull to help us,” said Finn.  Saoirse 
came over and Seimí told her about the situation. 
  “Can you fly around and see if you can find the missing part of the 
lighthouse?” asked Seimí.  Saoirse had lived in Dingle for years and knew 
how important the lighthouse had been for all the ships that sailed nearby.  
She said she would be delighted to help and off she soared.
  Seimí waited nervously on the rocks. It wasn’t long before he heard 
her squawking back.  Saoirse had flown all around the rocks until she saw 
something strange. She swooped down to get a closer look. There on the 
rocks at the bottom of the cliff was the top of the lighthouse.  It had been 
blown off by the fierce winds.  Saoirse flapped her wings excitedly and flew 
back to Seimí and Finn. 
  Meanwhile, back on the rocks, Seimí had noticed many people had 
gathered at the lighthouse.  They were looking up at the damage, shaking 
their heads.  Padraig, the lighthouse keeper, looked very worried!
  “Down at the bottom of the cliff, it’s there!” squawked Saoirse. “It’s 
hard to see as it has washed up behind the mossy rocks.  Padraig will not 
be able to find it unless we help him,” said Saoirse.  
  “What are we going to do?” said Seimi, 
  “We need to help Padraig find the missing parts so he can fix it,” said 
Finn, racking his fish brain, wondering how he could help.
  Suddenly Seimí let out a loud bark. “I know!  We can ask Fungi the 
dolphin to help us. He is the friendliest dolphin in Ireland.  Everyone comes 
to see him.  We can ask him to swim to the mossy rocks, and he will get 
their attention.” 
  “Ní neart go cur le chéile,” said Finn as he swam to find Fungi!                                                                                                                         

Dara Simpson
Co Galway
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THE LIGHTHOUSE

We thought we would never go,
But one day we got to know,
That we where going to go to

Stroove lighthouse.

It was a long car drive,
But it was worth it in the end,

Stroove lighthouse.

We stayed there for a week,
It was so fun we all screamed Eeek,

Stroove lighthouse.

Everything there is beautiful,
I was so happy that we went,

Going on the ferry,
We saw the jiggly jellyfish,

There where so many of them.

 When our week was over,
I was very sad to leave,

In the car we said 
Goodbye Stroove Lighthouse.

Leyla Talayhan
Co  Wicklow

THE MYSTERIOUS LETTER

18th May 1940
Dear Diary,
When I got off the train I felt very woozy and I had no clue where to go. 
  Sorry, I forgot.  First I will tell you a bit about myself. My name is 
Lillian Parker and I am an evacuee. 
  When the war started, my mother thought that we would be okay. 
But when our house was bombed, she knew that I had to be sent away. 
  Now, I am off my train and the lady who came with us on the train is 
leading us to a big hall. We have been brought to a place called Plymouth 
and apparently I am going to stay in a lighthouse! 
  I don’t know who will be looking after me though. 
  When we got to the hall, I saw loads of people looking at our 
nametags. The lady was calling out adults to take a child.  
  The adult taking me was called George Robinson.  He looked very 
mischievous to me, but I followed him. He did not say a word to me when 
we were walking to the lighthouse. But when we got to the black and 
white mysterious-looking lighthouse - just like George - he said that my 
bedroom was on the second floor.  
  He also told me never to go up to the top floor.  I was puzzled, so I 
just went to my room and I’m about to go to sleep.  
  Night, diary.

20th May 1940
Dear Diary,
I have been here two days now and George never comes down from the 
top floor of the lighthouse.
  He went to go to the shop today, so I thought I might do some 
exploring on the top floor. 
  As soon as I heard the door shut, I raced upstairs into the upper 
room and saw a letter on the table.  
  This is what it said:

Dear George,
Since we are cousins, I was wondering if you could do me a little favour. 
You must hurry because then we will win this war! 
I would like you to assassinate Winston Churchill.  
In this package I have sent a gun.  You will need to buy gunpowder for it.
 Yours truly,
  Adolf Hitler

My mouth went dry.  I couldn’t believe that I was living with Hitler’s cousin!  
Straight away, I ran down to the nearest police station and showed them 
the letter. 
  They went to the shop and arrested George just as he was about to 
buy some gunpowder for his gun. 
  Wow, I thought, being an evacuee is very exciting.  

  
 21st May 1940

Dear Diary,
I was really excited this morning because I was told that my mother would 
be coming and we would own the lighthouse.  
  As soon as she arrived, I told her all about what happened, and she 
told me that she was very proud. 
  Now, diary, we go and have picnics on the beach every day and we 
are very, very happy!
  Bye for now!

Ruth Graham 
Co Dublin
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MYSTERIOUS LIGHTHOUSE 

In Russia, there is a girl called Christy. She 
is a curious, intelligent and brave girl. She 
has crystal blue eyes and dark brown hair. 
Christy loves to solve mysteries. She is 
hoping to follow in her mother’s footsteps, 
as her mother is a top detective. 
  At the age of eleven, Christy’s friend 
Kate called to tell her about a robbery. Christy 
was so excited to solve this mystery. She ran 
to her office, took her bag and ran out of 
the house to collect information about the 
robbery. She collected lots of information. 
  Christy called Kate to tell her about 
the information she collected, but Kate’s 
phone was switched off. Christy wondered 
what had happened to Kate. She saved 
the information for herself and dozed off to 
sleep.
  The next morning, Christy hurried to 
Kate’s house to find out what happened 
to her friend. When she came to Kate’s 
house, there was a crowd. Christy ran to 
find out what was happening. When she 
saw Kate she was wounded, Christy called 
the ambulance and went with Kate to the 
hospital. 
  Kate said that there was a file in her 
bookshelf about the robbery. Christy asked 
the ambulance to stop and ran back to 
Kate’s house. Christy searched for the file in 
the bookshelf. But she saw saw nothing in 
the bookshelf, except a note saying We are 
going to get you!
  When Christy turned the note around, it 
was signed “Arthur.” 
  “Who could he be?” wondered Christy. 
  Christy searched the name Arthur and 
found out that he was the most wanted 
criminal in the county. He was caught in 
three cases, but he had escaped. The cases 
were all about robbery. He is king of thefts, 
so he must have a connection with this one 

THE LIGHTHOUSE, THE SEA-
MONSTER AND THE UNICORN 
PANTS

“I’m going exploring tonight, Mum,” said 
Jack.  
  “That’s okay,” said Mum.  Jack walked 
out the door with a very excited looking 
expression on his face.  
  I’m gonna explore the abandoned 
lighthouse tonight, he thought. The town 
looked incredible that night as Jack looked 
at it from a hill.  In a good mood, he walked 
down the steep hill to the lighthouse.  
  When he got to the lighthouse, there 

too, thought Christy.
  Christy called the police and asked if 
they had more information about Arthur. 
They said that he lived in a lighthouse, but it 
had been abandoned a long time ago. 
  All the robbers stored their loot there, 
the police explained. “There is one way to 
get there. You have to take a helicopter,” 
said the police officer.
  Christy made a plan to go to the 
lighthouse the next day. Suddenly, there was 
a knock on the door. Christy thought it was 
the police, but when she opened the door 
she saw it was a man covered all in black. 
He sprayed a powder on Christy’s face and 
took her out to a lighthouse nearby. 
  It was covered with algae and wasn’t 
very good looking. They put her in a room it 
was dark and scary and something banged 
Christy on the head.
  To be continued...

Cherishma Premkumar
Co Dublin

was a weird glow coming from the windows.  
The glow was very mysterious and bright, so 
Jack decided to find out where the glow was 
coming from.  
  When he got in, he found a group of 
sea snakes slithering around.  
“Aaaaaaaaarrrrrrrrrgggggggghhhh!” shouted 
Jack when he saw the sea snakes, and he 
ran out of the lighthouse.  Then a big, green, 
slimy sea monster swam out of the water 
and grabbed him.  And then everything went 
dark…
  Jack woke up some time later to the 
hiss of a sea snake.
  “You are stuck here with us now,” said 
the sea monster.  “You can’t keep me here,” 
he said.  
  “Oh yeah, we can,” said the sea 
monster.  
  The sea monster threw Jack into a 
room at the top of the lighthouse where 
escape seemed impossible.  Jack cried in 
his room for a few minutes before coming up 
with an escape plan.  He would steal the sea 
monster’s big trousers, then jump off the top 
of the lighthouse and use the trousers as a 
parachute. It was fool-proof (not)!  But when 
he tried to get out, the door was locked and 
the key was on the other side of the lock.  
Jack found a pencil on the ground and he 
had an idea.  
  He ripped off a piece of his shirt and 
put it under the door, then he shoved the 
pencil into the lock and the key fell out.  The 
key fell onto the piece of his shirt.  Jack 
pulled the piece of his shirt from under the 
door and retrieved the key. 
  Then he unlocked the door and walked 
out.  He crawled across the floor to the sea 
monster, and then quickly pulled off the sea 
monster’s trousers!  
  The sea monster” s green skin turned 

bright red as its unicorn pants were revealed, 
and he ran off crying.  And the sea snakes 
slithered off too, not wanting their pairs of 
dinosaur pants to be seen!  ““Yeah, that’s it, 
run,” said Jack. 
  When he arrived home, it was ten 
o’clock.  He sat down to eat his dinner.  
  ““Did you have a nice time?” asked his 
mum.  
  “Yes, I had a great time exploring the 
forest,” said Jack, knowing that his mum 
would freak out if she knew where he had 
been.
  The next morning, Jack’s little sister told 
him she was going to explore the lighthouse. 
“Can you come with me?” she asked.  Jack 
spat his milk out all over the table.  
  “Noooooooooooooo…!”

Liam York
Co Offaly
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DOUBLE TROUBLE AT THE LIGHTHOUSE 

As the night crept in, Steve and Ava were playing outside in their garden.
  “Steve, Ava would you like to come to the lighthouse with me now?” asked Dad.
   “Yes!” cheered the children.
  Steve and Ava’s dad worked as the lighthouse keeper and he had promised them 
a sleepover in the lighthouse, just for one night.
  As they headed to the coast, Ava whispered to Steve, “This going to be so 
exciting!”
  Steve and Ava had not realised how big the lighthouse actually was until they 
got right up close. It towered above them like the turret of a castle. The wind whirled 
around the children, but once they stepped inside it was cool and dry. As they climbed 
the steep stairs to set up beds for the night, Ava decided that she wanted to be a 
lighthouse keeper!
  Later on, Ava pretended to be asleep, but instead she grabbed a torch and lamp 
and headed out to make her own lighthouse. Later on Dad noticed that a ferry was 
headed towards the spiky rocks on the other side of the headland. 
  “Why is it doing that?” Steve enquired.
  Just then, they noticed a bright light. “That must be what is disturbing the ship,” 
exclaimed Dad. “We must investigate!”
  Steve and Dad sped towards the light. They were shocked to see Ava was the 
culprit! Ava immediately turned off her lights and the ferry turned safely back onto the 
right course. 
  Dad explained to Ava that a lighthouse keeps boats and people safe. It was very 
dangerous for Ava to mess with people’s safety and luckily no harm came to anyone!
  Ava still wants to be a lighthouse keeper when she grows up. 

Conor McCarrick
Co Dublin

THE SISTERS’ REVENGE
 
The lighthouse stood like the legendary Finn McCool, a mighty 
giant, guarding ships against the rocky cliffs, warning them 
to stay away. It was also like a guiding light for Redbeard and 
his fearsome crew of infamous pirates as they made their way 
towards the Saltee Islands off the coast of County Wexford..  This 
lighthouse was to play a huge part in the defeat of the cruel and 
heartless pirate.
  Redbeard was renowned in these parts for his many attacks 
on unlucky ships that came into his path.  He had a fiery-red 
beard that began just under his eyes and covered his entire face.  
He wore his hair braided in many plaits and he was as tall and 
broad as two Irishmen put together.  A truly heartless man and the 
enemy of many an Irishman or woman.
  Little did he know that on this wild and stormy night in 
November 1682 he was being watched by a young Irish girl who 
fancied herself as the next Grace O’Malley.  
  She had heard many tales of this rebel pirate queen and her 
legendary battles to protect her beloved Ireland from the English 
crown.  There was very little that Aoife could do on her own to 
defeat this ruthless and wild crew, so she had hatched a plan with 
her sister Eímear and that plan was about to be put into action.  
  Eímear had positioned herself in the lighthouse nearby and 
was waiting for the signal from Aoife for their plan to take hold.
  Just as Redbeard began to steer his ship, The Henrietta 
Maria, towards the jagged and murderous rocks of Treasure Cove, 
Aoife let out a loud pig-like grunt, the well-known sound of the 
beloved puffins who inhabited the islands. Within seconds, Eímear 
had switched off the only light that Redbeard and his crew had to 
guide them on this moonless night. The beam from the lighthouse 
suddenly disappeared and the sky darkened.  All Aoife could do 
was to listen and wait for what was to come. 
  It wasn’t long before she heard the shouts and cries from 
below as the ship smashed and was hurled against the rocks.  
  The noise was horrendous but as Eímear ran and joined 
Aoife all they both felt was a joyous feeling of sweet revenge as 
Redbeard and his crew finally came to their end.  The loss of their 
father, Niall, at the hands of this murderous crew had made the 
girls vow that they would not rest until Redbeard was dead. 
  At the crack of dawn Aoife and Eímear returned to the scene 
with their grandfather and as they had thought there were no 
survivors and very little of the ship remained.  What they did find 
though was some of the treasure from Redbeard’s recent raid 
scattered across the rocks of Treasure Cove.  
  To this day the girls are remembered for their heroic act in 
story and song and it is believed that treasure is still to be found in 
the coves around the coast of County Wexford.   

Anna Donnelly 
Co Armagh 
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STORMY SEAS AND TUG-OF-WARS

Ciara woke up suddenly on a sunny morning. Her mam was shouting, 
“Ciara, Ciara, you won the story writing competition!!” 
  Ciara couldn’t believe what she heard. She had cherished every 
minute of writing her lighthouse story, she had always loved visiting 
Hook Lighthouse and she had set her story there. Now, as her prize, 
she was going to get the chance to sleep there for a night!
  Straight away, she packed her bag with all the essential items she 
would need, so she filled it with books! Mam reminded her she might 
need some clothes as well, so she reluctantly took out a few books and 
threw in some clothes. Finally, it was time to go.
  When they got there, Mam went to book a tour. She told the lady 
at the desk that Ciara was the prize winner. The lady told her that Tom, 
the lighthouse keeper, would be staying with them. 
  They dropped their belongings to their room in the lighthouse and 
they had time for a picnic before their tour was due to leave. Ciara’s 
favourite part was looking out from the top. The view was spectacular! 
  After the tour, they had an ice cream.  By then the tours had 
finished for the day, but there was still time for a game of tug of war. 
Ciara and Mam against Dad, and the girls won!
  They made their way to their room in the lighthouse, Tom was 
there to welcome them. 
  Later that night, after a delicious meal, Ciara tried her best to go to 
sleep. The wind howled around the lighthouse and while everyone was 
asleep, Ciara went to the window and looked out. 
  To her surprise, she saw two people on a small boat. They were 
being pulled closer to the rocks by the minute. At first Ciara thought she 
was imagining it, but then she heard their screams.
  Ciara ran and woke Tom and her parents up. They all dashed down 
the windy stairs and out onto the rocks. They saw the boat and the 
people in it, but they couldn’t see a way to reach them. 
  Suddenly, Ciara remembered seeing a barrel of life buoys beside 
the lighthouse. She ran to get them. She carried as many as she could 
hold and Tom and her parents threw them to the sailors. It took all their 
strength,  but eventually they pulled the couple ashore.
  Ciara, her parents, Tom and the terrified couple all made their way 
back to the lighthouse. 
  Ciara’s mam heated up some soup. The couple explained that 
they set out that morning from Duncannon, but the seas got rough and 
they were pulled off course. The two sailors stayed the night and left 
early the next morning. They were very thankful to Ciara and her family.
  Ciara certainly had an exciting adventure in Hook, but she wasn’t 
ready to leave yet. There was time for another game of tug-of-war and 
maybe another ice cream too.

Eilís Moran
CoWexford

CALL TO THE FUTURE

Meet Mya. She’s 10 and is a fantastic singer. She has the most gorgeous ginger hair 
and pretty blue eyes. Her parents are some of the nicest people in the world. They’re 
generous, helpful, kind and caring, just like she is. 
  Mya’s grandmother passed away recently and she feels quite miserable.
  Tommy, an old man who tells thrilling tales and super stories, is where all the 
children at Mya’s school head to after a long day at school. Mya always stays back 
and tells him about her day.
  One night, May went for a walk on the beach. She decided to have a break after 
a long walk and sat down on some rocks nearby. She began to sing the song her 
grandmother used to sing to her when she was very little. Her grandmother had been 
a very good singer too.
  Suddenly, WHAM! A magnificent ray of light shone from the lighthouse nearby. 
  Mya jumped in fright. She then slowly headed over there, climbed the staircase, 
and turned her head round the door. She couldn’t believe her eyes. She stood still, 
gazing at what seemed to be a portal to another dimension. She didn’t know what to 
do. 
  Mya then popped her head into the portal and found herself staring at a world 
where she was trying to close the portal and hide it from Tommy.  She couldn’t bear 
seeing such a thing, so she decided to head back to her house. 
  The next day Mya found a letter in her coat pocket that her grandmother had 
given her before she died. It stated:  
  Dear Mya,
I don’t have much time. Go to the lighthouse and sing the song. Don’t be afraid of 
what you see, though it foretells the future.
    Love Nora.
Mya headed back to the lighthouse after school that day and sang the song. The portal 
reappeared. She saw a lot of what her future would look like. On the letter there was 
writing on the back that read:
  P.S. Sing the song backwards to close the portal in any case of emergency. You 
can do it.
  “How could I possibly sing that song backwards?” she said to herself. 
  Mya told Tommy all about how she somehow managed to open a foretelling 
portal. Tommy stayed silent, got up and walked all the way to the lighthouse. Tommy 
hadn’t walked on his own in years so Mya was shocked the whole way there.
  “You found it, but how?” Tommy demanded.
  “What do you mean?” Mya asked. 
  “You opened the portal, which contains all the knowledge in the world. I have to 
have it!” 
  “No!” screamed Mya. She immediately rushed over to the portal and sang the 
song backwards, just like Grandma had said. She successfully closed the portal. 
  The local police arrived at the scene of commotion. Tommy was sent to jail.  Her 
parents already knew about it but could never say. They decided to close the portal 
forever. 
  “Your secret is safe, Nana,” Mya whispered.

Shauna Esmonde
Co Meath
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THE BEACH DAY

Once there was a boy called Sam. His 
parents were planning a beach day and they 
were going to bring Sam and his friend Jeff. 
They planned to go out on a boat and go 
body boarding. Sam was extremely excited. 
The next day, Sam invited Jeff, but to his 
surprise Jeff said he already had plans. So 
Sam had to go and tell the bad news to his 
parents. His parents said that he could invite 
someone else and Sam decided to invite his 
second-best friend Jack. 
  Jack said “Sure,” and was delighted to 
go with Sam and his family.
  When the day had finally came, Sam 
and Jack went body boarding in the sea, 
rowed in a large boat and made sandcastles 
and buried each other in the sand. They 
decided to go on the boat a second time, 
not knowing that something bad was going 
to happen... 
  When they got into the boat for a 
second time, the boat skipper Michael had 
a bad feeling that something was going to 
happen. When Sam and Jack got on the 
boat, they asked the irresponsible skipper to 
go full speed.
  Michael went full speed because he 
was a friend of Sam’s dad and he wanted 
to give Sam the most fun day ever. They 
went slowly out of the harbour and when 
they were clear of the harbour they went full 
speed 510 km/h (extremely fast for a boat). 
They came across a really bad current and 
they were doing wave hops. They saw this 
huge wave coming up and started to panic... 
  They all went unconscious for three 
hours and when they woke up, they realised 
it was 4pm. They all had woken up at the 
exact same place and the exact same 
time, floating in the middle of nowhere. 
They decided to swim together in the same 
direction. 
  Twenty minutes later, they came across 
an abandoned island with a lighthouse. They 
all got up on the small island and searched. 
They saw that the lighthouse was old and 

awful. They found an open door and Michael, 
being the oldest and the most brave, went 
through first. The other two followed his lead, 
crouching behind his back and screaming 
every now and then.
  When they got to the top, they saw 
skeletons everywhere and loads of bones. 
The kids couldn’t stop screaming and Jack 
passed out when he saw the bones and the 
human skeletons. It was very stinky because 
they had no idea how long the bodies had 
been dead. Michael helped Jack immediately 
after he passed out because he almost hit 
the side of his head and Michael wanted to 
see if Jack was all right. When Jack finally 
woke up, Sam had managed to get the huge 
light to turn on (Sam was the only one who 
knew how to do it because he was quite a 
nerd). 
  Sam wanted to explore a little bit more. 
Michael and Jack, on the other hand, were 
freaking out because they didn’t know how 
far from home they were. Michael had 
forgotten his phone on the boat but Jack 
had his phone in his pocket and gave it to 
Michael because he was too weak to press 
any button at all. Michael managed to get in 
touch with Sam’s dad and told him straight 
away. There was one problem though: 
Jack’s phone was on 3%.
Michael wanted to ask Sam’s dad to get a 
lifeboat out to search for them but the phone 
had run out of battery. They rushed down 
to Sam to see if he had any ideas how they 
might contact anybody. Sam said yes, his 
phone was on 100% because he had a really 
expensive self-charging cover for his phone. 
Sam called his dad straightaway because 
he had a feeling Michael and Jack would kill 
him if he delayed. So Sam called his dad 
in a really calm voice, while the others were 
terrified in the background. 
  Sam said on the phone, “Um, Dad, we 
are kinda stranded on this creepy island but 
personally I think it is cool, but please tell 
the others to calm down. So could you tell a 
lifeboat to go out and search for me please? 
Bye.” It was a voicemail so his Dad couldn’t 

answer straightaway. When Sam hung up 
the phone, he just went back to what he 
head been doing, making a sand castle!! 
  Sam decided to call his dad back ten 
minutes later. Dad asked, “Where are you 
stranded?” 
  Sam said, “I’m stranded on a creepy, 
small island with an abandoned lighthouse.”
  His dad replied, “It is not so creepy. I 
used to work in a lighthouse.”
  “Where?”said Sam. 
  “On a small island a few hours from 
here,” said his dad. 
  “Oh,” said Sam, with his mind racing. 
“Were there ever any accidents on the 
island?” 
  Sam was not sure if he really wanted to 
hear the answer … 

GEORGIA, JANE AND RICKY

Georgia Giraffe lived all alone in a lighthouse, 
which her owner had abandoned, leaving her 
all alone. Georgia felt very sad and miserable, 
being stuck in the lighthouse. She longed to 
be free and have a friend. 
  Georgia woke up one morning and 
heard the most horrible squawking noise 
ever. She opened her eyes to see a seagull 
sitting on the windowsill. Oh, how happy she 
was to have someone to be friends with and 
to help her get out of the cramped, dusty 
lighthouse. 
  “Excuse me,” she said. “Would you be 
ever so kind to help me get out of here? I’m 
very uncomfortable.”
  “Why of course, madam! My name is 
Ricky.” 
  The two tried and tried to get Georgia 
out of the lighthouse, but it was too hard.
The next day, Ricky and Georgia woke-up to 
hear a small group of people talking. 
  “Who are they?” asked Georgia. 
  “I don’t know I’ll go and check,” replied 
Ricky. The rather large bird flew down to the 
bay and stared at the people.

  “Ahhh! Darling, get this ferocious beast 
away from me!” the woman demanded. 
  “Why sweetheart, it’s just an adorable 
seagull,” exclaimed the man. He reached 
out his hand to pet the creature. Ricky 
almost ripped his finger off with his beak. 
“Or maybe not.” 
  Ricky flew back to the lighthouse, where 
he found a very angry giraffe. “It’s him!” she 
exclaimed, “The man who abandoned me. 
He’s back and is going to try and buy the 
lighthouse. I heard him say that.”
  Jane, a zookeeper, loved having long 
walks on the beach. She saw the lighthouse 
was up for sale. She badly needed an office 
since there was not enough space in her 
house. She asked the estate agent could 
she buy the lighthouse. He said yes but that 
she would have to come up with the money 
in one month.
  Jane went to check it out and found a 
giraffe and a seagull. “Oh, do help us young 
lady, I need to get out of here,” exclaimed 
Georgia.  
  “Well of course, but only on one 
condition you must help me raise money so I 
can buy this lighthouse,” Jane replied.
  “Of course. Anything!”
  Jane’s brother was a builder and had 
lots of machines, so he got Georgia out of 
the lighthouse. She was so happy to be free. 
  “Now you said you would help me, 
so, emm?” Jane went silent for a moment, 
trying to think what they would do. Suddenly 
she said, “You can clean people’s windows 
and skyscrapers. I’ll be sure to earn a lot of 
money that way!” 
  “Of course, madam!” said both Ricky 
and Georgia. 
  They soon raised enough money for 
the lighthouse. Jane was delighted. Georgia 
now had her own enclosure at the zoo. Ricky 
visited her every day, and Jane would always 
give him some bread to eat. 
  As for Naomi and Steve (the people 
who had abandoned the lighthouse in the 
first place) they were not too happy with 
Jane’s investment.

Harvey Kelly
Co Dublin

Shauna Esmonde
Co Meath
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A TRIP TO LIGHTHOUSE ISLAND

Once upon a time there lived a girl named 
Lucky.  She lived in the middle of London, 
where it was busy all of the time.  She had a 
mum named Sarina, a dad named Jack and 
a little dog named Gerry.  
  It was nearly evacuation time and 
Lucky had said goodbye to her family, tears 
streaming down her face. London was at 
war and it was not safe for her and other 
children in the city.  
  Her parents helped her to pack her 
bags and brought her to the train station.  
“One last hug,” said Lucky as she hopped 
onto the train.
  Lucky found a seat but she did not feel 
lucky at all!  To make matters worse, she felt 
more unlucky than lucky!  She was thinking 
about where she and the other children were 
going.  Soon a little man called Pete strolled 
over to her.  
  “Lucky?” he said in a loud voice. 
  “Yes,” Lucky replied. 
  “I have something to tell you,” said 
Pete.  “The next stop is Lighthouse Island 
and you will need to get off the train.  Don’t 
worry, you will be safe.”  
  Lucky got off the train and the first 
person she met was a man called Ross.
  “Hello, you must be Lucky,” said 
Ross. “Welcome to Lighthouse Island,” he 

Ava Kennedy
Co Dublin

Dylan Tynan 
Co Cork

STAR OF THE SEA 

Flashing, flashing towering over
eletronic wizard from man took over.

Watching, watching restless sprays, 
Circulating waters and roaring waves. 

Jagged rocks beneath you soar 
The crew of many below you lowered

Pounding surf and windswept decks 
That make that chill on soaked wet necks.

Flashing flashing shining over,
Out of the darkness sounds grow near

As of now, I’ve no more fear.

The star of the sea in the middle of the ocean
From out of the dark, a welcoming light like a helping hand 

on a wind-swept night.

Like many many boat men owe  
Pray for me, in one more week, must go.  

smiled.  “You need to come with me on a 
little journey on my boat.  Your parents have 
asked that I take great care of you.  We are 
going to travel to my lighthouse, which is on 
the other side of the island.  We will need to 
get through three challenges to get there: 
the evil coconuts, the crocodile lake and the 
swan lagoon.  We will start our journey in five 
minutes so gather your bags.”  
  Lucky was not sure she wanted to 
go with him to the lighthouse.  It sounded 
dangerous and she missed her parents. The 
journey began and Ross and Lucky set off to 
the lighthouse.  
  The first task they faced were the evil 
coconuts who lived in a forest.  As they 
arrived in the forest, Lucky could smell the 
coconut scent and it was delicious.  As 
she and Ross walked through the forest, 
hundreds of coconuts started to fire at her.  
She had to run for her life.  
  The next challenge was Crocodile 
Lake.  Lucky and Ross got their boat and 
set sail on the lake.  The crocodiles started 
chomping at the boat and ate Lucky’s shoe!  
She was so scared but Ross paddled like 
crazy and got her to safety.  Finally, they 
reached the swan lagoon.  It was beautiful 
and calm.  Lucky wasn’t scared anymore.  
The swans swam alongside Lucky and Ross 
all the way to the doors of the lighthouse.  
  Ross and Lucky had a lovely lunch 
and went to bed because they were tired.  
The next day Ross and Lucky went fishing. 
Lucky loved living in the lighthouse and 
waking up beside the sea every day.  She 
felt safe there.
One year later, on Lucky’s 13th birthday, her 
parents called to say it was time to go back 
to London. It was also time to say goodbye 
to Ross.  Lucky was sad but she was happy 
that she got to see her parents again. They 
had a great family reunion with lots of cake.  
  Lucky is now 21 years old and she has 
her own lighthouse, all because of the year 
she spent with Ross on Lighthouse Island.
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MY SHINING LIGHT

I’m painted red and white thick stripes all around.
I’m standing up strong and broad. 

With my light shining bright 
I will guide you through the night.
Heavy fog coating the coast and silence like a morgue.

You blow your horn and I will row you ashore. 
I am the lighthouse of Ballymore.
I am surrounded by water crashing against me
 and the creatures of the sea all around me. 

Up above me the seagulls glide and squawk. 
To get to me it’s a lovely long long walk. 

Ashton Takkali
Co Dublin 

WHEN YOUR DREAMS COME TRUE

A long time ago, at the lighthouse at Howth, there lived a young girl 
called Ashling. 
One day, Ashling’s mum felt very sick and suddenly died. After that they 
were very poor. Her dad went fishing every day and Ashling helped him 
by caring for the lighthouse. She was scared that they would be so poor 
that they wouldn’t have enough money to pay for food. Ashling wished 
for a new house and dog, but her dad couldn’t’t afford it. Ashling didn’t 
want to be very wealthy either. She just wanted to live a normal life.
   Once, when Ashling’s dad went fishing off the shores of the Irish 
Sea, Ashling decided to clean the room that had been locked for many 
years. Her dad never went inside, it was still too painful for him. That 
was her mum’s room, where she used to work, painting beautiful marine 
landscapes. 
  Ashling was sweeping up the dust and rearranging furniture when 
she found an old floor storage space. She struggled to open it for a 
long time until she pulled up the hatch, breaking the old padlock into 
pieces. There was a wooden chest with a beautiful gold anchor inside! 
The anchor reminded Ashling about the bedtime story that her mum 
loved to tell her. 
  When rustling noises came from the door, the girl ran up to her dad.
  “Ahoy,” said Dad as he came back after an exhausting day.
  “Dad, I have something to show you,” called Ashling without hiding 
her excitement. “Come on, don’t be afraid.”
  She hugged him and pulled his hand with her greatest strength. 
They went inside the room, the room full of memories. Ashling opened 
the chest - her dad was so confused, he couldn’t’t say anything but…
  “How…why...!?” Then he paused. “When I was young sailor, I had 
this anchor on my ship, then I met your mum…” he added with eyes full 
of tears.
   The little girl stared at her dad curiously.
  “I fell in love with her. Meanwhile we stopped in a port city where 
my golden anchor went missing. I thought I wouldn’t see it anymore…”
  “Incredible.” Ashling felt a few years older than she really was. What 
she heard made her overjoyed because now she had become part of this 
story.
  Both fell asleep in each other’s arms. 
  Next day her dad showed her a newspaper. 

  “What are we’re going to do with your treasure?” 
he asked. “Look, the government wants to restore 
the old ship and build the Maritime Museum for 
people visiting Ireland.”
  “Let’s sell them this anchor!” Both shouted in 
agreement.
  The restoration team couldn’t express how 
grateful they were for this golden trophy! 
  Ashling and her dad had enough money to build 

Zofia Jablonska
Co Dublin 

a new house beside the lighthouse and they didn’t have to worry about 
food anymore.  Of course, Ashling got a dog and a never-ending smile. 
  “I knew your mum would amaze me once more…” said her dad 
sentimentally.
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TAR LIOM

Tar Liom 
 Tar mo sholas.

Is mise an teach Solais.
Ag féachaint ar an báid          

agus an íascairí.

Ag taitneamh mo sholas 
treoir a thabhairt duit. 

Tar liom.
Tar mo sholas.

Ashton Takkali
Co Dublin

THE BROKEN LIGHT

Valentia Island, 1925
A blistering wind blew right into Jack’s 
pale face as he stepped out onto the rocks 
beside the island’s lighthouse. It was midway 
through his night shift and time for a break 
to get a quick bite to eat. As he turned to 
leave he noticed a ship slowly coming into 
view, being battered by the strong Atlantic 
waves. It was sunk low down in the water. 
The weekly mail ship from America. 
  “God speed, bon voyage,” he muttered. 
“You’ll need it on a night like this.”
  All of a sudden, he heard a loud bang 
and everything went pitch dark around him. 
  Jack held his breath for a moment, but 
nothing happened. With a puzzled look on 
his face, he wandered back up to the big 
lamp at the top of the lighthouse, armed with 
his trusty old torch. The moment he entered 
the now pitch dark room he winced in pain. 
He’d stepped on a sharp shard of glass.
  He shone his torch around in a sudden 
panic, only to realise that there was glass 
scattered all over the floor and no light! He 
couldn’t understand it - last time he had 
checked the lamp it was perfect. What about 
the ship? It would hit the rocks without the 
light to guide it. Then he spotted something 
very strange in the corner of his eye, lying on 
the ground. A bullet had smashed the lamp. 
Gangsters! They were trying to run the ship 
aground on the rocks to steal its valuable 
cargo.
No time to lose - what could he do? He had 
to warn the ship before it was too late. But 
how? The lamp was shattered in tiny pieces 
all around him. The spare was in the shed at 
the bottom and would take two strong men 
to lift, he could never manage it alone. Then 
he remembered - his torch!
  He quickly grabbed the biggest shard 
of glass he could find. 
  “This had better work,” he muttered 
under his breath. He shone his torch out 
towards the ship, before carefully angling 
the large piece of glass in his remaining 

THE LIGHTHOUSE ON THE COAST

There lies a really old lighthouse out on the 
coast of Galway, aged one hundred and nine 
years old. It was one of the first lighthouses 
to be built in Ireland and one of the tallest. It 
is called the Atlantic Navigator. It means that 
it will guide any ship that comes in from the 
Atlantic at night or in fog, like all lighthouses. 
It has really thin walls, so it is very cold and 
loud.
  But since 1964, people have not dared 
to go into the lighthouse. In February of that 
year Bill Lynch came to fix the bulb in the 
lighthouse, hoping that no ships would arrive 
while he was doing it.
  It was a really stormy night, 8:30 in 
the evening and Bill had almost finished 
replacing the bulb. Bill was working long 
hours because he was the only engineer 
who fixed lighthouses along the west coast.
  Bill went downstairs to get something 
from his van, when he realised the storm had 

free hand. The light of the torch suddenly 
magnified as if by magic, reflecting off the 
shard. 
  “That’s it!” shouted Jack. “Now just 
pray they see it.”
  He turned the torch on and off, three 
short flashes, three long flashes, three short 
flashes. SOS, the international distress 
code. It seemed like hours, then he saw a 
flash coming from the ship. They had seen 
him! He saw it turning away from the rocks 
outside the lighthouse. His quick thinking 
had worked. Everyone was safe. Slowly he 
climbed back down the stairs into the cold 
night air. Then it hit him - he realised just 
how hungry he really was... and he’d left his 
sandwiches behind him at the top.

Sam Casey
Co Dublin

broken the latch on the outside, and locked 
him inside the lighthouse.
  He got creeped out then suddenly, 
when he heard things breaking and smashing 
in the basement. Bill called, “Hello?” No one 
replied, but then he heard deep voices. He 
didn’t know whose voices they were, and he 
couldn’t understand what they were saying. 
  Then out of the dark, spooky and loud 
basement came the name “Pennywise”… Bill 
shouted as loud as he could “Aahhhhhhhhhh!” 
he remembered that Pennywise didn’t exist 
but was just a character in a scary movie.
  Then he woke up. He had fallen asleep 
on the job.
  He went downstairs, and when he 
attempted to open the door it was locked, 
just like in his dream. Bill was stuck in the 
lighthouse overnight. 
  Suddenly Bill heard glass smash to 
pieces up where the bulb was. He got his 
hammer and slowly creeped up the rackety 
stairs. When he got to the top he saw there 
was no one there. But when he looked 
through the open window, he could see the 
shadow of something large on the rocks. 
It was a giant cargo ship that had crashed 
ashore.
  The next morning people came 
and found Bill. He told them about what 
happened and the mysterious ship.
  The Coast Guard came and saw that it 
was a ghost ship. It was a ship that people 
could not control in the middle of the ocean - 
the Coast Guard saved the people, but some 
people said it was hijacked by pirates after 
the people were saved. It had floated by 
itself across the seas for months, and here it 
was on the coast of Galway.
  Now people don’t dare go into the 
lighthouse because of this story, and believe 
that it is haunted by the ghosts from the 
ghost ship.

Eoin Caulfield 
Co Galway
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THE SLIMY LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time, a lighthouse stood at the Cliffs of Moher in County Clare. It had been 
abandoned by its owners. Whenever a storm brewed, the lighthouse got struck by lightning 
and it became slimy and green. This continued any time there was a thunderstorm.
  One day a young boy named Jack O’Connell was on shore and noticed the tall but 
slimy lighthouse. The lighthouse was painted red with white stripes and had blue curtains 
and old wooden windows. He loved the shiny green slime on the lighthouse, and scooped 
some into a jar to show his parents when he went home. 
  He talked constantly about the lighthouse on the shore. He dreamed that one day he 
could live there and told his father. “I will be happy to own the slimy lighthouse one day,” 
but his father replied that he was too young to own it because he was just twelve years old.
  Jack was really curious about the slimy lighthouse, and he never stopped asking people 
what they knew about it. He read books about lighthouses and their keepers. He studied 
maps to learn where another lighthouses could be found. 
  Years passed and when he was twenty, Jack met an old man who explained to him 
that the owner had mysteriously left the lighthouse and that the only way to rescue the 
lighthouse was for someone to love it. That day Jack returned home, thinking and thinking 
of how he could be a help to the slimy lighthouse. He made up his mind that he would work 
hard to be able to afford the lighthouse. 
  Twenty-five years later, at forty-five years of age, having saved all his earnings, Jack 
became the rightful owner of the slimy lighthouse. Each day he showed his love for the 
lighthouse by cleaning and painting it, polishing the lamps and making it habitable for himself. 
  Shortly after Jack moved into the slimy lighthouse there was a terrible storm. Lightning 
flashed and thunder roared, but lighthouse never became slimy again.  
  Unknown to Jack, the lighthouse had been haunted during those abandoned years 
when no one loved it.
  Every night as Jack fell asleep, he could hear a deep voice saying: “I am hungry, give 
me rotten apples!” It was a ghost. Jack was determined to do whatever it took to save the 
majestic lighthouse.
  One night Jack heard the voice again. He left his bunk, annoyed, and said in a loud 
voice: “Whatever you want I will give you; I just want you to leave my lighthouse!” 
  He went to his kitchen and took two rotten apples from the bin and laid them on the 
floor for the ghost. The ghost grabbed them and ate them. “Hmmmm, yummy,” he said.
  The ghost spoke in a quivering voice. 
  “My name is Captain Brown and I can help you to get your lighthouse back, but you 
must take part in a fish-eating competition with my king.”
  “How is that possible when I cannot even see you?” replied Jack.
  “I will open a portal where I live, step into it and you will become like us,” says Captain 
Brown. “Then you can compete with the king in the fish-eating competition.”
  Jack listened and followed Captain Brown’s instructions by stepping into the portal 
while holding his breath.
  “Woah, I can see you!” Jack exclaimed.  
  “Yes, because you are now a ghost,” says Captain Brown. “Follow me and I will bring 
you to the king.”
  Jack competed with the king, eating large amounts of salmon, bass and cod. He 
won! The ghostly king and all his ghosts, including Captain Brown, disappeared from the 
lighthouse forever. 

SCARED AT SEA

  “Guys I think I caught something,” said 
Harry as he wrestled with the fishing rod.
  “Careful, you’re rocking the boat!” Zoe 
shrieked. 
  Harry, Zoe and Lucy were out fishing 
at sea. 
  “Oh man, it’s just a smelly boot filled 
with seaweed,” Harry sulked.
  “Ha, ha!” Lucy laughed, as she pulled a 
big cod out of the sea. 
  It was getting dark and the kids were 
still in the fishing boat. 
  “It’s getting late, maybe we should sail 
back to shore,” said Zoe with a yawn.
  “No way, it’s only seven forty-five, silly,” 
said Harry. 
  “But it will probably take thirty to forty 
minutes to sail back,” Lucy told him. 
  “I don’t care, it will be fun, I promise,” 
Harry said as he steered the boat further out 
to sea. 
  “I’m too tired, Harry,” said Zoe as she 
fell asleep. 
  Lucy was about to wake her up, when 
Harry said something.
  “If Zoe’s asleep we can sail our boat for 
longer!” 
  Lucy felt a bit guilty, but she really 
wanted to sail for longer. 
  “Okay, that sounds like fun,” Lucy 
whispered.
  Finally, Zoe woke up. 
  “Where are we?” she gasped. 
  “We were just sailing when you fell 
asleep and, in the distance, we saw a flash of 
light and we had to follow it, and we are still 
following the beam of light!” Harry exclaimed 
  “Exactly,” said Lucy. 
  “This is just great,” Zoe muttered. “We 
are stranded out in the sea.” 
  Zoe was annoyed.
  “Yep,” Harry said. 
  “I can’t even sleep for 15 minutes 
without you two getting me stranded in the 
middle of the ocean!” 

Chloe Fabunmi
Co Galway

Arabella Prunty
Co Dublin

  “Actually, Zoe, you have been asleep 
for nearly an hour now,” Lucy said, feeling 
guilty.
  “It’s true,” said Harry. 
  “Are we almost there, Harry? I’m also 
getting tired,” Lucy sighed. 
  Then suddenly they spotted a lighthouse 
in the distance. 
  “Is that the beam of light?” Lucy asked 
Harry 
  “I think so,” said Harry, optimistically. 
“We have finally made it – it’s a lighthouse!” 
  “Can we go in?” asked Lucy.
  “Sure!” said Harry.
  “Please, no, it looks suspicious to me,” 
Zoe said anxiously.
  “Two beats one Zoe, I’m sorry,” said 
Harry. 
  Harry opened the rusty metal door of 
the lighthouse. As they climbed up the old 
twisty turny staircase they heard a loud bang.
  “What was that?” Zoe cried.
  “I don’t know,” said Lucy.
  “I bet there’s a huge supply of pizza up 
there,” said Harry. 
  “I think there’s a person up there,” said 
Lucy. 
  “I think there’s killer wolves up there,” 
said Zoe. 
  “Don’t be so negative,” said Lucy. 
  “Should I open it?” asked Harry, and he 
started to open the door.
  “Ahhhh!” screamed Zoe. 
  She looked around - it looked like 
Lucy’s bedroom. 
  “Why are we in Lucy’s bedroom?” she 
asked.
  “Why wouldn’t we be, it’s a sleepover,” 
said Lucy. 
  “What about the lighthouse?” said Zoe.
  “What lighthouse?” said Lucy, “this 
is my bedroom. You were probably just 
dreaming…”
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THE LIGHTHOUSE MUSEUM

“Welcome to the museum! I’m the museum curator and I’m now going 
to tell you a story. The story of how I came to be here today, in fact I was 
about your age.” That was what Lucy Young said to a group of eager 
schoolchildren visiting the lighthouse museum.
  I’m going to tell you exactly what Lucy said to those schoolchildren. 
So, here’s her story. 
  Lucy was sitting out at the front of the lighthouse. She loved the 
lighthouse like a young child loves their favourite teddy. She also was 
very good friends with the lighthouse keeper, Tom Wilkins. Everyone 
called him Old Tom. Therefore, when she heard a group of girls from 
school saying that Tom was being kicked out of the lighthouse because 
they were putting in an automatic bulb, Lucy was absolutely horrified! 
She needed to find out more and the best way to find out more was to 
talk to Tom.
  And talk was what she did! Lucy asked many questions -  it’s the 
only way to get answers, really! Tom wasn’t a very talkative man, he kept 
things to himself but that’s only because he never had or has anyone to 
confide all his worries to. Inwardly, Tom was very pleased that someone 
wanted to help him, but at the same time he didn’t want to worry Lucy 
with all his worries. Yet he found himself pouring out everything to her, 
about how all his life he had been pursued and told what to do by a big 
company wanting to change the lighthouse bulb into an automatic one. 
  Lucy thought for a second and then replied to Tom, “We cannot 
let you be torn away from this wonderful building! We have got to do 
something!”
  “There is nothing to do about this situation,” Tom replied sadly.
  On her way home that day, an idea suddenly spread across Lucy’s 
mind. She thought about it for the rest of the day and decided to propose 
her plan to Tom the following night. The next day she presented her idea 
to the old man. Tom thought, Well there’s a young girl with a plan!
  They had arranged a meeting with Lighthouse Improvement Ltd. 
on Saturday afternoon at midday. An idea about this meeting suddenly 
dawned on Lucy: What if it all went wrong?
   What if Tom was reduced to one of those poor homeless people 
who have been torn away from that wonderful occupation of lighthouse 
keeper? Overall, the meeting went well, just as Lucy had planned. The 
idea was that Tom could stay and since the lighthouse was so old and 
had loads of valuable artefacts - it could be turned into a museum. The 
company agreed, Tom could stay and run the museum. Lucy saved Tom’s 
home and when he became to old to run the museum, Lucy took over.
  “And that children, is how I came to be here today,” said Lucy to 
those eager schoolchildren as the story ended.

Ella Dodds
Co Down

TWINS IN TROUBLE

Last summer the MacDonncha family moved! 
  Ciara and Lily had spent their whole life living in Dublin. Now theywere 
moving to Connemara. Colman, Lily and Ciara’s dad, needed a better paid 
job and their mom Olive agreed.
  They drove for hours until they saw something big ahead. It was a red 
and white tower. Colman said it was a lighthouse. It had been built 300 years 
ago to help the fishermen . As they approached, a small boy  came out of 
the lighthouse and said,  “Hello. Are you the MacDonncha family?”  
  He said he was Owen Lawlor. He was 11 and he told them that he lived 
in the lighthouse. Owen was their new neighbour.
Noah, Owen’s identical twin brother, arrived and said, “I see you girls are 
identical twins too.”
  They all started to make plans. Every night at 10pm sharp the girls 
would come over and they’d go for a swim in the sea. It was so exciting! 
They would upstairs at bedtime, climb out the window and go down to the 
ground using an old washing line. Then the boys got out the side of the 
lighthouse and down the ladder to the outside.
  One night, they all ran to the beach - the boys got in the water first and 
started swimming. When the girls got there, they put their toes in and started 
screaming as the water was so cold. The boys said the water was lovely and 
warm, so Lily got in and finally Ciara was pushed in by everyone! They were 
having lots of fun when Noah went a bit further out. 
  “Come on guys, it deeper over here!”
  Ciara and Owen swam over to  Noah, but Lily stayed back because 
she was worried about going out too far. She was right. Noah went a little 
further and started to climb on a big buoy but slipped and banged his head. 
He said he was okay, but he wasn’t. Lily was close to land so she got out 
and ran fast as she could to the lighthouse. Noah and Owen’s dad was 
asleep. When he heard the story, he was really mad, but he didn’t have time 
to be mad. He didn’t have time to get the ladder out, so he jumped from the 
lighthouse.
  He ran to the water and started to swim towards Noah, who was just 
about hanging on to the buoy. Noah was still breathing, but his eyes were 
closed. He got Noah out of the water and ran with him to his car. The 
hospital was far away so he drove over the speed limit. A Garda tried to pull 
him over, but Noah’s dad didn’t stop. He loved Noah too much and didn’t 
want anything bad to happen to him. 
  After a few days, they heard news that Noah was alive but had lost five 
teeth, his arm was broken, he had concussion and had a huge scar on his 
face. 
  Owen and Noah were not identical twins anymore!

Ciara MacDonncha
Co Dublin
.
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HUNGER

Once upon a time there was a lighthouse keeper called Gerry. Gerry was 
a very jolly man with a wife, Mary, and two kids. Of course, Gerry rarely 
saw Mary because of long shifts at the lighthouse.
  Life at the lighthouse was not easy because of giant waves, stormy 
weather and big gusts of wind. One day, Gerry was standing on a rock 
outside the lighthouse when he realised that the lighthouse looked 
smaller, but it could not have been, he even measured it to make sure it 
was the correct height.
  The light also seemed to be becoming more dim. Over the next few 
weeks, the light continued to become dimmer, and the lighthouse itself 
appeared to be shrinking. Until one night, a giant tanker came around, 
but the light was so dim, and so low in the sky, that the tanker hit the 
rocks with a CRACK! 
  That woke Gerry up, and soon Gerry noticed that the lighthouse had 
grown back and the light was bright again. That was when Gerry realised 
that the lighthouse was alive, and it fed on shipwrecks.
  Gerry retired soon afterwards and travelled by plane when he could. 
Wouldn’t you?

Denis Sullivan
Co Dublin

TECH BOY AND ROCKY THE ROCK DRAGON 

One day in a secret lighthouse a superhero meeting was taking place.
  “What can we do?” said Music Dude.
  “I don’t know,” said Master Ninja. “Rocky can bring back all the bad guys.”
  “I’ve faced Rocky before. He won’t bring the bad guys back from the grave,” said Tech 
Boy, his voice trailing off.  
  Meanwhile, outside the lighthouse a whole army of rock men were banging on the 
door. 
  BANG! BANG! BANG! 
  The lighthouse door was made of super stone, which is an almost indestructible stone 
that can only be destroyed by rock men. Eventually the rock men broke through! 
  Meanwhile, back inside the lighthouse, Tech Boy said, “I’ve got an idea.”
  “What!” said the others. 
  “Run!”
  So they fled.
  Tech Boy ended up alone and began to form a plan. So he got ready. Tech Boy flew 
to the lighthouse and saw Music Dude outside, stuck in one of his jail pianos. It was one of 
his own specialties, a portable piano jail. Tech Boy flew over to him and used his blasters to 
blast Music Dude free. He jumped out and said, “Thanks!” 
  Tech Boy and Music Dude snuck into lighthouse. They saw ten rock men guards. Tech 
Boy took them out using all his lasers. Music Dude used his special hover keyboard to break 
through the ceiling to see if there were any bad guys. There were another fifty guards up 
there. Tech Boy flew up and together they faced the bad guys. But little did they know that 
there was security cameras everywhere and all the rock men were wired for sound. 
  Up at the top floor of the lighthouse, Rocky the Rock Dragon smiled. Tech Boy and his 
friends thought they were being so clever, but he knew their moves now. So he went down 
with all his guys to face Tech Boy and Music Dude. The battle raged for 100 years and at 
the end it was just Tech Boy, Music Dude and Rocky.
  “I think I know how to finish him,” said Tech Boy.
  “How?!”
  “Run!”
  There was a blue whale nearby and it was very hungry. When Tech Boy and Music 
Dude fled, Rocky followed them. They flew onto Rocky’s back. Tech Boy, using his flying 
boosters, pushed Rocky into the whale’s mouth. 
  “Yum,” said the whale.
  Tech Boy and Music Dude got all the other rock men and asked the whale, “Would you 
like some tasty rock men?”
  The whale replied, “Yes! Yes!”
  “Who wants the tasty rock men?” said Tech Boy
  “Me! Me!” said the whale.
  Then Tech Boy said, “Go get ‘em!” and threw the rock men  into the sea.
  The whale reacted quickly and ate all the juicy rock men. They may sound hard and 
tough, but they were actually very tasty.

Otis Dines
Co Galway



 192 | STORYKEEPERS VOLUME III AGE ELEVEN | 193 

AGE ELEVEN
THE REAL LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER

I was on the boat, on my way to the lighthouse, where I would 
be staying until the war was over.  It was on a small island off 
the coast of Southampton, in England.  I would be staying with 
the lighthouse keeper.  He was not married, had no children and 
was not very friendly.  I would attend the local school, with some 
children from my school back home.  
  I had only been there a week when I woke up one night to 
the wind howling and my room as cold as ice.  I got up to see if 
a window had been left open.  I opened my bedroom door to find 
that the lighthouse was empty.  
  I ran to the living room to check if anyone was there but it 
was as empty as the corridors.  
  I could hear a noise from the basement. I thought it might 
have been the dog, a friendly fella called Challa.  I was also 
scared that it might be a ghost hiding down there.  So I grabbed 
a butter knife to defend myself.  I tiptoed down the stairs to the 
basement and opened the door very slowly, looked inside.  To my 
surprise, sitting there tied to a chair with tape covering his mouth 
was the lighthouse keeper.  He told me the person who had been 
taking care of me the past week was not the real keeper but 
an imposter. He was an illegal drug seller and was getting a big 
shipment that night. We had to stop him. 

  I didn’t know what to say and just wanted to pretend it 
never happened.  I was absolutely terrified.  I untied the 

keeper and he said they would be at the harbour and that 
the shipment was due at 2am.  I looked at my watch and 

it was 1.32am.  We only had twenty-eight minutes!
  He told me the man was known as Red Ninja 
and that nobody knew his real name.  He was part 
of an illegal group known as The Ninjas.  I had never 
heard of them before.  

  He instructed me to grab both our jackets.  I 
ran to my room for my jacket and saw the tin my 

dad had given me before he went to fight 
in the war.  Then I remembered what 

was safely inside it: a pocketknife 
and a lighter.
  We ran outside and jumped 
into the boat.  It was tied to the 
post but I used my pocketknife to 

cut us loose.  Once we reached the dock, I 
ran straight to the phonebox and called the 
police.  They arrived within fifteen minutes.  
  In that time, Blaine, the real lighthouse 
keeper, had tackled the Red Ninja to the 
ground and tied him up. We then set the 
drugs on fire with my lighter, so that nobody 
would ever have them.  
  The police arrived and arrested him.  
They told us we did a very good job and that 
Red Ninja would spend a long time in prison.

Keelagh Young
Co Wicklow
  

THE LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time, there was a girl 
named Ella. She lived with her dad in a 
lighthouse. One night she was wandering 
around the lighthouse, when suddenly 
she spotted a seal. He had landed on the 
rocks and had got his flippers caught! Ella 
called her dad for help. Her dad came 
running down and they pulled and pulled 
and pulled, until eventually the seal was 
free.
  The seal began to swim away, when 
suddenly, they heard a BAM! The light of 
the lighthouse turned off! Ella’s dad ran 
upstairs to see what was going on. 
  “Dad!” Ella cried. “The seal is 
swimming away and he can’t see! He’s 
about to crash into a pile of rocks!” 
  She kept shouting, hoping her 
dad would hear her, then suddenly she 
stopped shouting. She saw a crowd of 
people walking up to the lighthouse. She 
stood there quietly, as she had no words. 
Finally, she got her dad’s attention, and 
he could not believe his eyes. 
  He was unable to lift the lightbulb 
all by himself, it was way too heavy. 
However, as soon as all the people got to 
the lighthouse, they helped him to lift the 
bulb and he replaced the old one. 
  The light clicked back on. “Yay!” 
yelled everyone. The seal quickly turned 
and swam back to the lighthouse. From 
then on, Ella would feed the seal every 
night and they became great friends. She 
named him Flash.

Nicole Peterson
Co Wicklow
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THE LIVING LIGHTHOUSE

Rain poured down on the lighthouse keeper. He took a smoke of his burnt cigar. 
Lightning crackled nearby. 
  The man went down the stairs and out into the storm. He was waiting for 
his son to come back from looking for the great underwater snake. He waited at 
the dock. 
  The man thought he heard a noise from the lighthouse.  He grew tired of 
waiting for his son and decided to go into the water to find him himself. The man 
jumped headfirst into the water. He felt the cold rush of water go through him. 
The man dove further. A figure and a boat lay at the bottom of the water. It was 
his son.
  Lumberjack swiped at a wolf. It jumped onto him. Lumberjack threw the wolf 
onto the ground. It disappeared. Soon enough it swiped at him. The wolf snarled, 
showing its razor-like teeth. Lumberjack grabbed his shotgun and pointed it at the 
creature.  He fired sixteen bullets. The wolf cut it in half. Lumberjack stabbed at it 
with his massive axe. It fell onto the floor. Lumberjack wiped the blood of his shirt. 
  “Well, at least that one’s dead. Can barely feel my legs.”  
  In case you don’t know Jack Lumberjack, here’s a brief retelling. Not much 
is really known about Jack Lumberjack. He was working for the army when he 
got caught in an explosion. Jack survived. He crawled around looking for his 
fellow soldiers. He decided to distance himself from people and live as a hermit. 
Everything was going well from him until these creatures started appearing around 
the forest.
  Jack went home after a night of slaying. He pushed open the door. It fell 
down with a bang. He looked around. All his stuff was gone. Jack lifted up the 
door. 
  “Darn eviction notice,” he said.
  Jack decided to clear his thoughts and go out for a ride on his new boat. He 
loaded up some food and his weapons. Jack started paddling. A wave pushed 
the boat over. He tried to hold it still. Jack paddled faster and faster until he got 
away from the waves.
  A day later, he received a letter in the mail. Jack pulled it out. “Henry wants 
another favour,” he said. “This better be important.”
  Jack knocked on the door to the lighthouse. Henry opened it and dragged 
him to the water. 
  “What’s up?” Lumberjack asked. 
  Henry pulled out the skeleton of his son. “That’s my son!” he screamed. 
“How am I going to live?”
  They went inside and Jack poured him some coffee. Henry sipped it 
nervously. The whole room began to shake. “It’s going crazy,” he said. 
  The whole place was destroyed. Jack lifted a massive piece of rubble of 
them.  He pushed Henry out of the lighthouse. He cut a piece of wood and threw 
it up the stairs. Jack ran out. The lighthouse crumbled into pieces.
  A construction worker went over to the site. She found nothing there.

Adam Doyle
Co Dublin
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THE GHOST OF TUKSKAR ROCK 

It was 1816, one year after Tuskar Rock was built 
It already had a bit of a tilt 

The builders hadn’t built it right 
So a ghost would always roam at night 

Moaning and groaning, they say he died while building it 
They say he got hit 

No adult goes near - they’re all too full of fear 
But the children aren’t frightened 

They say his name is Tim 
And his hair needs a bit of a trim 

He is the lighthouse keeper 
No one else!

Olivia Lopes
Co Antrim

THE  LIGHTHOUSE HEROES

“Run!” Mum cried.
  I got up, grabbed my gas mask box and ran into the back garden. My 
little brother Charlie was already in the shelter. 
  “Rose, are we going to be okay?” he asked.
  “Yes, we are. Now go to sleep,” I replied.
  When I woke up, I went inside, our house was okay. I looked at my 
mum -  she looked odd. 
  “Go pack up Rose, you’re going to the country.”
  I went upstairs and packed up; I knew this was going happen.
  When Charlie and I were on the train, we found a compartment with a 
girl and a boy inside. We talked a bit and became friends. Their names were 
Mary and James.
  When we arrived, we went into a hall. Loads of people were there. An 
old lady named Linda came over to Charlie and me and said that we would 
be fine.
  Her house was beside the sea, it was lovely. My bedroom looked out 
into the beach there was a tall lighthouse, it was amazing. 
  The next day after school Charlie, Mary and James and I went to the 
lighthouse. We knocked on the door and a man called Arthur answered, he 
was tall and looked friendly. I gave the loaf of bread from Linda to him and 
he invited us in he showed us how the light worked. He told us to come back 
any time, as long as we brought some bread.
  When we had been in the country for five weeks, something happened 
that changed my life. I sat up. I couldn’t get to sleep. A ship with food was 
supposed to be coming that night and only Linda and Arthur and I knew 
about it, and of course Charlie. I walked over to my window, I looked outside 
something was wrong. I couldn’t see anything at all. The lighthouse light 
was off. 
  This was bad. There was a big rock in the middle of the sea the ship 
could crash into it and we wouldn’t get any food. I ran into Charlie’s room 
and pulled him out of bed. I explained what happened while we were running 
to the lighthouse. Charlie knocked on the door and no one answered. Then 
I noticed the door wasn’t locked so I ran inside and went into the lantern 
room and did what Arthur had showed us on our first visit. After I had done 
what he had said, nothing happened at first, then a very bright light turned 
on. Charlie ran over to the window and shouted, “There it is, the ship! It has 
seen the light and it is turning away - YES!” 
  We jumped up and down in celebration when someone came into the 
room. It was Linda. “I heard a noise and it sounded like post so I went 
downstairs. I saw a letter from Arthur and it said he needed to go somewhere 
urgently and asked if I could turn on the light.”
  The food arrived and everything was okay. Charlie and I were heroes of 
the lighthouse.

Sofa Lamberton
Co Down

THE LIGHTHOUSE

There the lighthouse was standing,
Right next to the shore

There the lighthouse is glowing,
Each day more and more.

The sailors all around
Will look out for its light

And once they finally see it,
It will guide them through the night.

There the lighthouse is shining,
Shining like the stars,

Its red and white appears in the night
That’s how the sailors find their light.

Grace Goggins
Co Wexford
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A LIGHT AT LOCKDOWN

It’s lockdown. My classroom is empty and I often feel alone. 
The person I miss the most is my nanny and I hate it when my 
mum disinfects the shopping. However, today I am going on an 
expedition with my dad.
  We mount our bicycles. “Be safe and have fun,” my mum 
says as she waves goodbye.
  We begin our long cycle from Newforge Lane towards 
The Great Light at the Titanic Quarter, right on the edge of 
Belfast. I am nervous. My head keeps telling me I might not 
make it, it’s way too far. My dad cycles alongside me and he 
talks about how the lighthouses guide sailors through fog and 
to the land. He tells me how it helps sailors if they have been 
out to sea for a long time. It means it is a sign of hope and a 
sign they are near land.
  I see a robin and I stop to take a closer look. I know my 
uncle from heaven has come down to wish me luck. I call my 
robin Conor. I am halfway there and my mouth is dry. We stop 
for water near a river. I notice five fluffy ducklings at the edge of 
the water. I walk forward to try to touch them but their mother 
glides across the water quickly and herds them protectively 
away from me. I wish I could just cradle one of the ducklings in 
my hands and take it home with me as a pet.
  Suddenly, we have arrived in the city centre and finally 
we reach our destination. I’ve made it! I see the optic of the 
lighthouse and it’s huge compared to me. It was built in 1884 
and comes from Mew Island off the coast of Donaghadee. It 
sits safely in the centre of a glass cylinder protected by the 
famous Titanic Building behind it and Belfast Lough in front.
  We sit on the rocks. I smell the salty sea air and feel the 
breeze against my back. It’s time for lunch and my dad pours 
hot chocolate from a flask. We read about the history of The 
Great Light and I learn that the light keepers and their families 
had to make a lot of sacrifices and leave for long periods of 
time to keep everyone else safe. It reminds me of how I don’t 
get to see my nanny to keep her safe. I feel sad.
  At home Mummy lights the barbecue and the smell of 
wood burning reminds me of camping in France. We put on 
music and I immediately start dancing to the rhythm of the beat. 
I collect blankets for everyone because it’s cool. The sizzling 
sausages smell good. Afterwards, we toast marshmallows and 
I gobble chocolate mousse from a disinfected pot. We talk 
about the expedition to The Great Light. I send WhatsApp a 
video of me dancing to my nanny. I feel happy.

Pritsana Gallagher 
Co Antrim

THE HAUNTED LIGHTHOUSE 

Tuesday 16th of March
Dear Diary, 
I’m really not sure what to do.  It has been a day since I made 
the promise.  I am still so scared - oh yeah, I need to tell you the 
promise if I want to read this back in the future.  I promised to 
spend a night in the haunted lighthouse.  Now that I’ve written it 
down, it seems official.  
  “Fine,” I am saying to myself now.  “You will do it tomorrow.”  
  But I still think that is too soon.  I won’t dwell on this thought 
. . .  no, I should try to get to sleep.
  

Wednesday 17th of March
Dear Diary, 
Today is the day – the day I will probably wet my pants and a 
scream like a baby. I am so scared but still so nervous too.  What 
if I don’t come back?  
  If you find this diary without an ending, please give my Top 
Trumps to Marcy.  Uhh –no, I know I’m over-reacting.  
  I have to be brave.
  

6 pm 
Dear Diary, 
I’m in the lighthouse now and it doesn’t seem so scary.  
  CREAK!  What was that?  
  Correction – this is the scariest thing I’ve ever done.  Oh no, 
I see a shadow and I’m very worried I’m not here alone.  
  “Hello?” I bellow.  The reply isn’t words, though.  It’s a hollow 
scraping sound.  
  “Eeeeeh!” I squeal.  The reply isn’t words again.  But it is 
familiar. My fear is suddenly replaced by anger.  The reply was a 
laugh but not any laugh, the laugh of my friend, Alice.  
  And the worst part is, she is the one I made the promise to.

Thursday 18th of March
Dear Diary, 
I am so embarrassed.  It turns out she was filming, and it has only 
taken a day to make that video go viral. But there is always time 
for revenge . . .

Sophie Salmon 
Co Dublin
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There was once a seagull who lived in Galley 
Head Lighthouse, Cork. He was lonely, but 
that was okay. 
  He collected beautiful shells to put in 
his nest inside of the lighthouse. He also 
made pictures of various scenes such as 
the sea, a beach, or a rainforest on his wall, 
made of leaves, shiny bugs and blunt shards 
of glass.
  Every morning, when the sun was just 
rising above the sea, creating vibrant clouds 
in shades of flame and gold, the seagull 
would fly out and search for new seashells to 
add to his collection. He watched the other 
seagulls flying about, looking for fish and 
other small sea creatures. Not to collect, like 
him, but to eat.
  Sometimes the seagull felt twinges of 
sadness that he wasn’t with them, but then 
he’d see a shiny new shell, or a grass-green 
beetle that was just crying out to be part of a 
lizard on some mural. 
  One day, as he glided out of the 
lighthouse, he saw a large group of people all 
wearing the same shade of leaf-green down 
on the beach. They had small transparent 
bags.
  The seagull landed on a cold sea-
washed stone rock and squinted at the 
bags. His heart dropped as he saw that 
all the people were collecting his precious 
seashells off the beach.
  There were a lot of people, at least as 
many as a school of fish. They would take all 
the shells in no time.
  Suddenly a whistle blew from someone 
wearing a darker-green coloured shirt. All 
the lighter-green people brought their bags 
of seashells into a pile and laid out rugs a few 
feet away from it. They took out sandwiches 
and crisps and began what seemed to be 
their lunch break. 
  The seagull knew what he needed to 
do. He took off and grabbed a bag in his 
webbed feet. He lifted them up and up, while 
the people below shouted. He then ripped it 

AN EVENTFUL EVACUATION

Belfast, April 1941.
I’m standing at York Road Station with my 
twin brother, gas mask and suitcase in hand, 
trains wheezing past. My name is Alice 
O’Brian, I’m 12 years old and waiting to be 
evacuated. 
  The next few hours fly by in a blur and, 
before I know it, I’m standing in front of a 
patchwork of green fields. I look round to 

open with his sharp, fish cutting beak and let 
the seashells flow back out onto the beach.
  Then the seagull repeated it as many 
times as he could, swooping down for the 
bags quickly to avoid the waving hands of 
the disgruntled people.
  Soon enough, the beach was once 
again littered with shells of all shapes, sizes 
and colours. The darker green human blew 
her whistle and waved to everyone, then 
they all went into a silver-with-some-red-
logo bus. Soon enough its engine roared 
and it drove away down a sandy tarmac road 
with all the green people inside. The gull’s 
job was accomplished, and he was sure the 
seashells would stay in their rightful place… 
until he picked them up for his collection at 
least. 
  The seagull picked up a few shells in 
his beak and flew home, his white wings 
aching with soreness from carrying all the 
heavy bags of shells.
  He added those last shells to one of his 
murals, one of his home, then settled down 
in his nest and fell asleep.

Alice Hooke
Co  Dublin

see a kind face with a broad smile hiding 
under a bushy ginger beard 
  “Welcome to Donegal, Alice, Jonny.” 
It’s our Uncle Fergus. “Come on, we’d better 
get back home before it gets dark.” 
  We seem to walk for miles in the fading 
light but, when we stop, I can still make out 
the most beautiful sight, something we’d 
never find in the city -  a huge shimmering 
white tower. We look at each other with 
amazement. A real lighthouse!
  After Uncle Fergus shows us our room, 
he announces that he’s off to town to get 
food for tea. “Make yourselves at home and 
have an explore around the place.”
  We are magnetically drawn to the tower 
and, seconds later, we’re racing up the 
winding spiral staircase. It seems to go on 
forever and when we get to the top we’re 
totally breathless. 
  “Wow, look at that view,” Jonny gasps. 
“It’s amazing! Oh, look Jonny, there’s a ship 
on the horizon.” 
  Suddenly there’s a blinding flash and 
the light vanishes. 
  “What just happened?” Jonny 
stammers. “The bulb must’ve blown! Oh 
no! The sun has almost set and without the 
light the ship could crash into the rocks! We 
have to do something! Get Uncle Fergus.” I 
shriek. 
  We’re halfway down the stairs when I 
remember. “Uncle Fergus is in town!”
  “So, what do we do now?” Jonny asks, 
panic rising in his voice. 
  “I know! We could light a fire, just like 
in Scouts.” I suggest. “Quick, let’s collect 
some twigs and leaves.”  
  We rush outside and gather everything 
we need. We furiously start rubbing two 
sticks together when Jonny stops me. “Alice, 
we don’t have enough kindling here to make 
a big enough fire for the ship to see.” 
  I frantically look around and spot a log 
shed at the side of the house. “Quick, grab 
as many logs as you can carry.” 

SEAGULL SAVES SEASHELLS ON THE SEA SHORE

  We haul the bundles of wood over to 
the grassy cliff top. “We need to hurry, it’s 
almost dark and the ship is heading straight 
for us!”  
  I rub the sticks together for one last 
desperate attempt to make sparks and 
miraculously it works. Flames rise into the 
dark night sky and after a few minutes we 
look out to sea. 
  “It’s working!” I cry with relief. The ship 
is slowly turning away. “We did it!” I cheer.
   “You two sound happy.” It was Uncle 
Fergus. 
  After we tell him all about our eventful 
evening, he chuckles “Well, I think we can 
safely say that you two are going to bring 
some adventure to Fanad Lighthouse!”

Celia Kerr
Co Derry

THE LIGHTHOUSE

I woke up this morning, 
With a pain in my head,

I yelled with its lovely colours,
White and light red.

As I walked inside,   
I ran up the stairs,

The old wood gave a squeak,
Each time I took a step.

At least I’m here, it took me a while,
Turning on the light for the bold there was 

white,
I felt very tired after all that,

So I win, back to bed for another little while.

Kevin Long
Co Cork
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THE LIGHTHOUSE WHO SAVED THE DAY

There was a lighthouse fair and grand,
its light spread out across the land.

Every day was sunny and seagulls came to sit on the bay,
everything was happy, until one foggy day,

a ship sailed across the sea.
The buoy was bobbing nowhere to be seen,

the lifeguards tried to help and were very keen,
the only one who could see it was the lighthouse’s bright, bright, light.

So, the lighthouse decided to help the lifeguards with their plight,
he lit his light and the ship was in sight! 

The lifeguards could help them out. 
The lighthouse was the hero of the day,
the next day was nice and sunny then,

everything was happy once again!

Art McNally-Arnez
Co Wexford

There once was a little girl, her name was 
Emily. She lived by a lighthouse, in a tiny 
cottage. She wore a pale blue cotton dress 
and kept her long blonde silky hair in two 
plaits tied by ribbon.
  She lived with her younger brother, 
Tommy, her parents and her grandmother, 
who they loved very much. Emily and her 
brother played all day and only came in 
when it was dark. They would sip on a mug 
of hot milk and listen very carefully to their 
grandmother’s stories.
  One day, her father informed them that 
there was to be a storm and told Emily and 
Tommy to stay away from the coast. He was 
right. He stayed in the lighthouse working, 
while Emily and Tommy slipped into bed 
and listened to one of their grandmother’s 
stories. It blocked out all the howling wind, 
the waves crashing against the rocks and the 

rain pouring out of the heavens, splattering 
onto the ground.
  The next morning, they woke up to find 
five big, strong men in their house. Four of 
them were dazed and bruised, the fifth man 
was a bit more injured but would soon come 
around. Their ship had sunk. Father said the 
waves pulled the ship right up against the 
rocks and that they were lucky to be alive! 
  Mother and Grandmother nursed them 
back to health. Emily brought tea and brown 
bread while Tommy and Father fixed up a 
barn for them to stay in for the time being. 
Once the men recovered, they thanked 
the family and said they would be forever 
grateful. As they waved goodbye, Emily 
thought how lucky she was. She thanked 
God and then ran off with Tommy to play 
once more among the rockpools. 

Katie Nolan
Co Wexford

THE LIGHTHOUSE
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A HELPING LIGHT

Once upon a time, there was a lighthouse off 
the coast of Dublin that looked abandoned, 
but was not. There was a friendly old man 
working and living in the lighthouse. He 
was a lightkeeper who was operating the 
lighthouse day after day, week after week, 
month after month and year after year! 
  The lighthouse was old, because it was 
built during the First World War to guide 
warships, cargo ships and more ships and 
boats into the old port. 
  One day, the old man got news that 
he was going to retire soon. In fairness, he 
had been working there 45 years because of 
his passion for lighthouses, animals and the 
sea. Soon enough, the lightkeeper retired. 
But his old dog didn’t. The dog’s name was 
Fred and he worked at the lighthouse for 
over 10 years, which is around 70 in dog 
years. 
  The local council found a new 
lightkeeper with just as much passion for 
lighthouses, animals and the sea as the last 
one had. Therefore, they offered him this 
job. Then, less than a month later, Fred the 
dog died. The young lightkeeper was so sad 
and depressed he would sometimes forget 
to change the light! He would often stare at 
the stars at night, thinking about his short 
memories with Fred. He cried, he stared, he 
cried and he stared. 
  Below in the sea, a group of dolphins 
heard one of the young lightkeeper’s cries 
and knew that Fred had died and they 
were sad too. The dolphins gathered fish, 
stingrays and other sea creatures, even a 
jellyfish and an octopus! They had a plan to 
cheer the young lightkeeper up a bit. 
  The next day, the young lighthouse 
keeper came outside and cried again. 
Luckily, this time he did not forget to 
change the lighthouse light. Suddenly, the 
young lightkeeper heard a deep gurgle. He 
stopped and heard it again. So, he turned 
his head to look at the sea to see what was 
it. And when he turned he was amazed. 

BILLY THE GHOST

  “Are we there yet?” asked Tom 
impatiently.
   “We’re nearly there,” replied Dad kindly.
  There was a buzz of excitement in 
the car. John and Jess Flynn and their two 
children, Tom and Bob, were starting a fresh 
life in Wales. Covid-19 had destroyed John’s 
fishmonger business in the streets of Paris 
and they were eagerly looking forward to the 
move.
  “Is our house beside the sea?” wondered 
Bob curiously.
  “Yes, dear, it’s beside the sea,” replied 
Mum.
  “It will be a lovely spot to draw pictures,” 
Dad added.

There was first a dolphin jumping up and 
down, then on a jump, he came down, and 
at the same moment, a small school of fish 
swam beautifully in a wonderful formation. 
Not only that - when he looked down at the 
ground, he saw some beautiful jellyfishes 
swimming around nicely in circles and one 
by one, would jump up and down. 
  The young lightkeeper watched it all 
in awe as he clapped his hands. Finally, an 
octopus came up and squirted a lot of ink 
and, when it dissolved, all the sea creatures 
were lined up for the finish. The young 
lightkeeper clapped and cheered a lot. After 
the amazing show, he forgot a little about 
his sorrow. 
  From then on, the young lightkeeper 
had made some more friends in the sea. 
Every day the sea creatures would perform 
such a beautiful show and the lightkeeper 
would feed them, play with them and look 
after them day after day.  

Antonio Di Bucchianico
Co Dublin

  “I can’t wait!” screamed Tom excitedly.
  Dad suddenly slowed down.
  “Sorry, do you know the way to Point 
Lynas Lighthouse, please?” he asked a 
pedestrian on the road.
  “Point Lynas Lighthouse?” replied 
the man. “That’s haunted. Old Billy the 
lighthouse keeper died there last year and 
the council have been struggling to find a 
new owner. Rumours have been circulating 
around the town that his ghost lives there.”
  “Can you just tell us how to get there?” 
Dad asked angrily.
  Fears flitted through Mum’s mind as they 
apprehensively approached the lighthouse. 
The evening was spent unpacking. Soon 
they had completely forgotten about the 
ghost.
  “Lights out!” shouted Mum.
  Tom and Bob turned on a torch. They 
started trading football cards.
  “I will give you my 101 if you give me 
David de Gea 100 club,” whispered Tom.
  Suddenly there was a bang.
  “Arrrgggrr!” screamed Bob.
  “Who’s there?” asked Tom anxiously.
  A white shadow floated above them.
  “Who are you?” asked Bob nervously.
  “I am Billy the lighthouse keeper,” 
replied the ghost.
  Bob, being older and wiser, thought 
that this was a prank from their parents.
  “Nice try, guys, but your little prank isn’t 
scaring me,” he shouted confidently.
  “I am not your mum or dad. I’m Billy the 
old lighthouse keeper.  I’m no enemy, I want 
to be your friend.”
  “You can be our friend,” peeped Tom.
  “Yes,” Billy agreed. “You can be our 
friend.”
   “How about I tell ye a little about myself?” 
said Billy. “I was the lighthouse keeper since 
my father died. I was only twenty years old 
and I felt that I had a responsible job to do. 
I would check that the light was working 
everyday. If I stayed up late a boat or two 

would beep its horn at me.”
   “How did you die?” asked Tom curiously.
  “I died in my bed about a year ago,” 
continued Billy. “But I was so attached to 
this place that my ghost body didn’t want to 
leave.”
  The door opened slowly.
  “Who is there?” asked Jess.
  “It’s just Billy,” said Tom.
  “Billy…. Billy…Billy,” wondered Jess 
nervously.   ‘Wait, Billy the ghost, the one 
that the locals talked about?”
  “Yes, Mum, but he is telling us his 
story,” said Billy. “Do you want to hear it?”
  Jess and John Flynn sat down and 
listened carefully to the story.
  “Welcome to our family,” they said 
proudly.   

Cormac Fleming
Co Roscommon

LIGHTHOUSE

Lighthouse, lighthouse in the sky
It sees the mist rolling by
Lighthouse, lighthouse near the water
Hangs over rocks that would slaughter
Many ships passing by
Lighthouse, lighthouse in the sky
Helps the ships on the water
Away from the rocks that would slaughter
Through the mist, over the weaves
Lighthouse, lighthouse in the sky
You save the ships floating by
You send them on their merry way
And all I can do is say
Thank you

Angelina Axon
Co Down
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THE MAGICAL LIGHTHOUSE 

It was the first day of summer.   Mia and Max were moving from the busy 
city to the coast. Their mum and dad hadn’t told them exactly where yet. 
  They did not want to move! They really liked the city and their school 
and friends were there in the city. They would now have a new school 
and would have to make new friends. They were not happy. 
  “Out of the car, everyone,” said Mum. 
  “Welcome to your new home,” said Dad. 
  They were at a lighthouse, beside the house. 
  “I guess the house is nice and the lighthouse is okay,” groaned Max. 
  “We’ll go explore,” said Mia. 
  The lighthouse had lots of stairs and the view was nice. They went 
downstairs.  There was a second door. 
  “Let’s go through,” they said. 
  They went through the door – it took them to a different world! 
  It was amazing. There were small fairies and elves. There were 
magical creatures, places and things. 
  They met Cole, Lily, Tom and Evie. They had built the lighthouse. 
Cole and Evie said that the lighthouse had been built to guide magical 
creatures home. 
  “Speaking of home, we have to go,” said Max. 
  “Bye bye,” called Mia. 
  They went to the lighthouse every day. 
  It was early, and the family was having breakfast. Post arrived. It 
was from the council. The letter said that if the lighthouse wasn’t working 
in a month, it would be demolished. 
  “We can’t let that happen,” shouted Mia. “There is - ” 
  “Shhh,” whispered Max to Mia, to stop her finishing. “You can’t tell 
them!” he whispered, strictly. 
  “We have to,” Mia whispered back. 
  “Mum, Dad, will you fix the lighthouse?” they asked. 
  “Sorry, it’s too much to do,” said Mum. 
  “Dad,” Mia said, desperately.
  “I agree with Mum,” their dad said. 
  “We have to show them,” said Mia. 
  “Let’s go and ask Cole, Lily, Tom and Evie,” said Max. 
  So they asked and it was a Yes. 
  They were going to wait until after lunch to go. 
  “Mum and Dad, will you come to the lighthouse with us?” Mia 
queried. 
  “Sure,” they responded. 
  So, Mia and Max brought their parents to the lighthouse. 
  They went through the door – and Mum and Dad were astounded.
  They spoke with Cole, Lily, Tom and Evie who told them not to 
change all the original features.  But now their mum and dad were 
onboard. They planned to start the next morning. 
  Finally, after a month, they finished. 

  Most of the original features were kept. They fixed the light and the 
lifebuoy cupboard. Dad added a communication system with the lifeguard 
and the rescue boats. It looked super and is a fully functional lighthouse, 
guiding people and magical creatures home. 
  That night they had the lighthouse up and running.  It worked great. 
  The council men came to inspect the lighthouse and they approved 
it. 
  Mia and Max told Cole, Lily, Tom and Evie, and they were thrilled. 
They were over the moon.  They would still get to have adventures and to 
keep their magical lighthouse and make many memories in it. 
  Thus ends this lighthouse adventure.   

Eleonore O’Malley 
Co Kildare
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THE MERMAID OF SAPPHIRE 
ISLAND

As the night grew, Mum was finishing up 
Oliver’s bedtime story. 
  “One last one, please, Mum!’’ Oliver 
pleaded. 
  “Just one more, then lights out,’’ Mum 
told Oliver. 
  Oliver pulled his duvet towards him and 
looked at Mum.
  “On a cold winter’s night on Sapphire 
Island a man named John was working in the 
lighthouse.  The island got its name because 
the water surrounding it shines like sapphire.  
John was doing some light reading when he 
heard someone singing beautifully. He could 
not believe his ears.  It was most the beautiful 
singing he had ever heard in his twenty-five 
years on Planet Earth.  He froze in shock.  
Then he turned the lighthouse light in the 
direction of the singing.  He could not believe 
his eyes!  He saw a breathtakingly beautiful 
mermaid.  She had wavy, brunette hair, with 
dark skin and lips, and when she opened her 
eyes to look at her audience, it could make 
anyone feel dizzy, with teeth like pearls.  She 
had a green tail, with a matching shell top 
and tiara.  She was sitting gracefully on a 
rock.  John felt a strange, yet strong urge to 
get closer to her.  
  “With no more thought, he climbed 
down the lighthouse ladder, tore off his 
heavy clothing and boots and dove into the 
sea.  He was freezing but her singing and 
beauty numbed him.  As he was approaching 
the rock, her song came to a graceful end.  
  “’Hello, I am Princess Oceania of the 
Sapphire Sea,’ the mermaid said in a voice 
like an angel. ‘I can give you what your heart 
desires. You may not know what that is, but 
I truly do.”
  John opened his mouth to speak but 
she put her soft finger to his lips before any 
words could come out of his mouth. 
  ““Shhhh, my dear. Just take my hand 
and your own paradise awaits.”
  “She grabbed his hand and they floated 

THE MYSTERY AT BOATSTRAND 
LIGHTHOUSE

The school bus pulled up outside Boatstrand 
Lighthouse.  Libbie, Bobby and Dale jumped 
out.  They were finally home after a long day 
at school.  They ran up to the lighthouse 
door and pushed against the old wood.  They 
skipped up the swirly stone steps and burst 
into the kitchen. 
  “Kittens?” called Libbie, looking around. 
“Where are the kittens?”
  “How am I supposed to know?” shouted 
Bobby. 
  Bobby was Libbie’s old brother and 
was always in a bad mood.
  “Now, now. No need to panic,” said 
Dale, pushing in between Libbie and Bobby. 
  Just then, two little fluffy faces peeked 
out from behind the fridge.

Hannah Shanahan 
Delaney

Co Dublin

into the air.  John opened his eyes, and he 
saw that they were in a rainbow tunnel.  
  “Suddenly, he was on a tropical island, 
wearing a Hawaiian shirt, shorts and flip-
flops.  He was drinking from a coconut, with 
a little umbrella and straw in it.  In his other 
hand was the woman of his dreams.  She 
had blue eyes, pearly teeth, an angelic smile 
with shiny golden hair.  She was so beautiful.  
It was their wedding tomorrow.  He was 
surrounded by friends and family. 
  “John was even happier when he saw 
his dog, Django.  Everyone, including himself 
and his fiancée, Sophie, lived on the island.  
They did not have to go to work or pay taxes.  
John looked up into the cloudless sky, and 
Princess Oceania was there.
  “Legend has it, anyone lucky enough 
to work on Sapphire Island Lighthouse got 
to meet Princess Oceania and receive her 
amazing gift.”
  As Mum finished the story, she looked 
up to find Oliver was already asleep. 
  “Well, it was fun in those days when 
I was a magical mermaid princess,” Mum 
sighed. “Goodnight Oliver.”

  “Everest, Crystal!” cried Libbie. 
  She pushed Bobby out of her way as 
she ran to rub them.
  “Ow!” Bobby rubbed his arm.
  “Guys, have you started homework?” 
asked Mum, walking into the kitchen.
  “Erm… no,” said Bobby, trying to hide 
his school bag behind his back. 
  Mum pointed at the stairs. 
  “I’m going. I’m going,” he said as he 
dragged his school bag up the stairs.
  “You too, Dale. I expect homework 
done by the time I get back from the shop,” 
Mum said as she pointed at Dale.
  “Mum! Teacher says it’s RUDE to 
point,” said Dale, disappearing up the stairs 
after Bobby.
  “Boys these days,” laughed Libbie. “I 
was SOOO good, Mr Pender gave me no 
homework. So, I’m going to play with the 
kittens instead.” 
  Libbie ran off grinning.  
  As mum was leaving, she heard Bobby 
shouting,
  “Libbie!  Don’t throw the kittens’ wool 
out the window and onto the grass!” 
  “I didn’t!  Everest did.  Go grab it, 
kittens,” said Libbie. 
  The kittens ran out the door, following 
the ball of wool. 
  Bobby started unpacking his school 
bag and sighed.  He hated homework.  He 
picked up his schoolbooks and threw them 
out of the window, hitting the garden shed 
with a bang.
   Libbie came into the room crying, “I’ve 
looked everywhere for the kittens. I can’t 
find them anywhere!!”
  “Come on, let’s go find them,” said 
Dale, putting his arm around her. 
  They looked all through the house. 
  Libbie started screaming, “We’ll never 
find them!  They’re lost!  Lost forever!” 
  “When was the last time you saw 
them?” asked Bobby.
  “When Libbie threw their wool out of 
the window!” cried Dale at the thought that 
the kittens were lost.

  “Oh, I’m bored.  I’m going to play football 
outside,” said Bobby, running outside. 
  Libbie and Dale followed, to check the 
garden for the kittens. Libbie’s face was 
soaked from crying and her eyes were red.  
  “They’re not here,” cried Libbie. 
  Dale walked on the sand, dodging 
Bobby’s ball coming towards his face.  As 
he ducked, the ball flew past his head and 
hit the shed window.  There was a shocked 
silence as the glass shattered.  A minute of 
silence passed until a paw appeared at the 
broken window.  A second paw appeared, 
then two more.
   Libbie laughed in joy.
  “Guys!  Everest and Crystal were in the 
shed.  Bobby’s ball saved them!”

ANGEL OF THE SEA

Black sea
Cold
Frothing with anger and rage
I’m terrified
I can’t see anything
The wind and the crashing waves drown out 
all the sound

White robed
Warm
Dependable bright halo of white light
I’m saved
The rocks are not so menacing when you 
know where they are
The light will guide us - no words are 
necessary

It’s like a traffic light in the sea
An angel
The big pulse of bright light
A symbol of hope and strength
The tall tower that saved me
How many over lives has she saved?

The unsung hero
Where land and sea meet.

Alannah Richards
Co Waterford

Lola Meyer
Co Antrim
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THE HAPPINESS ROCK

Once upon a time, there was a lighthouse 
where a man called Fion looked after it. 
There was also a special rock which made 
the whole world happy.  
  One day when he woke, Fion felt down 
and he noticed that the Happiness Rock was 
missing and his big light which gave light to 
the world was broken.  He was so upset he 
didn’t feel like having breakfast. 
  Fion thought he would call his son 
Michael, who was eleven years old, for help. 
He called down to Michael and told him what 
happened. Michael was very upset too. They 
decided that they would go to the Unicorn 
Cave. The unicorns had made the Happiness 
Rock so Michael and Fion thought maybe 
they could replace it.
  They travelled across six dangerous 
seas to get to the Unicorn Cave. Then they 
popped into the cave and looked for where 
they would find the unicorns to ask them. 
They were going to give up because it was 
getting late but suddenly a secret door 
opened behind them.  They went in the 
secret door and it took them an hour to get 

THE MAGIC LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time there was a little girl called 
Ella. 
  Ella’s dream was to travel the world. 
Unfortunately, her family was very poor. 
Ella was an only child and both her parents 
worked on a farm nearby to a forest. Although 
her parents were poor, they had managed to 
buy a house near the countryside.
  Ella always took a nice breezy walk 
every day in the forest - not too far, though, 
because people said that the forest was a 
mysterious place. So her mother only allowed 
Ella to go a “few” miles into the forest and by 
“few” I mean like one mile.
  Now let’s begin the exciting part. Well, 
it all began on Tuesday 15th of November 
2000. Ella was taking her everyday walk and 
it seemed like all her usual walks… oh! Did I 
mention that her grandmother had given Ella 
a key before she died of cancer, bless her?
  Anyway, back to the exciting part...
where were we? Oh yes! Ella was talking 
her usual walk when she decided to go 
far into the mysterious forest and then she 
found a big lighthouse. Ella thought it was 
very strange place for a lighthouse but then 
again, her dad and mum never allowed her 
that far into the forest. Ella’s dad and mum 
were out in the shops. They had to walk a 
lot to get to the shops or the market. Ella 
knew that they were long gone, so she 
crept inside the lighthouse and saw a long 
staircase going up. She climbed and climbed 
and climbed and finally she made it to the 
top of the staircase and saw a locked door. 
  Ella was a very curious and adventurous 
girl so that made her even more determined 
to get through the door. She pushed and she 
punched and kicked but it wouldn’t open. 
Finally she saw a tiny key hole. She looked 
everywhere for a key. 
  Ella was willing to do anything to open 
that door. She knew her parents were going 
to be home soon, so she looked again, 
everywhere. Suddenly, she stepped on 
something. She looked down and next to 

to the end of the passage which twisted and 
turned, where they saw the Happiness Rock, 
sitting high up in a tiny crevice. They were so 
tired they slept in the secret passageway for 
the night.
  The next day they went back to the to 
the Unicorn Cave to ask for the Happiness 
Rock.  When they got to the end the unicorns 
were awake. 
  The unicorns said, “The humans stole 
the Happiness Rock from us a hundred 
years ago.”
  Michael told them, “The rock gives the 
world happiness and you wouldn’t like to see 
the world without happiness, would you?” 
  “No,” said the unicorns. They gave the 
Happiness Rock back to Fion and Michael 
and fixed the big light. 
  Fion and Michael became friends with 
the unicorns and visited them twice a month. 

Sarah Scanlon
Co Mayo

her foot was a rock. Ella picked up the rock 
and found a key under it.
  Could it be the key she was looking for?
  She put the key inside the keyhole and 
twisted it and turned it but it didn’t work.
  “Well! That’s a bummer,” Ella said. 
She almost gave up, then suddenly 
she remembered her own key that her 
grandmother had given her.
  Ella knew that it probably would not 
work but she gave it a go anyway. 
  Voilà! It worked and the door opened. 
Ella was thrilled!  Maybe her grandmother 
had been here when she was a little girl?   
  Ella peeked inside and saw a WHOLE 
NEW WORLD. “WOW!” she said.  
  Ella walked inside - the room was 
huge. It wasn’t like the normal world, Earth, 
where you and I live. This was magical, it 
was a rainbow type of world with sweets 
and unicorns and basically anything you can 
imagine.
  Ella was astonished. She couldn’t 
believe her eyes - she was in a magical 
world. She saw a unicorn coming her way. 
  The unicorn asked her, “Would you like 
to travel around the world?”
  Ella was so happy; her dream was 
coming true. 
  “YES!” said Ella happily.
  She climbed on unicorn’s back and 
they flew to China, Italy, Turkey, and Spain. 
Ella’s favourite part was when they went 
to Orlando, Florida and they took a trip to 
Disney World.
  After that, they flew back into the 
lighthouse. Ella said to unicorn, “Thank you! 
I am so happy you made my dream come 
true.”
  “Is there anything else I can do for you?” 
replied the unicorn.
  Ella thought for a moment. “Can you 
make us more wealthy and give my parents 
good jobs?” asked Ella.
  The unicorn said, “Of course!”
  This made Ella super excited - but there 
is a condition.
  “You cannot tell anyone about us,” said 

the unicorn. “Absolutely no one!!”
  Ella was sad that she couldn’t share 
this magical experience with anyone, but 
she agreed to the unicorn’s condition 
because she wanted a better life for herself 
and her parents. She also wanted to save 
the unicorn’s magical world from the greedy 
humans.
  Ella closed her eyes and when she 
opened them again, she found herself in a 
lovely, bright and beautiful pink room. Ella 
was happy that she could finally have a big 
home and she also didn’t have to be home-
schooled anymore. She went to an all-girls 
school and her parents worked as doctors 
and earned good money. Ella finally had 
lived her dream and met a unicorn. She was 
happy ever after.

Eshal Shaikh
Co Antrim

THE LIGHTHOUSE

A lighthouse towers above the rocks,
To warn the ships of oncoming shocks,
Its light shines bright into the sky
Offering comfort and direction to all people 
ahoy. 

People come to admire its beauty 
While it braves all weather to do its duty,
It stands on its own, day and night 
While the waves crash viscously with all their 
might. 

On calm summer days, tourists travel in 
numbers
To witness this building in all of its wonders,
Its height and its history have stories to tell,
Keeps people in awe and under its spell.

Gavin Doyle 
Co. Cork
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THE STORM

The wind was howling on a cold winter night as the Blackbeard Barracuda passed a giant 
red lighthouse. The lighthouse lit the sea from miles around.
  “Hello, Captain,” said a passing crew member.
  The captain nodded.
  “Storm!” shouted the lookout.
  “Keep a steady course,” said the captain calmly. Slowly but surely the Blackbeard 
Barracuda sailed straight into the heart of the storm.
  “Turn around, Captain!” protested the cabin boy
  The captain ignored him.
  “Abandon ship!” shouted some crew members.
  “Wait!” the captain shouted.
  “Haven’t you heard the legends?” the captain explained. “The ones who sail into the 
heart of the storm will have treasure to behold.”
  “It is only a legend, sir,” said his best mate.
  “You have to believe me,” said captain.
  “Okay, Captain, we believe you,” said his best mate.
  They continued to go through the storm. Lightning struck beside the Blackbeard 
Barracuda. They persisted through the storm. As the clouds continued to darken, the 
captain began to lose hope. There was a sudden flash of light. With that the Blackbeard 
Barracuda arrived at an island swimming with glittering gold and sparkling jewels. The 
crew stared in awe. They began to collect all of their new treasure. The captain was very 
pleased with himself. He would not set sail until they had collected every last piece of 
treasure.
  Five days later, they were ready to set sail. They had collected every last piece of 
treasure as th captain had requested. They set sail on a gloomy dark night. There was 
no storm this time, just pitch black. The captain could barely see where he was going. 
Suddenly there was a flash of light- it was coming from the lighthouse. The giant red 
lighthouse illuminated the Blackbeard Barracuda all the way home to Pirate Cove, where 
the captain shared his treasure with his crew. 

THE LIGHTHOUSE 
 
On a hill off the coast of Wexford stands a lighthouse. It’s an old lighthouse with cracks up 
its crumbling walls and peeling paint. It’s called Hook Lighthouse. It’s 2,840 years old and 
still standing - the oldest lighthouse in the world. 
  It won’t be for much longer, Amy thought because next week the lighthouse would 
be knocked down. Amy looked at her mother crying as she looked at the lighthouse. She 
remembered how her mother tried to save the lighthouse and for the hundredth time 
thought how unfair it was. The lighthouse had done nothing wrong but, because it’s in an 
ideal location for a rocket base, it was to be knocked down. 
  Then, out of nowhere, Trump Donald appeared and steered her away from the building. 
Without looking down, he said in a cold voice, “Before we kick you out, get out.” 
  Amy scowled up at the man who ordered the lighthouse to be knocked down. Her 
mum took her away from Trump and still crying, she whispered, “Let’s go home,” as she 
pushed Amy into the cube cars.

Zitem Okafor
Co Dublin

   After her mother fell asleep, Amy snuck out to the lighthouse. She had been sneaking 
out since she was two years old. When she reached the lighthouse, she did what she 
always did, she climbed down the cliff.
   After scaling down the cliff, Amy climbed into a cave and looked around. There was 
a blanket, a tin of food and some pillows. She sighed with relief but then, before she could 
sit down, Amy heard a noise. 
  She paused as she listened to the wind blow against the rock, and the waves crash 
against the cliff and … squeaking? Yes, definitely squeaking. But where was it coming 
from? And how come it sounded like ocaleas when ocaleas had been extinct for ten years 
now? The last one had died in a zoo in Altica. 
  Amy screamed in pain as her tentacles brushed against the cave roof. The nearer she 
got, the louder the noise became. As she was about to quit, she came up to a large gap. 
  When Amy looked, she couldn’t believe what she saw! Not only were there ocaleas, 
there were orangutans! There was a jungle, but there was also a desert and ocean and 
more, so much more. As Amy tried to process this, she remembered what Trump had said: 
“We’ll dig down the side of the cliff destroying any animals in the way.”
  So Amy recorded all that she saw and then turned around and raced up the cliff. The 
holograph was going to provide enough evidence to save the lighthouse. As always, the 
lighthouse shined a light and saved lives.

Kate Heneghan
Co Dublin

THE SHIP AND THE SAILOR 

One stormy February, Mark and I were sailing on our cargo ship from Holyhead to Dublin. 
We were on the bridge of the ship.
  Mark was in his early fifties and I was in my late twenties. We were both from a small 
town in Leitrim, called Ballinamore. I was the captain of the ship. Mark ran the engine of 
the ship.
  To pass the time I would read The Irish Times in the morning. On this day, I was 
reading the paper and I gasped. I rubbed my eyes to see if it was true. 
  “Mark!” I screamed. 
  He came running quickly. 
  “The lighthouse we are going past isn’t working,” I said anxiously. 
  A woman named Brianna was in the lighthouse trying to fix it, according to a news 
reporter called Niamh from The Irish Times and this was in the paper. I was worried. I asked 
Mark, “Should we stay here?”
  “No, we have to go or we will be late,” he replied.
  I took his word and kept on steering the ship, but the strong wind was making it hard to 
steer straight. Suddenly we heard a whistling noise. I felt dizzy. I told Mark to check on the 
engines. He came running up the stairs out of breath and barely able to speak. I just made 
out from Mark that there was a leak downstairs and that was the whistling noise. 
  We crashed into rocks beside the lighthouse. Our teeth were chattering with fear. I 
sent an SOS out to the Coast Guard and told them. “Our ship has crashed northside of 
the lighthouse. Please help us!” We got into our wetsuits and jumped overboard. I swam to 
shore, but Mark didn’t know how to swim so I sprinted to get the ring buoy and threw it as 
far as I could. Mark grabbed it and I started to pull it until he was on the shore. Now, we 
are both alive and we are being interviewed by Niamh from The Irish Times about our near 
death experience.

Niall Ahern
Co Leitrim
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LEGENDS OF THE LIGHTHOUSE

So here is how it all began. It was just another 
ordinary boring day. Bus, school, bus, home! 
I walked wearily through the door, kicked off 
my boots, laid on the couch and turned on 
my favourite film, Annie.
  I looked away from the dancing orphans 
on the screen as I could overhear my 
parents. They were discussing something 
that sounded important. Roisin, my twin 
sister, was eavesdropping for a bit  and told 
me everything she heard. 
  Eventually they came out. Dad said 
excitedly, “Roisin, Ciara, we’re going to 
move!”
  “Yes,” I interrupted. “Wait, where are 
we moving to?”
  “We’re going to… drum roll please…” 
he said, as if he were a host on a game 
show. Mum went along with it; Roisin and I 
just stared.  
  “Dad, please,” said Roisin, annoyed.
  “We’re going to live in one of the Galley 
Head Lighthouse cottages!”
  A few weeks later we arrived at Galley 
Head lighthouse. Roisin and I chose the 
best room - the attic! Surprisingly, it was 
bright and very clean. Dad rearranged our 
bunk beds while Roisin and I unpacked our 
clothes.
  Suddenly there was a loud knock on 
the door. It was Gerald Butler, the lighthouse 
keeper! He marched straight in. 
  “Hello! Here’s your key, I forgot to give 
it to ye,” he said guiltily. “A word of warning. 
Don’t go out at night. They’re my final 
words.” He skipped out and winked at me 
before he left. 
  “Why can’t we go outside?” I asked my 
parents nervously. 
  “Probably because… as the Irish 
say...’tis cold!” Mum said, basically imitating 
herself. “It’s almost 8:00pm so you two best 
toddle off to bed.”
  “Hey, Roisin, do you think there’s 
another reason Gerald Butler doesn’t want 

  “Awesome!” I said, jumping.
  “This is crazy!” said Roisin, almost 
crying. Unexpectedly an ear-piercing 
screech filled the air. 
  “Everyone, cover your ears!” said the 
little faun ducking into the bush.
“What?” Roisin and I said. 
  The mermaid yanked us in and kept 
us there until someone yelled that the coast 
was clear. 
  “What’s your name?” I asked eagerly.
  “Aoife,” she said elegantly spinning.
  “Mine’s Ciara and my sister is Roisin. 
What about you, little faun?” I asked, seeking 
answers and totally forgetting the danger. 
  “Sean,” he said, prancing about. 
  “Well, Sean, Aoife - what is happening 
here?” asked Roisin.
  “Well, we come out at midnight but 
must return to our homes by sunrise,” said 
Sean, collecting little bluebells. Aoife stared 
at him sadly nodding.
  “Or ask the light keeper to point the 
light of the lighthouse at those crystals,” she 
pointed toward the rocks near the edge of 
the water. “It guides us to our homes.”
  “What crystals?” I asked excitedly. 
She snatched the torch from my hands and 
shined it on the rocks which now appeared 
to look like crystals. 
  “Don’t ask, it’s just magic! However, 
try not to listen to the dragon song or you’ll 
fall into a deep sleep,” Aoife said.
  I forgot all about Roisin and ran toward 
the lighthouse. I shoved the door open and 
called Gerald Butler’s name. “Gerald, we 
need you! There are mythical creatures 
and…” Gerald cut me off.
  “Yeah, I know. It’ll all stop in the morning, 
just go back to bed,” he said, turning over on 
his other side. 
  “What if the dragon or the goblins run 
off to other parts of Ireland and everyone 
falls asleep!” I cried.
  “Fine!” Gerald said grumpily. “I’ll go to 

Saoirse-Joy 
O’Sullivan
Co Cork & Bahrain

us to go outside?” I asked, hugging my 
slippers.
  “Like what?” 
  Roisin joked, “The Cookie Monster 
stalks the night and he might eat… your 
cookies!” 
  She laughed but I didn’t laugh with her. 
I said, “Hey Roisin, let’s be detectives and 
stay up late tonight and see what happens.”
  “Fine!”
  I gathered torches, extra clothes, 
swimsuits! You never know when you might 
want a midnight swim. 
  It was one minute till midnight. I was so 
excited but nervous. PING! PING! 
  “Spiders, goblins, dragons, trolls or 
devils - take this!” said Roisin, furiously 
whacking her hurley everywhere. 
  “Calm down, silly! It’s just my alarm,” I 
said, laughing. We tiptoed downstairs to the 
kitchen through the old-fashioned hallway 
right to the front door. Roisin tumbled down 
the stairs wobbling, bobbing everywhere. 
  “Finally,” I said. “Let’s go!”
  I pushed the door open; Roisin 
immediately fought the air. I walked away 
and she followed, realising how stupid she 
looked. I heard a distant noise. I closed my 
ears. 
  “Mmm mmm,” said the voice. 
  I’m not sure whether I could hear it, but 
it sounded like singing. 
  “The water!” screamed Roisin. 
“Someone’s there!”  She sounded terrified. 
“Maybe they’re sick. We should leave!”
  “No!” I paused. “No way, it’s a mermaid!”
  “A what?!” Roisin blinked endlessly. It 
had beautiful greenish blue scaled tail and 
her blue face shone in the moonlight. “Ciara, 
that’s not the only weird thing!” 
  Roisin pointed to the sky, which was 
covered with unicorns and pegasuses. The 
hills were alive with white wolves, fauns, 
leprechauns and many more mythical Irish 
creatures.

the lighthouse while you distract the dragon, 
But tell me, did you bring anyone with you?”
  “Well…” I said, looking down at the 
ground.
  “Ciara!” yelled Sean and Aoife. “Come 
quick!”
  “No!” I yelled.
  “It’s your sister! She forgot to cover her 
ears and now she’s frozen to stone,” said 
Sean crying. “The only way to save her is to 
kill the dragon.”
  “Wait, I brought my headphones with 
me.  They’re in my bag,” I said, relieved.
  “And they’ll help…?” Gerald said, 
annoyed.
  “They’ll block out the dragon’s singing!” 
I said, frustrated. I sprinted but Gerald 
grabbed me. 
  “Take my pocket knife, you could use 
this to kill it,” he said. 
  I scrambled up the hill whilst listening to 
the song “This Is The Greatest Show.”
 ran up the dragon’s tail and dug the knife 
into the dragon’s throat.
  “This is the greatest show!” I sang 
whilst sliding down the dragon’s back. 
  Roisin gradually opened her eyes. “I’m 
alive,” she said, running awkwardly that she 
almost toppled over me. 
  “I was so worried!” I said.
  “Well, that was one great adventure to 
tell to our kids someday!” she said.
  “Never forget us!” said Sean.
  “We’re always here in case you want to 
party at night!” explained Aoife. She floated 
away whilst scuba dive dancing, wiggling like 
jelly.
  “We won’t forget you!” I shouted. “This 
was the best night of my life! How could I 
ever forget it!”
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OUR LIGHTHOUSES

When I was young and I had some fun, 
lighthouses were full and plenty. 

But now they are starting to disappear 
and it’s only the 21st century. 

It’s true that lighthouses are fading, 
something with which I disagree. 

They have saved many lives, 
the sailors and their wives, 

and they have not boasted of their talents to me. 

Yes, I don’t know half of the tales, 
I don’t think anyone does actually, 

but if the stories are true, 
then I must tell you, 

they did a great job of protecting those at sea. 

Yes, lighthouses are getting crumbly, 
slowly tumbling into the dunes, 

so that’s why I’m here, 
to get people to sightsee, 

and to look at the lighthouses and their ruins. 

I am sad to say I have not visited a lighthouse, 
even though I wax lyrical about them, 
and even though they are crumbling, 
in my eye they are sparkling gems.

But lighthouse history isn’t all smooth, 
there used to be people in a horrible mood, 

who would hold up lights, 
in the direction of the rocks, 

then the boat would crash in the opposite direction of the docks. 

Then most people would die, 
and those villains would laugh till they cried, 

then they raided the ship of its goods, 
but in came new laws and the police saw their flaws, 

and arrested them in their floods.

But sadly to say, because of us today, 
the sea is higher, 

which to Antarctica is a situation that’s dire, 
and the sea levels mean higher waves, 

which eventually in storms will flood some caves.

So we need to try for the lighthouses sake, 
to reduce our carbon footprint, 

so much is at stake. 

Caoimhe Crawley
Co Sligo 

 

The rain was lashing down on the roof of the 
lighthouse.  The thunder was deafening and the glow 
of the lightning was eerie as it seeped through the 
window on to the floorboards.  Not that that I was 
scared though, not yet at least.  I had seen storms 
worse than this more times than I could count- wait, 
you’re confused, aren’t you? 
  I should probably start at the beginning.  My 
name is Jamie Stone and I am a lighthouse keeper.  
I have been for 40 years.  Now, this may not have 
been the worst storm I had ever seen, but it was 
definitely the worst day of my life. 
  I had been asked to guide a large yacht called 
The White Mermaid to shore during the storm.  I had 
done this many times before, but, still, hundreds of 
lives depended on me.  I went over to the beacon 
and shot its white light over the ocean, searching for 
the ship. 
  When I finally found it, everything changed.  I 
saw it sinking down it to the deep Atlantic, a jagged 
rock sticking out of its hull.  It was terrifying.  I leapt 
into action.  I called the lifeboat service immediately, 
asking them to send as many boats as they could. 
  When they returned … well, l don’t like to tell 
this.  But the point was they had not rescued anyone.  
This is when the real trouble began.  They said there 
was a beast.  It had taken The White Mermaid’s 

passengers and swum to Dot Island. They were too 
scared to go out again.
  I took my boat and sailed towards the island.  
I may be an old man, but l was a determined one!  
I patrolled the island and that is when I saw the 
beast -  it had green, scaly skin and huge yellow 
eyes.  It resembled a giant snake and … and … it 
had a snarling, hungry face like it was looking for an 
afternoon snack.  It snatched me up and swept me 
off to its cave.  I found the passengers there, lying 
down in the cave, most with nasty gashes on their 
faces. I had to do something. 
  I went over to the corner of the cave to think.  
That is when I spotted a tooth - probably belonging to 
the beast.  If it were anything like a snake the tooth 
would be poisonous!  l waited for the beast to return 
and stabbed it with its own tooth.  The passengers 
were shaken but happy! 
  When we returned l was feted as a hero.  I 
received many medals and awards, and people were 
always thanking me.  But to be honest, the cheers of 
The White Mermaid’s passengers was all the thanks 
I needed.

Rose Leyden
Co Dublin

THE BEAST NEAR THE LIGHTHOUSE
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THE LIGHTHOUSE FAMILY 

John spent his life as a lighthouse keeper and 
loved nothing better than telling his children 
stories about it. He had many stories but the 
events of October 4th, 1988 was one story 
he particularly loved to recall. 
  He told his children Jeff, Paddy and 
Sarah that he was lucky to have survived the 
night. He described the monstrous waves 
crashing along the coast and the big BOOM 
as a wave would break over the lighthouse. 
At the end of the thrilling story, John said to 
Paddy, “When I die, I want you to take over 
the lighthouse.” 
  Paddy was only fourteen at the time, 
but he was excited and proud that his father 
had chosen him. 
  Twenty years later John sadly passed 
away in hospital and just before he died, he 
turned to Paddy and said, “You take care of 
the lighthouse”.
  “I will,” replied Paddy and said goodbye 
to his father. 
  Paddy woke up at seven o’ clock 
every morning and went straight up to the 
lighthouse. 
  Jeff and Sarah had their own business 
just beside the lighthouse. It was called 
Brothers and Sisters Jet Ski Training Camp. 
Their business was very big and they were 
very wealthy.  Whereas poor Paddy had 
not much money or interest in running the 
lighthouse anymore. He felt it was not as 
much fun as his siblings’ business. Looking 
out from the top of the lighthouse, he 
watched the jet-skis zipping over and back, 
while all was quiet in the lighthouse. 
  Instead of giving up, Paddy decided 
to set up a lighthouse tour business called 
Rockcarraig Tours. He had his business 
running for two weeks and it was going well.  
  Then one day, the 4th of May to be 
exact, Paddy was taking people on the tour 
when something caught his eye.  There was 
a little boy missing on the island and the 
mother and father were getting very worried.  
Paddy looked out from the balcony and saw 

THE LIGHTHOUSE OF AILLTE 
CREAGACH 

It’s 1899 and the lighthouse keeper of Aillte 
Creagach, Captain Connery, a robust 68 year 
old man with a snow white beard and hair, 
looks out over the sea. Connery is a retired 
ship’s captain and wears his sea captain’s 
hat always, even when he sleeps, which isn’t 
often. He lives alone in the lighthouse and 
reads his many books to pass the time. At 
six feet and one inch, Connery is also a tall 
man.
  One calm day as the captain was looking 
out for ships, he saw a red marker buoy 
disappear, as if it was dragged underwater, 
followed by another and another. “What in 

the little boy clinging to rocks at the bottom 
of the cliffs.  He raised the alarm and ran 
down the spiral stairs and grabbed the life 
buoy.  The Coast Guard crew was there and 
Paddy directed the crew to exactly where the 
boy was.  They rescued the boy and brought 
him to the shore where Paddy performed 
CPR until the ambulance crew came and 
brought him to the hospital where thankfully 
he survived.  His parents were so grateful 
to Paddy they told the story to all the local 
media and social media. The story went viral.  
This increased the number of tourists who 
came to visit the lighthouse doing the tours.  
People came from all over the world, even 
from an island off Perth called Rottnest 
Island where there are two lighthouses.  
  Paddy, following in his father’s 
footsteps, loved to share the stories of life 
at the lighthouse and the important part 
it played in saving lives. Paddy now is a 
very rich and very happy man living in the 
lighthouse.  

the blazes!” he said to himself, as he heard 
a familiar sounding voice, but dismissed 
it. Connery had heard tales of lighthouse 
keepers who went mad from being alone.
  Connery grunted, picked up some 
binoculars and looked out over the water to 
see if he could find the reason the buoys 
had disappeared. Maybe the captain of the 
helper ship that dropped off supplies, the ILV 
Granter, would be able to shine some light 
on the matter. He would contact him on the 
radio tomorrow. 
  Next morning Connery woke up in 
a daze and heard the voice again. “Better 
watch for ships,” he muttered in his deep 
voice.
  As Connery was walking upstairs he 
thought he saw a white ghost-like figure, a 
phantom, but it disappeared before he could 
blink. He was startled. 
  “Who goes there?” he called. “I’m a 
ship’s captain and I’m armed.” 
  The phantom chuckled in a deep gruff 
voice, “I am your worst nightmare. You’d 
better watch out, look at the sea for a 
change.” 
  Connery ran upstairs to the light room 
as fast as he could.
  The ILV Granter was heading straight 
towards his lighthouse at speeds he had 
never seen before. The lighthouse beacon 
was flashing, how could they not see it? 
There was no use shouting. 
  “Blast and darn, the binoculars - where 
are they?” he said before grabbing them 
from the desk. What he saw through the 
binoculars changed his life forever, there 
was no crew and no captain.
  “NO CREW, NO CAPTAIN. HOW?!!!”
  “Michael, you see the reas…” the ghost 
growled. 
  “How do you know my name, who are 
you?” demanded Connery. 
  “Don’t you remember me, Michael? 
We were best friends. It’s me, Conor, I died 
on our ship, you could have saved me by 

throwing me a rope, but you didn’t. I fell off 
the ship and drowned as you watched.” 
Conor’s voice became distorted as he said, 
“YOU WILL DIE TOO. YOU SEE, I HAVE 
BEEN DISTRACTING YOU CAPTAIN, 
GOODNIGHT AND ADIEU.”
  As Michael turned, the ship crashed 
over the rocks into his lighthouse at the 
bottom of the cliffs, destroying it and killing 
him. 
  Everything disappeared, washed under 
the waves as the sea turned calm again and 
the red buoys reappeared on the surface, as 
though they never moved. It is said to this 
day, that Michael and Conor still haunt the 
island and its new lighthouse. 

  

Fionn Roche
Co Dublin

Jake Brady
Co Cavan
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PURPLE PEARLS. 

Hi, I’m Kat the lighthouse keeper. The funny thing 
is I am a cat. I wasn’t always a cat, but how this 
happened is unimportant - just don’t mess around 
with purple pearls. It’s hard work being a lighthouse 
keeper especially when you have paws. But right 
now, I can relax. 
  “So relaxing!” I said to a seagull called Heather.
  “Never been this comfy before,” Heather replied. 
  Then the doorbell rang for the first time in years. 
I jumped on to the handle and opened the door and I 
was not happy. The person on the other side was not 
very happy either. In fact, she was extremely angry… 
with me, I think!
  “You! You stole my magic pearl!” the woman 
screamed.
  “Is it purple?” I asked innocently.
  “Yes!” the woman shouted.
  “Well it turned me into a cat and disappeared!” 
I roared. 
  “Since you stole it, I must curse you,” she said.
  “Um… you can’t curse someone who’s already 
cursed,” I pointed out.
  “True, true. I guess I’ll destroy the lighthouse 
instead and lock you up… oh and the seagull too!” 
she cackled.                                                                                                          
  I have decided she is an enchantress. I mean, 
she acts like one and she uses magic. And of course 
she owns a purple pearl. I still have the purple pearl 
on my collar. I just didn’t tell her because I sensed 
evil coming from her. A purple pearl can do good or 
evil. She used hers for evil. Enough about pearls. The 
enchantress locked me and Heather up, in a cave 
under the lighthouse. 
  “Well how will we get out of this?” Heather 
asked.
  “I don’t know,” I replied sadly. My home was 
about to be destroyed and I could not do anything 
about it.
  “Why don’t you try picking the lock with your 
claws?” Heather asked.
  So I tried and… it worked . We were out of there 
and on our way up to the lighthouse.  When we got 
to the lighthouse the enchantress had begun casting 
a spell. 
  “Heather, distract her!” I shouted.
  Heather nodded and called her family over. I 

ran to the enchantress’ spell book and tore out the 
page and prepared to fight. The enchantress whipped 
around to face me and lashed out with her sharp 
nails. I dodged. I attacked her and she attacked me. 
Suddenly the purple pearl began to glow. It was a nice 
soft purple glow. I had an urge to throw the pearl at 
the enchantress and tell her that I hated purple pearls.  
So I did.
  “I HATE PURPLE PEARLS!” I shouted with all 
my might.
  The enchantress was sucked into the pearl faster 
than you can say “purple pearls.” Heather came over 
to make sure I was okay.
  “We did it!” I yelled in triumph.
  “Let’s have a party to celebrate!” Heather 
squawked.
  We partied the night away. The lighthouse’s light 
was flashing like a disco ball and Heather’s entire 
family was there. 
  Afterwards I went and locked the pearl away. 
That’s why you don’t mess with purple pearls.

Zoe Corcoran
Co Dublin THE LIGHTHOUSE’S SECRET

The Cullen family was on a two-week holiday on Crab 
Island, named after the many crabs that occupied 
the coastline. Mum, Dad, Daniel and Tom had visited 
everything on the island -  the beach, the forest, the 
lighthouse tour, the local sweet shop and more.
  Tonight, Tom couldn’t sleep. He shared a bedroom 
with Daniel, who had fallen asleep immediately. So 
Tom went to the window, opened the curtains and 
stared out at the dark sea. The beautiful lighthouse 
was shining its powerful beam. Then something 
caught his eye. A movement in the water. Was it a seal 
or a fish, or something more sinister? Tom waited for 
the lighthouse light to go over the area, but it didn’t! It 
seemed to go out then come back on after it passed. 
  “That’s strange,” said Tom to himself. “It must be 
broken.” He went over and shook Daniel.  “Wake up! 
I need you to come. I think the lighthouse is broken!”
  Daniel sat up. “Broken? Come on then, there are 
lives at risk!”
  They got dressed, crept passed Mum and Dad’s 
room, and cycled up the path to the lighthouse on 
their bikes. When they got there, they found the door 
unlocked.

THE LIGHTHOUSE MAN

The lighthouse was creepy. End of story. Creepy. Just 
creepy. The only part of it that wasn’t a total mess was 
the light. Everywhere else was a gardener’s worst 
nightmare. Ivy had crept up the sides and the red and 
white stripes were now hardly visible underneath all 
that moss. It was like a dead zone. Within five feet 
of the lighthouse, there were weeds and dandelions 
coming through the cracks in the charred concrete 
pathway. Basically, the lighthouse was a wreck. It 
would be a miracle if anyone were able to live in it for 
a day, let alone years.
  The thing is, somebody did live in it. His name 
was Brock. He looked a bit like Hagrid from the 
Harry Potter movies to be honest. He was a goliath 
compared to the rest of the village. Brock towered 
over everybody and he was intimidating. Really 
intimidating. His face was rough and rugged. He 
had a black eye patch and he hated strangers. His 
other eye was an electric blue. He walked with a limp 
and no one knew why. He wore brown shirts and 

  “Weird,” said Daniel. “The tour guide said that 
they always lock the door.”
  “It’s a lot creepier in the dark, isn’t it?” said Tom 
as they went in.
  Daniel nodded. Tom hit the light switch and 
they were soon climbing the winding staircase up to 
the gallery. When they opened the trapdoor beneath 
the gallery, they were momentarily blinded by the 
light, but shielding their eyes, they saw the problem 
straight away. Someone had put a massive blackout 
blind over part of the lantern pane. They removed it 
and before long were back outside with their bikes. 
  “I wonder who put it there?” said Daniel 
thoughtfully.
  “Uhhh, Daniel?” said Tom.
  “Yeah?”
  “Is that boat coming ashore?”
  “Yes!” exclaimed Daniel. “Quick, hide! We 
shouldn’t be here.” Grabbing their bikes, the boys hid 
behind some rocks. 
  They heard voices. “Come on, get the treasure 
in the storage room and I’ll see why the blackout blind 
has been removed.”
  Treasure! They must be thieves and they put the 
blackout blind up!
  “Come on, we’ve got to tell Mum and Dad,” 
whispered Tom.
  They jumped on their bikes and sped home. A 
police car was sitting outside and in the living room 
their parents were talking to two police officers.
  “Daniel! Tom! Where were you? We’ve been so 
worried!” they cried.
  “Never mind that now, there are thieves at the 
lighthouse!”
  Soon they were outside the lighthouse in the 
police car. The officers went in and reappeared 
dragging four men – three of them were in wetsuits 
– by handcuffs.
  It turned out the men had been using the 
lighthouse as a hideout and had hidden in an unused 
storage room when there were tours. The blackout 
blind had stopped the light shining on their boat. 
  The boys had caught them in the middle of 
stealing from an old and valuable wreck! 

Andrew Johnston
Co Antrim

trousers. His hair was a bird’s nest, and again, he 
hated strangers.
  Everyone loved to make up stories about why 
Brock was the way he was, but no one actually knew. 
Once, the village journalist who writes for the Weekly 
News, knocked on his door. He opened it and then 
she started questioning him. Did I forget to mention 
he had a dog? A huge, great, black, creepy dog. If I 
had to choose which was creepier, Brock, or his dog, 
I’d have my work cut out. 
  Some say he lost all his family at sea, others say 
his family disowned him. While some other people 
think that his whole family is just dead. When Brock 
goes to the village to buy some bread from the bakers, 
or some meat from the butchers, the whole place 
just goes silent. You could hear a pin prick if you had 
wanted to while he was there.
  No-one knows who he is, if he’s even human, 
and no one ever will know.

Ana Marie Kehoe
Co Antrim
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THE LAST SPLASH

As I clasped my mum’s long coat, thoughts were racing through my head. 
  When we arrived at the huge engraved double doors, I walked quickly behind my mum. 
I was scared in case someone would see my bad leg. 
  We were greeted by the headmaster, a messy man, and small in size, with a big long 
beard. 
  He introduced himself as Mr. Holkun. “How are you?” he said, as he held his hand out 
ready for me to shake it. I took a step closer to him and shook his hand. When we entered 
into the school, he showed us around and led me to my classroom. Mr Holkun knocked on 
the door. About a millisecond later, the door swung open. A tall woman with her hair in a big 
bun and a dress that was touching the floor walked me into the classroom. 
  The second I looked around at my class, I knew I was not welcome in the school.
  I had only just moved to this seaside village a few months ago because my mum got a 
job here. I missed my old friends. I waved goodbye to my mum. 
  The day started with maths, then English, and, after that, it was finally break. I tried 
not to limp, so no one would look at my bad leg, but that didn’t work! A tall kid, who looked 
like the leader of a big pack, walked up to me. “Hey new kid, what happened to your leg? 
It looks all shriveled up?” he asked. Then his pack laughed and he walked away. 
  I tried to forget about that, but it was hard. The day passed slowly until the bell rung. I 
got my orange school bag and swung it over my back.
  When I was about to leave school, the tall kid came up to me again. 
  “Littl kid, are you up for a challenge or are you too scared?” he asked. I didn’t know 
what to say, but the words flew out of my mouth. 
  “You bet I am ready,” I said. I totally regretted saying that. 
  “That’s the challenge, you need go in there,” the tall kid said. He was pointing at a blue 
and white rusty lighthouse with smashed glass. The lighthouse was on a number of rocks 
and there was no real path to get to it. 
  I took small steps until I finally reached the lighthouse. The front door opened with a 
squeak and I walked in. I climbed the stairs to the top. As I got to the final steps, I fell. My 
bad leg was so weak, but I had to keep going. 
  After a few attempts, I reached the top. The view was spectacular; you could see the 
horizon, a total different colour to the sea. I was so amazed, I sat there for at least an hour 
watching the seals and boats go by. 
  All my peace was broken when I got a message from my mum that read: “COME. 
HOME. NOW.” She only uses all caps when she is angry. 
  I stumbled to my feet and walked down the stairs. When I opened the door, a fresh 
breeze blew my hair and the tide had changed. The water was washing my feet. I was 
terrified. I grabbed my phone. My hands were shaking so much that the phone slipped out 
and into the water. 
  I knew I was doomed. The only protection was the lighthouse! 

Erin Brennan Conte 
Co Dublin

THE LIGHT OF THE LIGHTHOUSE

The lighthouse light is on,
All of the darkness is gone.

We turn this light on,
Before morning dawn

So all boat captains can see.

It’s as bright as the sun
Before Monday’s done

When all of the children are having fun.

The lighthouse light is on
All of the darkness is gone,

We turn this lightning before morning dawn,
So all the boat captains can see.

The light is all bright,
Which goes all through the night

The lighthouse light will light the way
Through all dark times throughout the day.

The lighthouse light is on,
All of the darkness is gone,

We turn this light on,
Before morning dawn

So all boat captains can see.

Lauren Meacle Murray
Co. Westmeath
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LUCY AT THE LIGHTHOUSE

My name is Lucy and I’m a collie dog. I 
live at Luna Lighthouse, overlooking the 
Atlantic Ocean. I live here with my Master 
Leo - at least that’s what I call him, after the 
Taoiseach. 
  My job is to keep keep watch every day, 
keep a good eye on the goings-on and do the 
rescuing, of course. Every day is different as 
the weather changes all the time. The sea 
can be calm and blue one minute and rough 
and black the next …like my fur! The waves 
constantly crash and spray over the rocks … 
crash, crash, crash go the waves.
  My favourite time of the day is when 
I’ve finished my rounds and I can lie at the 
top of the lighthouse watching the beam 
reach across the dark ocean, teasing the 
stars up above.
  But it is not always so easy. Yesterday, 
for example, was very busy. After my usual 
checks and sniffs around the lighthouse I 
was having my elevenses, a chewy biscuit, 
and listening to the waves crashing. Crash, 
crash, crash go the waves …. when I heard 
a bang, and then a WHOOSH sound. I 
jumped up and ran down the 400 steps to 
the base of the lighthouse. I could hear Leo 
coming behind me, puffing and panting…
he’s not so fit!
  At the bottom we couldn’t see anything, 
or smell anything for that matter (I do like to 
sniff out adventure!). We looked carefully at 
the sea swell but nothing, then out of the 
corner of my eye I see a pile of feathers. It 
was a bald-headed eagle, who looked very 
worse for wear. It seemed he head stunned 
himself after flying into one of the windows 
at the lower part of the lighthouse. We 
looked closer and we could see his big red 
eyes rolling around, He was scared, he was 
injured. Crash, crash, crash go the waves…
  Leo got closer now he had regained his 
breath and saw one of his wings was broken 
so he raced, or maybe walked a little faster 
than usual, back up to the steps to send an 
SOS to the mainland for help.

UP DOWN UP DOWN

Once, there was a buoy that bobbed in the 
water in Cork. He loved his beautiful view of 
a beach where children play on holiday, the 
fields of green and a majestic lighthouse in 
the distance. For a while he was content. 
Soon, however he grew restless. He wanted 
to see more of the world! He was sure 
that there were even more beautiful sights 
somewhere. He wished more than anything 
that he could fly away.
  Soon, as luck would have it, there was a 
huge storm on the sea. He was bobbing, up 
and down, up and down. Suddenly he was 
wrenched from the sea! He travelled fast 
through the sea on a wave. He crashed into 
a big object and fell asleep. Once he awoke, 
he was very scared. He could see a huge 
object above him. Suddenly he realised. It 
was the lighthouse. He hadn’t gone very far. 
Still, maybe that was good. From here, he 
couldn’t see the holiday cottage or beach. 
All he could see was water.
  He missed his home. He desperately 
wanted to go back. Day after day, he bobbed 
up and down. Maybe he should never have 
been at his old home. He had never helped 
anybody or made anyone happy. Even when 
he was home, he had just watched the 
children play.
  After a few more days of bobbing up 

  I wait by the eagle until another big bird 
arrived, actually a helicopter, to take him to 
safety and to get his wing fixed up.
  After all the excitement we went back 
up to the lighthouse for a little rest. It’s a 
good job I’m here to keep everyone alert.
  I laid down and had a big sleep with 
the afternoon sun streaming through the 
window. Crash , crash, crash go the waves 
…I am dreaming of chasing cats across the 
sea…Crash, crash, crash go the waves…

Sadhbh Flanagan
Co Dublin

and down, up and down, he saw something 
floating in the water. It didn’t look like an 
animal or a person or even seaweed. It was 
clear, and had handles, it was stretchy and 
felt strange. It didn’t look very nice. Suddenly 
he realised! The clear water around him was 
full of them! As well as that, there was lots 
of different types of rubbish. He knew he 
had to do something. As he looked, he knew 
what to do! Carefully, he drifted around the 
water as far as he could reach. First he 
bobbed through the plastic bags, then used 
them to pick up a lot more rubbish. 
  The plastic was heavy for him though, 
and just when he felt like he would sink, a 
boat came by. 
  “Look!” shouted a man on board, 
“We have nothing to pick up, this buoy has 
collected it!” 
  His friend looked doubtful. “How?” 
asked his friend. 
  “I’m not sure, but this buoy has saved 
lots of animals’ lives!” The little buoy was 
delighted. He had saved the animals! 
  “I think he belongs somewhere else, 
like over there!” said the first man. The men 
picked him up and brought him to his home.
  As the went in the other direction, they 
thought that it was almost like the buoy was 
waving. Up, down, up, down.

Elizabeth Reilly
Co Dublin

THE MAN WHO GAVE HIS LIGHT

Long ago, in a little village next to the sea, 
there was a lighthouse. An old man tended 
to the lighthouse. Nobody really knew him 
and even the older people thought they 
remembered him being old when they 
were children. The villagers took it upon 
themselves to mind him, in return for him 
minding their fishermen.
  As this was quite long ago, fish was 
their only income and one of their only 

sources of food. This is why the fishermen 
were out fishing on that very fateful day of 
the storm.
  The fishermen had just rowed out their 
boat through the rain as a thick fog rolled in.
  As soon as they had cast out their nets, 
they knew they had made a mistake. It was 
far too stormy to be out fishing. There was 
also a current pushing them away from the 
harbour and straight towards the rocks. Even 
if they could fight off the strong current, the 
fog was so thick that they couldn’t even see 
their own hands in front of their faces, never 
mind getting back to shore.
  Just when all hope seemed lost, a 
bright light shone out from ahead of them. It 
was the lighthouse!
  The men jumped up with excitement, 
before sinking back down again like stones. 
The lighthouse light was great, if they could 
only somehow find a way to fight the current 
that was so strongly pushing them towards 
the rocks.
  They were just a metre away from being 
smashed against the jagged rocks, when 
one of the fishermen noticed something 
different about the lighthouse’s light.  It 
looked… solid…somehow. The man tried to 
put his hand through the light, but found that 
he couldn’t. It was rock solid.
  The fisherman quickly called the other 
fishermen and one by one they stumbled up 
onto the light as their boat smashed against 
the rocks behind them.
  They slowly made their way to the top 
and finally each of them climbed onto the 
lighthouse balcony. They found the balcony 
door open and stepped inside.
  The old man, looking completely 
exhausted, was sitting on his chair inside. 
“Ah, good! It worked,” he said, looking up. 
  With that, before the fishermen could 
do anything, he faded away into a golden 
mist and floated away do join the light he 
loved so much.

Hazel Gillen
Co Wicklow
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RIDGE

Max Clarke
Co Dublin
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CALL OF THE SEA

It was the summer holidays and Anne was staying at her grandfather’s house. 
  It was going to be utterly boring! After a few days of doing nothing, Anne’s grandfather 
suggested that she go and explore the village. 
  “It will be great!” he said enthusiastically. 
  “All right, Grandfather, but I have a question. What about that old lighthouse? Should 
I explore that as well?” 
  “Oh no, no, no, child. Never go into that lighthouse,” said Anne’s grandfather, who 
looked very worried. 
  “But why?” Anne asked. 
  “All right, child, do you mind if I tell a story? Hmm? Very well,” her grandfather said. 
“Once there was an old woman who lived in that lighthouse. There were a lot of rumours 
about her. Some said that she was a witch, others said that she was a spirit,” he explained, 
adding, “but some said that she was a selkie!”
  “But what is a selkie?” asked Anne. 
  “A selkie is a magical being,” her grandfather continued. “By day they take the form of 
a woman, but at night they take the form of a seal. And then one night, that woman takes 
her true form and becomes a seal forever. And some say that’s what happened to the old 
woman because one night, the woman vanished!” 
  “Really, Grandfather?” said Anne, who was bit sceptical of this idea. 
  “It’s true, child, “ her grandfather replied. “Never go near that lighthouse, do you 
understand me?” 
  Anne sighed. She had explored all of the village and now she was bored again. “Maybe 
I’ll just go and take a look,” she said to herself. 
  Inside the lighthouse, it was cold and damp and it smelled awful. As she climbed up 
the slippery steps, she noticed that there were some strange red stains on the walls. Anne 
frowned. Very strange! 
  When she reached the top, Anne saw a small table.  On top of it there were some 
very unusual shells. They were all different colours, like blues, greens and reds. Some were 
even multi-coloured. 
  There was one, however, that caught her eye in particular. It was a shimmering, almost 
transparent white colour, and was in the shape of a seal.  Anne picked it up and looked at 
it. At the end of what looked to be the seal’s tail, there was a small hole. 
  Curious, Anne blew into it, and it sounded like the bark of a seal. 
  Wait! Anne remembered what her grandfather said about the selkies, but it was too 
late. She was turning into a seal. Soon, she was completely transformed. She slipped down 
the stairs and vanished into the sea.
  And sometimes, if you visit that town, and go down to that harbour, it is more than 
likely that you will see a certain seal looking out onto land with what looks like longing in in 
its eyes. And some say that it is Anne. 
  The magic of the sea is as dangerous as it is wonderful and should not be interfered 
with.
  
Maya van Rensburg
Co Galway

GRAMPA’S LIGHTHOUSE

CH-CH-BRRRRRRMM! coughed the foghorn.
  I was used to the noise.  That’s not to say my ears didn’t hurt every time it happened, but I 
wasn’t scared of it like I used to be. 
  I remember running inside to Nana’s comforting arms while Grampa pushed the button and 
sent air blasting out of the can, warning incoming ships about the thick clouds that came down so 
low in my village, engulfing everything in their foggy grasp. 
  But now, five years later, the sound was a reminder of my childhood and Grampa - a painful, 
ear-blistering reminder.
  “Want to come fishing with me?!” called my dad from the harbour. 
  “Sure!” I yelled back at him. “Let me just put on some waterproofs!”
  My dad ran a local fish shop that probably accounted for 60% of my village’s food. He also 
had a big trawler called The Drenched Goose’s Bill that stocked his shop.
  I went out with him for the occasional fish or just a pleasure ride around the bay.
  As I awkwardly trudged along the road in my salopettes and turned out towards my dad’s 
boat on the pier, a ferry churned past the harbour, sending gargantuan waves in every direction 
including mine. SPLOSH! 
  By the time I reached The Drenched Goose’s Bill, I was sodden and shivering from head to 
toe. 
  Dad looked at me. “You look like you’ve been in already!” he said. “C’mon, let’s get going.” 
  We arrived back, guided through murky waters by the now unmanned lighthouse, with a 
truckload of fish to sell and a dozen or so for ourselves. 
  Friday was a break from fish and we ordered food from the Chinese and sat in for the Friday 
night movie. 
  The movie was about a man who grows up in a seaside village, like me, and moves to town 
and becomes a famous actor and eventually goes to Hollywood.
  I woke up to the sound of the foghorn, and had the usual breakfast, cornflakes and toast with 
mackerel. I ran up to lighthouse and steadily climbed the rusty stairs to the blocked off entrance, 
around the chains into the white room that used to be where you would control it manually.  
  But of course it was now controlled digitally.  
  The last lighthouse keeper that was buried in our town square was my grandfather. As I 
scanned across the switches and dial, I saw the note Gampa left when he became sick.

Jonathan,
  As you know I am unwell, but don’t worry I will be making a full recovery any time now and 
we can get back to lighthouse keeping.
  I miss you a lot, thank you for sending all the get well soon cards.
  I love you so much
    Grampa.

I read the note four times and pinned it back on the controls, wiping a tear from my cheek. 
  I climbed back around the chains, down the stairs and ran into the village to join a game of 
soccer with my friends.

Hugo McHugh 
Co Dublin
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RYAN ON ROCKABILL

It was a beautiful day, the sun was up high 
and Ryan was out and about. 
  “Ryan, come back! It’s too dangerous 
there!” shouted his mother.
  “Okay, Ma!” he responded, retreating 
carefully from the cliff. 
  Ryan and his parents lived in the 
cottage beside Rockabill Lighthouse. His 
father Michael was a lighthouse keeper. He 
was teaching Ryan how to become one as 
well. Ryan didn’t want to be a lighthouse 
keeper like his dad. He wanted to explore 
the world and find treasure. He was always 
digging around and wandering by the deadly 
rocks and cliffs. Ryan knew that there was 
treasure on the little island where Rockabill 
Lighthouse was located but he wasn’t 
allowed to go on the cliffs like his older 
siblings.
  Ryan was all grown up now and was 
a lighthouse keeper like his dad – but this 
was about to change. He was passing by 
his garden and saw a shimmering light. He 
thought it was the water that had splashed 
earlier, which is why he was checking on 
his garden, but there was something about 
where the light was coming from.
  The water had splashed from the east 
and the light was coming from the west. 
As he got closer, Ryan saw that it was a 

bottle. He rushed to the bottle 
and opened it to take out a piece 
of paper that was intact, but very old. 
Carefully Ryan placed the paper on the 
dining table and examined it. 
  It was a map. “This is impossible!” he 
shouted in excitement. “It’s a treasure map!”
Ryan had waited his whole life for this 
moment. But the map didn’t show him 
where the treasure was – the piece of paper 
had a riddle written on it. The riddle said:

A hard material, a body part of a bird, 
where it is most dangerous 

– that’s where you have to go.

Just as he thought. There was treasure on 
Rockabill Island. Ryan thought about where 
the most dangerous place on Rockabill was.
  “The cliffs!” he shouted to himself. 
  Ryan stepped slowly on the cliffs and 
saw a chest and a door looking down. He 
climbed down steadily and found himself 
under the cliff. Ryan opened the chest and 
found a key.
  “I think I have to use the key for the 
door because there is no treasure here,” he 
whispered, trying not to scare any animals 
nearby.
  When he opened the door, all he saw 
was gold. Gold! Gold! And more gold!

Sayuri Kajnak
Co. Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE OF 
DISAPPEARANCE

Long ago in a country that is not heard of 
today, a small population of people called 
Actorians spent their whole lives protecting 
their island’s treasure, a lighthouse. It might 
seem stupid but there’s a reason why…
  One day a group of young Actorians 
went out to get some food when they came 
across a giant lighthouse. They were very 
puzzled because even though it was so big, 
they had never seen it before. One of the 
Actorians, whose name was Garrius, walked 
up to it with a stone in his hand. 
  “I wonder what will happen if I throw 
this?” he asked smugly. Without waiting for 
an answer, he threw it. As soon as the stone 
hit the lighthouse, it disappeared. 
  Garrius was angry. Instead of picking 
up another stone and doing the same thing, 
he just touched it. The last they heard of 
Garrius was a scream. 
  All the other Actorians ran back to 
the village. Warning the Head Officials, 
the Actorians followed the children to the 
lighthouse. The Actorians all knew as soon 
as they saw it, that it was sacred to their 
island.

  For the next hundred years the 
Actorians kept the lighthouse safe and only 
using its disappearing powers if they really 
needed to. Until one day…  
  One night a great hurricane happened. 
All the Actorians were safe and when the 
morning came they thought it would stay 
that way. Throughout the day, their island 
would shake and the more it shook, the 
longer it shook. By sundown, the Actorians 
knew their island would sink along with them 
and their lighthouse.
  One Actorian girl had an idea. “Why 
don’t we all just touch the lighthouse!?”
  The Head Officials had a discussion 
and came up with the verdict, but as soon 
as they turned around, their people were 
gone. Knowing where they went, the Head 
Officials ran to the lighthouse.
  Counting down from three, all the 
Actorians put their hands on the lighthouse. 
They were lucky because only a few hours 
after that, their island collapsed only leaving 
the lighthouse as a remembrance to the 
Actorians and their efforts to keep their 
island and lighthouse safe.
  Ship captains and crew often say that 
they can see a lighthouse in the middle 
of the ocean shining its light to guide 
the ships from something under the 
water - the Actorians’ island! 
  Do you think it’s The 
Lighthouse of Disappearance 
they see or is it just a trick of the 
eye? I guess we’ll never know!

Charlotte Coffey
Co Kildare
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“Mum, are we nearly there? I can’t believe 
we’re finally going to Ireland for good.” 
  Cara looked over at her mum and 
realised that she was asleep, so she gazed 
out the plane window.
  Cara and her mum and dad arrived in 
Ballynasker at three in the morning. Cara 
ran up to her room and even though there 
was only a mattress she didn’t care, just 
snuggled up and fell fast asleep. 
  The next day Cara and her mum went 
down to their new Sea Shell Café on the 
harbour. It still needed work, so Cara’s 
cousin Anna came to help. They got a lot 
done in the morning. 
  “Mum, can we go up to Granny and 
Grandad now?”  Her mum smiled. “Just be 
home for dinner.”
  The girls were up there for ages listening 
to their grandad’s usual stories about his 
lighthouse keeper days. “I think he’s happy 
to have family back on the harbour again,” 
whispered Anna.  
  Anna came back to Cara’s house and 
they made a start decorating Cara’s room. 
Cara put her speaker on and they sang at full 
volume. Before they began hoovering, the 
girls dragged the mattress out of the room. 
Grandad had used the room for keeping all 
his lighthouse supplies when he lived there. 
Cara noticed that one of the floor boards 
was sticking up. She went over and tried to 
push it down. There was something wedged 
under. 
  “What’s this?” she said as she pulled it 
free. Anna paused the music and came over. 
  “It’s a map to the lighthouse.” 
  “No way,” said Anna. But when she 
looked at it she got excited too.  
  “There seems to be a tunnel from here 
to the lighthouse,” Cara squealed.
  The two girls spent an hour hunting 
around Cara’s house until they found a 
hidden door under the stairs behind old 
oilskins. After pulling it open, they crept 
through the narrow door. Inside, they were 

THE GUIDING LIGHT OF THE 
LIGHTHOUSE

It was a lovely night so my friend and I decided 
to get in a boat and go fishing. She told me 
about this lovely place out at sea where we 
could go but I wasn’t sure because it was 
really far away.  In the end, she persuaded 
me to go. 

amazed to find two seats in what seemed to 
be a giant cylinder that they could climb into. 
No sooner were they in, when they zoomed 
off. They were in the lighthouse in seconds. 
The lighthouse hadn’t been lived in for years, 
since their grandad had left. There were 
loads of lovely paintings round the walls, of 
the views from the lighthouse in all seasons. 
  “They’re signed by Grandad,” Cara 
whispered. 
  The girls decided to bring back a few of 
the best ones. Grandad had tears in his eyes 
when he saw the pictures. He told them that 
after a bad storm, the lighthouse had got too 
dangerous and he’d had to leave everything 
behind.
  “But why didn’t you go back in the tube 
to get them?” asked Anna
  He chuckled, “That tube was the 
lighthouse keepers’ secret. We all knew 
about it but once we left the job we could 
never use it again. It just didn’t work for us. 
You girls must be something special to get it 
going again.”  
  That was the beginning of the best 
summer ever!

Niamh Connell
Co Dublin 

  We sailed out really far and I began to 
worry as I couldn’t see the harbour anymore. 
I wanted to turn around, but my friend said, 
“No, we can’t turn back now we’re nearly 
there,” and that calmed me down. The sky 
slowly got darker and the waves got higher. 
Eventually my friend started to worry as she 
couldn’t see the place anywhere.
  She cried, “ I think we are lost.” At the 
same time, we both shouted “HELP!!!!” but 
nobody answered. 
  Suddenly I saw this flashing light in the 
distance. I realised that it had to be some 
marker on the land. So with my friend taking 
one oar and me taking the other, we sailed 
towards the flashing light. We found it difficult 
to get there as one minute we could see the 
light and the next minute it was gone. 
  What made it difficult was the high wind 
and waves but we were determined to get 
to the light. After what seemed like hours 
of rowing we finally made it to the shore. 
We almost forgot about the wind and waves 
as our attention was drawn to this massive 
white building that was towering  from the 
cliff above. In fact the light was not flashing.  
It was so big and bright it was going around 
in circles. We almost got dizzy looking at it. 
By the time we realised where we were, the 
waves had pushed our boat onto the rocks. 
We quickly jumped out of our boat. We kept 
watching the lighthouse shining above us. 
Suddenly with the waves almost touching us 
we caught sight of a metal ladder that was 
rising up to the lighthouse. We started to 
climb the ladder, wondering would we ever 
get to the top. The ladder was rusty and old 
and  we didn’t know if we would make it to 
the top. We kept encouraging each other by 
saying, “Come on, we can do it.”
  We reached the top of the ladder and 
climbed onto the lighthouse. We looked 
down on our boat, being broken up by the 
waves. We walked around the lighthouse 
and found an outdoor phone. We picked it 
up and heard a voice saying, “Coast Guard, 

THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER’S SECRET

what’s your emergency?” We explained what 
had happened. 
  The person said they would send us 
help and asked for our current location. We 
told the voice we were okay and we could 
be found under the big flashing light of the 
lighthouse. We both felt safe. Thanks to the 
lighthouse we were guided home by its lights 
and lived to tell the tale to our family and 
friends.
  Again, thank you lighthouse, you saved 
our lives!

Chloe Power
Co Tipperary

LIGHTHOUSE

Lighthouses are great
I think they control your fate
Guiding boats at night
Helping you see the light
They stand at the sea edge
Have become more cutting edge
Old as time
U8 can also climb
Staring at the sea
Every time you look at them you feel glee

Elliot Meagher
Co Dublin
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FANAD LIGHTHOUSE

Hi, my name is Sarah and I am eleven years old.  My dad has the best job in 
the entire world. He is a lightkeeper at Fanad Lighthouse. Fanad Lighthouse 
is part of the Wild Atlantic Way and lies on the edge of the rugged coastline 
of northwest Donegal.  
  Most people have never been in a lighthouse, but I get to go most days 
and help my dad. 
  The lighthouse was first lit on the 17th of March 1817, just over 200 
years ago. Of course, in case you were wondering, no, my daddy hasn’t been 
working there that long, He’s old but not that old!
  Fanad Lighthouse was built after the ship Saldanha crashed into the 
rocks near where the lighthouse is built. No one survived the crash except the 
ship’s parrot. There are 76 steps to the tower, which is a pretty steep climb 
if you’re eleven like I am. I really enjoy going to the lighthouse, as there is an 
amazing view from the top. It’s beautiful. Sometimes I bring my best friend Lily 
with me. She loves lighthouses almost as much as I do.
  Since the lighthouse was opened the lightkeepers and their families have 
lived in the lighthouse. That was until 1983, when Fanad Lighthouse was 
automated; that means that up until 1983, you had to do everything manually. 
Nowadays, you can do it all automatically. Fanad Lighthouse is classified as 
a sea light, not a harbour light, despite it marking the entrance into Lough 
Swilly, which is a natural harbour of refuge.
  What I like most about Fanad Lighthouse is the lantern. It looks so pretty 
at night when the bright light lights up the sky. I think lighthouses are life 
savers, having saved so many lives, ships and boats. They are amazing and 
so beautiful to look at in the moonlight.
  Nowadays, Fanad Lighthouse is a very popular tourist destination, where 
people come from all over the world to see this magnificent lighthouse and the 
beautiful surroundings.  
  At certain times of the year, we have different activities to mark special 
occasions. My favourite time of year is Halloween when the place is decorated 
with scary decorations. I enjoy helping to set up, as sometimes we get to 
scare each other, and it’s so much fun.
  Last year we had the opening of the Fanad Festival here at the lighthouse. 
It was amazing. There were all sorts of activities, including singing, dancing, 
gymnastics, music and lots of food. The Festival Queens were there too, 
and they looked like a fairy princesses. Someday I would like to be a Festival 
Queen.
  From time to time, you will come across some beautiful pictures of the 
lighthouse in different newspapers, magazines and even on television. We 
have a beautiful jigsaw at home of the Fanad Lighthouse; it’s amazing and 
really special. 
  Daddy really enjoys his work at the lighthouse, and maybe, when I am 
older, I will follow in his footsteps. 

Sarah Mc Hugh
Co Donegal

THE LADY OF THE LIGHTHOUSE

The boys were excited to spend the night in a haunted lighthouse...
  Their names were Sam and Colby and they were brothers. They had 
just moved to the village. On the first day of school, people told them about 
the lighthouse and told them to stay away but didn’t tell them why! They 
were very curious and made plans to go later that night.
  After dinner they set off. It was still light outside. On the way, they saw 
some people giving them worried looks as they made their way down the 
gravel path towards the lighthouse. Some people tried to stop them, but the 
boys were determined. 
  As they got closer, a thunderstorm appeared. It started to get very dark. 
When they arrived, they tried to open the door, but it was locked. They tried 
to look for another way in and Sam noticed a face at one of the windows. 
When he called Colby over, it had vanished! 
  Sam shivered with fear and Colby laughed at him. He still wanted to 
get inside, so Colby found a stone and hit the lock. Finally, the lock broke. 
Before Colby could open the door, it creaked slowly open by itself! 
  When they looked inside, they saw a large room. There was a staircase 
and there was something large, covered with an old blanket, on a rocking 
chair. Colby was going to grab the blanket to see what was under it when 
they heard footsteps above them. He grabbed Sam and rushed upstairs! 
  Sam noticed the door closing behind them and tried to warn Colby, but 
he said it was the wind. When they got upstairs, they saw a lot of paintings. 
They were all of the same room - the room they were in - but each had 
different people in them. Sam noticed a painting on the wall had two boys 
that looked exactly like them! Colby looked at the next painting and saw it 
was almost the same except there was a tall, old lady standing just behind 
them. She was very scary. 
  Just then, they heard footsteps on the stairs and when they turned 
around, they had a bag aggressively put over their heads...
  When Sam and Colby didn’t arrive home by 10pm, their parents became 
worried. They decided to go out to look for them. One girl said she had seen 
them going towards the lighthouse so that’s where they went. 
  When they arrived, Dad called out to them, but he didn’t get a reply. He 
went inside and saw a rocking chair under the stairs with a blanket lying on 
the floor. As they rushed up the stairs, they didn’t see the door slowly close. 
  They saw the same paintings as Sam and Colby and Mum yelled when 
she saw the one with her two sons! She then screamed when she saw the 
painting with the woman behind them! Just then, they heard footsteps...
  The family was never seen again...

Grace Guiney
Co Antrim
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LIGHTHOUSE LUCY

This is the story of how Lucy became known 
as Lighthouse Lucy. 
  When Lucy was eight years old, her 
mum had to suddenly leave to take care 
of a sick aunt. Lucy’s dad and her older 
brother Alex had gone on a sailing trip for 
the month so there was no one at home 
to mind Lucy. Grandad Tom said she could 
come stay with him. He lived nearby in Fog 
Head Lighthouse.
  While Lucy was spending her two 
weeks with grandad, he taught her all about 
the history of the lighthouse and the local 
area, how to read maps and to know which 
way was north, east, south and west. He 
told her to never do anything in fear. She 
watched his every move because she was 
so fascinated by the things he did in the 
lighthouse.  
  It was two o’clock on the last day of her 
holidays and Lucy went to wake her grandad 
because he had slept in after a long night 
at work. He told her to come back when 
it started to get dark so he could turn on 
the lighthouse lights. Otherwise there was 
no way to warn passing ships away from 
crashing into the rocks. So Lucy did just 
that. At was seven-thirty in the evening she 
went to her grandad.   
  “Grandad, it’s getting dark,” she said. 
“You need to turn on the lighthouse lights.”  
  There was a slight pause.  
  “Lucy, I can’t get out of bed,” said her 
grandad. “My legs won’t move.”  
  Lucy was in shock and she didn’t know 
what to do.  
  “Lucy, you will have to turn on the lights 
by yourself,” he said.  
  “But Grandad, I don’t know how,” she 
replied in tears.  
  “Yes, you do. You always watched me 
when I turned them on before. Remember 
what I always told you?” grandad asked.  
  “Don’t do anything in fear,” Lucy said 
with pride. “I can do this, Grandad.”  
  Lucy ran up the spiral staircase to the 

top of the lighthouse.  When she got to the 
watch room, she realised she needed a key 
for the door to get into the lantern room. 
She knew her grandad kept it in a safe, but 
what was the password? She tried the year 
the lighthouse was made - and it worked! 
She grabbed the key, unlocked the door and 
turned on the light. Now all ships were safe.
  Lucy then ran to the closest house 
and asked them to call the doctor. After a 
while the doctor came and checked on her 
grandad. It turned out that he had hurt his 
back and this had affected his legs. He soon 
recovered.
  The next day Lucy headed home with 
grandad as her mum was back. Dad and 
Alex had arrived home too.  
  “We followed the light that Grandad 
said you turned on. That’s how we got home 
safely last night,” Alex said with a big smile 
on his face. 
  Everyone was glad to be home. They 
were a family reunited.

Laura Merry
Co Dublin

their way in and out of Dublin Bay.
  It’s a busy job being a lighthouse and 
I have seen a lot of rescues. I remember 
when The James and Ann was run into by a 
coal ship. It sank but thankfully all the crew 
was rescued. 
  It’s been relatively quiet here recently, 
but there has been one rescue I want to 
tell you about. You see, there is a boy who 
comes down here every day with his dog, 
Bonzo. The boy must be about eight or nine 
years old. He is not very tall. His dog, on 
the other hand, is massive. He’s a chocolate 
coloured Labrador retriever. These two love 
to play together. 
  You see, the boy loves 
animals. He looks out for animals 
while he is walking, especially 
birds. Lots of little birds nest on 
the rocks beside me, terns I think 
they are, and the boy loves to 
watch them.
  One day while he was 
walking, the boy noticed a flock of 
birds on the rocks. He just had to 
see them up close. So he climbed 
down on to the rocks trying to get 
a closer look, thinking he would be 
fine. But suddenly, he slipped on 
some algae. He was immediately 
thrown into the deep water. 
  The boy tried to swim but the 
current kept pulling him out into the 
sea, away from the rocks. The boy 
tried to swim, but he was feeling 
so tired and the water was so cold. 
  All of a sudden, something 
leapt into the water. It was Bonzo! 
Bonzo swam out to the boy and 
with the last of his strength the 
boy put his arms around the dogs’ 
neck. The waves were pushing 
against them and the current was 
pulling them out, but Bonzo swam 
with all of his strength. 
  The waves kept pushing and 

RED FROM POOLBEG 

I have seen many things in my time: 
shipwrecks, rescues, storms and seagulls! 
Lots of seagulls. 
Before I get carried away, I should introduce 
myself. I am Red from Poolbeg, the 
lighthouse of the Great South Wall. 
  I’ve been standing here since 1768 
and boy, are my legs tired! At first, I was 
lighted by candle, in fact they think I am the 
first lighthouse in the world to have been lit 
in this way. 
You may have seen me before; I am painted 
bright red to show portside. My closest 
friend, North Bull Lighthouse, is painted 
green to show starboard. I help ships find 

pushing and Bonzo kept swimming and 
swimming, fighting to stay afloat. With one 
last push, they made it to the rocks. The 
dog leapt up onto a hard surface and started 
licking the boy’s face. The boy spluttered, 
coughed and sat up. When he sat up Bonzo 
was standing over him barking happily. The 
boy hugged Bonzo tightly.
  I have seen many things in my time - 
shipwrecks, rescues, storms and seagulls 
but I have never seen friends like those two.

Tadhg Bradshaw
Co Dublin 
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AGE TWELVE

THE SEA HORSE AT HOOK 
LIGHTHOUSE

Ava was staying with her grandfather in 
Hook Lighthouse. She could not sleep, so 
she snuck outside and ran down to the sea.
  Ava saw a cave and went to take a 
look. There was a flash of lightning and 
the waves were dragging Ava out to sea. 
Suddenly, there it was, a sea horse standing 
in the waves. 
  There was a voice high in the sky 
saying, “Save the lighthouse.” Then the sea 
horse galloped back into the sea.
  Ava discovered that she was able to 
swim back to shore and went back into 
the lighthouse, where she was met by her 
grandfather. 
  “Where were you? Go to bed!” he 
screamed. 

  “I am sorry,” said Ava and she went to 
bed. 
  At midnight, Ava got out of bed and 
went back to the cave. She had a special 
power that she got from her mother. She 
was a horse whisperer, which means she 
could talk to horses, and she had heard what 
the sea horse had said. 
  Ava walked down to the cave and 
immediately she saw the sea horse. In one 
swift movement, she jumped onto it and they 
rode off down to the sea. 
  When the sea horse swam around, it 
created a memory. In the memory, there 
was a car driving down to the sea. There 
was a boy running down to the cave, it 
was her grandfather! It changed and there, 

in the cave, was a stone in the shape of 
a lighthouse. The stone was glowing, but 
suddenly it stopped and the cave went into 
darkness. 
  Back outside, the waves were strong 
and her grandfather was being swept out 
to sea. Then the sea horse appeared and 
saved grandfather. 
  The waves swept the stone out of the 
cave and into the sea. The memory faded 
away and Ava was back in the sea with the 
sea horse. 
  The sea horse took Ava to the bottom 
of the sea and there, buried in the sand, was 
the stone. 
  Ava picked up the stone and the sea 
horse and Ava swam back to shore. There 
was something waiting for them when they 
got back. 
  When they returned, the waves were 
like thunder and the sea horse disappeared. 
Ava was being swept back out to sea, but 
then Ava heard something, it sounded like 
a boat. 
  Someone threw a buoy and Ava caught 
it. Ava was hauled up into the boat. It was 
her grandfather who had saved her. 
  “Let’s put the stone back,” he said. 
  The waves were big and when 
they made it back there was black mist 
everywhere. Ava ran to the cave and fought 
off all of the waves and put the stone onto a 
rock and it glowed. The waves calmed down 
and the sea horse appeared again. 
  Then the sea horse whispered to Ava, 
“The Stone of Hook Lighthouse has been 
restored.”

Mary Graham 
Co Dublin

LIGHTHOUSE (SONG)

There’s a place that I go when I’m sad,
There’s a place that I sit when I’m feeling bad,
There’s a lighthouse in the middle of the sea,
And it turns on its lights just for me.

Guide like a lighthouse 
Help people find their way
Glow like a lighthouse
Till night turns to day

There’s a place that I go when I’m stressed,
When I’m anxious about tomorrow’s test,
It’s a place that I go to sing,
And forget about every bad thing.

Guide like a lighthouse 
help people find their way
Glow like a lighthouse
Till night turns to day

There’s a place I go to calm
When I’m angry about the way I am
A place to feel good about me
Surrounded by a deep blue sea

Guide like a lighthouse
Help people find their way
Glow like a lighthouse
Till night turns to day

There’s a house shining with light,
Glowing during every dark night,
A lighthouse in the middle of the sea,
Turning on its lights, just for me.          

Caoimhe Barry
Co Down
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ARIA’S LIGHTHOUSE

Aria looked at the striped lighthouse. She 
loved watching the water spray upon the 

As the sun rises on the Wild Atlantic Way, a 
statuesque lighthouse has appeared,
  The sun lays in a distant view,
  The beautiful balmy waves come 
crawling against the crispy rocks and drench 
the sand,
  The birds circle in a tender manner 
around the intense light shining from the tip 
of the lofty lighthouse,
  Climbing the seventy-nine twisting 
upward stairs is a piece of heaven as you 
watch the views get further and further away,
  Reaching the final step, a peculiar 
sensation grows in my stomach,
  The blinding light beams in my eyes as I 
see my reflection through the glass window,
The smell of fresh paint enters my nostrils 
and the noise of footsteps and children 
playing on the beach echoes in my cold ears, 
  As the sun falls into the bottom of the 
ocean,
  The only light to be seen is the glowing 
light from the lighthouse which towers over 
the shadows from below,
  The choppy waves crash against the 
saturated rocks,
  The eerie ghosts leave the shipwrecks 
after hibernating during daylight,
  The lighthouse keeper turns the key 
inside the rusted lock,
  Looking out the dusty windows there is 
nothing to see but black,
  The silence is unnatural, not one person 
in sight,
  And still the beaming light works hard 
to protect the incoming ships approaching 
the docks.

rocks, the black and white lighthouse 
standing elegantly above them. She liked to 
think of it as a runaway princess, glued to 
the spot by a  spell. It was the most beautiful 
building ever, in her mind. But even beautiful 
things can cause tragedies.
  When Aria had arrived on the island, 
the lighthouse keeper Tanya told them all 
about the disapearance.
  “Twenty seven years ago next week, a 
girl, her brother, her cousin and her parents 
were all visiting this island. We are a closely 
knit community around here, so they felt 
right at home. Then tragedy struck. The two 
girls were walking by the lighthouse. It was 
blowing a gale and they were next to the 
cliff. The wind must have pitched them over 
the cliff. Or at least that’s what we think. We 
never found the bodies, see.”
  Aria’s parents looked mildly interested. 
They didn’t like Tanya much, although Aria 
thought her very interesting. As she told the 
story, Aria looked on so intently that Tanya 
might as well have been talking about the 
apocolypse.  
  When Tanya left, her parents began to 
talk.
  “Now Aria, don’t get frightened. Its just 
a –”
  “I don’t like her at all. It was like she 
was trying to scare us-”
  “Even if it is true, it was a freak accident 
and-”
  “Mum, Dad, I am not five! As if I would 
be scared, anyway. And Tanya is nice,” Aria 
had said. In fact, she thought that Tanya 
looked cool. She had long black hair, a 
roman nose with a piercing in it and was 
about forty.
  There wasn’t a lot to do on the island 
so Aria decided she would spend the day at 
the lighthouse. And soon, that was all she 
did. She would go to the lighthouse and 
Tanya soon became her friend. They would 
talk until the cows came home. But then 

Ellen Curry
Co Armagh

something truly terrible happened. 
  It was the night of the anniversary. All 
the islanders gathered in the pub. That is all 
but Tanya.
  “Go and fetch her, Aria,” said Matt, the 
kind barman.
  So Aria ran to the lighthouse, rushed 
up the decrepit stairs... to find Tanya sitting 
there.
   “Sit down,” she sounded cold and 
haughty. “Before the inevitable I must explain 
myself. Twenty seven years ago today, I 
walked the same path as you just did. With 
my cousin.”
Aria gasped.
  Tanya explained. “Her brother and 
parents were inside. So I led her outside. I 
had never liked her and she had found out, 
to her own ignorance, something that could 
have ruined me. I pushed her - at thirteen 
years old I killed her. And I knew that I would 
have to hide. So I did. Went to the mainland 
and came back five years later. They thought 
I was dead. And you are my friend and were 
very close to finding out. So I must kill you 
too.”

Annie McCarthy
Co Cork 

LIGHTHOUSE RESCUE MISSION 

The glorious glow of Sunny Bay Lighthouse 
had shone through my bedroom for the past 
twelve years of my life. Its light had always 
sent me to sleep peacefully but tonight was 
different. 
  There was no light. No light! No 
guidance!
  I put my phone down immediately and 
got up from where I was sitting on my bed. 
Something was wrong. 
I flung open my window and peered out 

at the dull empty lighthouse. It had all of a 
sudden lost its welcoming and friendly aura. 
It now stood alone, stark against the sea and 
sky. It seemed my neighbours had noticed 
the lack of bright light as they too stood 
watching from their windows.
  Suddenly an idea sparked in my mind. 
No, don’t be ridiculous Emily, I thought. 
That’ll never work. But I still found myself 
reaching for my phone to contact my friends. 
GATHER ALL YOUR LIGHTS, the text 
said, AND BRING THEM TO SUNNY BAY 
LIGHTHOUSE.
  After the text had been sent, I rushed 
around the house, gathering lights that varied 
from crystal-shaped ones to large twinkling 
baubles.
  “I’ll be back in a minute!” I called to my 
parents, a large box in my hands. I ran as 
fast as my legs would carry me to find most 
of my friends already there. I was overjoyed 
to see a boxful of lights next to each person. 
“Come on! Let’s go!” I exclaimed excitedly. 
Luckily the door was already unlocked, 
so all we had to do was climb a very large 
quantity of stairs. We were energised from 
our excitement so we stomped up quickly 
enough. 
  Thirty minutes later, all our lights had 
been woven and hung around the inside 
of the small lighthouse. “Well, here goes 
nothing,” I said as I turned on the lights. Just 
then everyone let out a gasp of amazement. 
It was magical! 
  I let out a sigh of relief, the lighthouse 
was saved. I sat down and watched in awe 
with the other children. This was the best 
night ever!
  I went home a while later, exhausted 
but happy. “Good night,” I yawned, struggling 
up the stairs to my room. 
  I flung myself onto the comfort of 
my bed and noticed the soft glow of the 
lighthouse illuminating my room. I smiled as 
it softly sent me to sleep once again.

THE GREAT PROTECTOR OF THE SEA

                                                             
Aobh Daly
Co Cork
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PUFFIN’S PANORAMA

O, how the lighthouse stands so tall
A tower of light and hope for all
A fortress of unshakeable strength
A bastion to keep the ships at length.

I swoop amid the rugged cliffs
And gaze upon this mariner’s gift
For many a soul it saved from death
Defending life, sustaining breath.

I watch as darkness swallows the day
Huge waves pound rocks below like prey
Then shining through the gloomy night
I behold the beauty of its guiding light.

My travels have taken me far and wide
Back and forth between the tide
And from the horizon it greets me anew
A blessing for me and countless crews.

Reuben Johnston
Co AntrimTHE FAIR MAIDEN OF BLACK AND WHITE

When I was growing up, my father used to say, “Don’t worry about me 
Billy, the fair maiden of black and white will be there to protect me,” 
before he sailed out to sea. 
  One Saturday night, my father had returned from the village. The 
sky was a dark shade of grey. The hall door slammed, closed in the 
wind. I could smell the usual scent of whiskey and I listened to him tell 
my mother that he was going out to catch a bolt of lightning. He slurred 
each word worse than the one before. After only minutes of begging, my 
mother burst into tears. 
  I tugged on my father’s sleeve. “Please, Father! Stay!” I cried, tears 
of fear filling my eyes. Yet all that he said was, “Billy, the fair maiden of 
black and white will see my boat to shore.”
  The next ten years of my life were a misery, no father figure to 
follow. The sea was in my blood, so I became a fisherman. 
  One fateful night I set out to catch mackerel and though it was 
foggy, I had been out in much worse. As the boat sailed through the sea, 
I could feel the cold, salty air blow through my hair. It soon began to rain 
and I swore I could hear thunder. 
  As I pulled out my chart, a cold gush of wind whipped it from my 
clutches. I started to panic. I strained to see through the fog which 
seemed to be thickening by the minute and I could faintly spot a fin 
circling the boat. I stood shaking as the body it belonged to lifted itself 
out of the water. I pulled out my gun, but it was useless when I had 
nothing to train it on. As the shark pounced, its hungry jaws snapping, a 
sharp, blinding light cut through the fog. 
  The light moved back and forth, both scaring and blinding the 
vicious beast and causing it to swim away in fright. As the heavenly 
light, my new-found saviour, graciously cleared the fog from my path, I 
suddenly saw where it was coming from. There the fair maiden from my 
late father’s stories stood, dressed in stripes of black and white. She was 
taller than the highest tree and her light brighter than the stars. 
  To this day, she still stands as she has done for hundreds of years, 
guiding poor lost sailors around the rocky shores of Hook Head.

Aoife Harris
Co Wexford
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THE LIGHTHOUSE 

I stand up straight and shine my light
hoping that they’ll be all right.

The fog is sometimes as thick as a door,
then the sailors need me and I help them to shore.

The waves may hit me, but I will still stand,
they weaken me, yet I will not move from this land.

The worst thing about my job is when I fail,
when I can’t guide them through the snow or the 

hail.
One day a girl came to me, with fine golden locks,

I hate to say this but she tripped on the rocks.
It made me so angry, so furious, so bold
that I could not save her for I am too old.

The winter arrives and gives everyone a fright,
The sailors all need me in those dark, stormy nights.

But I feel very happy to be such a great help,
looking out at the sea, the sand and the kelp. 

Oscar Sweeney
Co Leitrim 

STARRY BRIGHT

It’s a cold day in Cape Clear. I dump my shopping into the boat and board as 
Miss Dowell shouts goodbye. I grunt in agreement and row towards Fastnet 
Lighthouse, thinking of my dear father and the life of continuing the legacy he 
condemned me to when he first lit the lantern in 1904. I thought of my wife 
Margaret and how I was left with nothing the day cancer took her from me. I 
have since lost faith in this cruel world.
  As I tie up the boat, I hear a voice singing, more wonderful than anything 
I’ve ever heard, making me forget any misery. The spray from the sea wakes 
me up. I look at the lighthouse. No matter how much I complain about the 
place, I can’t deny its beauty. The sea crashes against the jagged rocks beside 
the tall white tower that holds some of the best and worst parts of my life.
  Fastnet has seen me grow, it’s a shame my love for it has washed away 
like sand on a shore. I’m wallowing in my despair; I hear the voice again. 
Through the wild waves, I can make out the words of a song. 
  “Meet me where the sailors lived their final moments, for your misery 
must do the same.” I have no idea what is calling me. It could be dangerous. 
I remember the relief I felt when I heard the voice. I make a decision. I take in 
the shopping, thinking about where I need to go. 
  “Where the sailors lived their final moments…” I know exactly where to 
go.
  I row and row, becoming increasingly aware of the darkness. I need to 
hurry to light the lantern. After an hour I reach the mouth of a large cave. Many 
sailors over the years have lost their lives here, including my parents. The pain 
comes back to me. I’m so small against the gaping expanse of the cave. 
  The strong gust of wind that pushes me in catches me off guard. At first, 
I resist but then just accept it. I am finally left peacefully on the waves deep 
in the cave. I’m left alone, until I notice a light from around the corner. I row 
around to investigate and see the most beautiful thing I have ever seen - a 
goddess with shining skin and glowing robe. I knew right away that this was 
what was calling me. 
  She sings,
  “The words that I sing to you …
  Till they come where your sad, sad heart is
  And sing to you in the night
  Beyond where the water is moving
  Storm darkened or starry bright.”
  I recall these words from a Yeats poem. 
  “You have it all wrong. Fastnet and Cape Clear are a blessing. Your wife 
would not want you to live this way. You need to change your ways,” she says.
  She blows softly and I am out of the cave and it’s amazing how much 
brighter the world looks, though the sky is black and the stars shine.

Molly Greenhill
Co Down
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ELLA AT THE LIGHTHOUSE

Ella loved lighthouses, she loved how they 
towered over the sea and the way they led 
sailors home. This was helped by the fact 
that she lived in one with her mother off the 
coast of Mayo. 
  Ella’s father had died a few months 
previously in the Easter Rising. She and her 
grieving mother Kathleen now had to run the 
lighthouse. They didn’t have much money 
even before John died and now they were 
really struggling.  
  Their lighthouse was small but cosy. On 
the top floor, there was the lookout room, 
with windows all around, a huge light and an 
old foghorn. 
  Every day at dawn, Ella went for a swim 
in the sea. John had taught Ella and her big 
brother Seán how to swim when they were 
little. Seán had left nearly two years earlier, 
he’d joined the army to fight in the war. John 
hadn’t want him to, as he was only sixteen. 
They’d had a big fight and Seán took their 
boat in the middle of the night and left. They 
hadn’t received a letter from him in almost 
a year. Kathleen had never been the same 
after Seán had left and now her husband 
was dead; she was devastated.
  After her swim, Ella made breakfast for 
her and her mother. It usually was eggs from 
one of their frail hens and some bread, but 
sometimes Kathleen was too sad to make 
the bread, so it was just eggs. 
  After breakfast Kathleen went up to 
the lookout room and Ella went down by the 
rocks with John’s fishing rod and she tried 
her best to catch some fish for dinner. If she 
was lucky they might have mackerel that 
night, if not they had a few potatoes. 
  Their land was too rocky to grow 
anything, so they had to buy potatoes on 
the mainland. Ever since Seán had taken 
the boat, though, Ella had had to make the 
treacherous journey on a homemade raft.
  After fishing Ella would do a bit of 
sewing and knitting as Kathleen had given it 
up after John died. Ella was very good at it 

and she made garments to keep the family 
warm during winter.
  After sewing, Ella would join Kathleen 
up in the lookout room and would do some 
maths and Irish and chat. Ella didn’t go to 
school on the mainland anymore, not without 
their boat. 
  Kathleen would do the washing and 
the dishes if she felt able to after their lunch 
of cheese and bread. After that, Kathleen 
would prepare their small dinner. The two 
would chat for a little bit before Ella went to 
bed at nine o’clock.
  Kathleen didn’t go to bed until much 
later, maybe midnight. Before she went to 
bed, Kathleen always checked the post box 
in hope for a letter from Seán, but there 
never was one. Ella tried to keep her hopes 
up, but she’d heard about the horrors of the 
war. 
  Each night Ella listened to her mother’s 
soft sobs. Each night Kathleen thought about 
her hard-working daughter who wouldn’t live 
the life she deserved, stuck in a lighthouse 
with her sad mother and the hens. Kathleen 
wished things could be different, but they 
weren’t. That was just life. 

Ciara Doherty
Co Roscommon

THE GOLD DIGGERS

I’m one of the twelve lighthouses in Ireland, 
but I think everyone can agree I’m the most 
unique. I’m called St John’s Point. I have 
black and yellow bands as my design and 
am 40 metres tall. I have been based in 
Dunkineely, County Donegal since 1844, 
when George Halpin Senior built me. 
  You can have a sleepover in one of 

my cottages, Ketch or Sloop, which is quite 
cool. Loads of people come and see me and 
I can nearly always see people when they 
are out in the ocean fishing or sunbathing on 
a yacht. My job is to guide people on boats 
and yachts at night with my big light that 
reaches 25 miles in every direction. It’s cool 
to see people having fun or catching fish but 
I don’t always have a nice view.
  Quite often, when people are messing 
around in the ocean, they can get caught 
in a wave or cut themselves on rubbish that 
people carelessly throw in the water. When 
I look out on the Atlantic Ocean every day, 
I hope to see everything running smoothly, 
but we all know that’s not how things work. 
One day two teenagers went out on their 
family’s fishing boat to search for something 
that could make them millionaires. GOLD… 
They had been reading a book and it said 
that there was gold in the Atlantic. They 
were young and ambitious so they believed 
it. I would see them every day of summer 
searching a different section of the ocean 
until one day they didn’t leave. I thought they 
had found it and were trying to collect it up 
until I heard sirens, one of them had nearly 
drowned but luckily a man out on a speed boat 
saved him. The boy wasn’t badly affected; 
he just had to rest for a couple of days. He 
and his cousin were back out searching a 
couple of weeks later. His parents told him 
to stop looking, but he strongly believed it 
was there. They took more precautions after 
the accident. 
  A week later, they were putting 
down their hook but couldn’t, they had hit 
something hard and it wasn’t sand. This had 
never happened on any of their journeys, so 
they started jumping up and down because 
they thought this was it. After weeks of their 
parents telling them to stop, or that they 
were wasting their summer on something 
that wasn’t true, they had found something. 
They quickly got two hooks and lowered 
them down to try and pull it up a bit.  

  Once they lifted it up, they put it in 
the fish net and pulled it up. It was a big, 
rusty box, it looked like it had been there 
for decades. Nothing was on it apart from 
a surname on the front, in cursive writing it 
said, Thornton. There was no keyhole, so 
they just opened it and saw… THE GOLD!

Cara Davidson
Co Antrim

THE LIGHT AT THE EDGE

I am tall and grand
My light shines on the sea and land
In the night I am such a pretty sight
For the top of me glows with such a brilliant light

The boats search for me
When they are sailing at sea
When they have spotted my light
They are filled with delight

A lot of the time I have coloured stripes
And my colours are colours that everyone likes
My colours could be red or yellow
With black and white, I yell or bellow

I feel as if I’m at the edge of the world
Watching the sea tumble and seeing the clouds 
swirl
Sometimes I’m old and part of history
So people come almost every day to visit me

So when you are stuck at sea in the dead of 
night
Just look for me and you’ll be alright
Please don’t worry, I assure you
And to anyone out there who looks for me too.

Sorcha Curtin
Co Dublin 
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THE MYSTERIOUS LIGHTHOUSE

Abigail gathered her belongings and waved her dad goodbye. Today she was going on 
her school tour to the local lighthouse and, full of excitement, she joined her class on 
the Lily Hyde, moored in the nearby port.  There she met her friend Blake.  
  Blake was a funny guy, tall and athletic. He had jet back hair and misty blue eyes. 
Talking about the lighthouse, Abigail mentioned that she had read many books about 
lighthouses holding secret treasure. 
“You hardly think we are going to find some lost treasure,” joked Blake. 
  Abigail sighed; he was always messing around. 
  A short while later they arrived at the lighthouse. The tour guide hushed the class 
and began to blab about the lighthouse’s history. She guided them up the old dusty 
stairway. 
  As they reached the top. Blake whispered to Abigail, “The tour guide looks like a 
troll!” 
  To their detriment, the tour guide overheard. 
  “I’m a witch, actually,” she barked.
  She called some gruesome names and three other tour guides came rushing in. 
They grabbed the children and, one by one, they hauled them away. 
  Abigail watched in horror. She dragged Blake over to a drawer filled with fishing 
nets and hid behind it. The tallest witch spotted them and lunged.  Blake pulled a net 
from an opened drawer and flung it at her.  She toppled over and Abigail pinned her 
down.  Flailing her arms, the witch tried to get up but Abigail had already anticipated 
her move. She grabbed a pole that was leaning against the wall and knocked her out. 
  Abigail stole her wand and they ran through an open doorway, into a grubby 
storeroom with shelves of books. They scoured the books, hoping to find a clue about 
what was happening. Blake snatched one of the books and handed it to Abigail. Just as 
she opened the book, the witches burst through the door. 
  Abigail quickly scanned the book and started to shout out a random spell.  At first 
nothing happened.  They were doomed.  But all of a sudden, the tip of the wand glowed 
– and the witches’ wands were flung across the room. They howled as their bodies 
slowly disintegrated into ash. 
  Abigail and Blake sprinted down the winding stairway.  Despite their haste, Abigail 
noticed an open hatch.  They pushed open the door, to reveal a large basement filled 
with gold, rubies and diamonds. 
  Standing in the middle was a wizard. 
  Blake whispered to Abigail, “Fight time.” 
  Abigail charged and cast a spell that knocked the wizard off his feet. When she 
turned around, she spotted her father standing in the doorway. 
  “He stole your mother’s life,” her father yelled. 
  Abigail felt a surge of energy and dashed at the wizard and knocked him out cold. 
She twisted around and hugged her dad. 
  ‘’I’ll explain everything when we get out of here,” her dad reassured her. 
  Their class did not remember what had happened.  But they were all heroes and 
they now knew the story of the Mysterious Lighthouse.

Heather Power
Co Cork

ST. AUGUSTINE LIGHTHOUSE

I have chosen to write a short poem 
about the only lighthouse I have been 
to.  Last year, I was in Florida with my 
mum, dad and little sister on holiday.  
As part of our holiday we drove to a 
place called St Augustine.  It is one of 
the oldest cities in America.
  We went to an alligator farm on 
our trip and afterwards we decided to 
walk to the nearby lighthouse.  The 
lighthouse was one of first built in 
America, in 1824.  It is also meant to 
be haunted and this is my poem.
  The sun is hot and the alligator is 
cool. 
  I walk to the lighthouse, but would 
prefer the pool. In St Augustine, the 
Spanish made land They took control of 
the lighthouse and improved it by hand.
The lighthouse keeper was called 
William Harn, who made lemonade 
from the back of his barn. 
  His kids served the drinks to all 
who came by, as the lighthouse shone 
to all passersby. It is 165 feet tall and 
is made of lots of glass. It keeps sailors 
safe on their journeys past.
  Ghost are said to live there, from 
years ago. One, who died while painting 
and moves around the glow.
  The other is called Rasmussen, 
who smoked a big cigar. 
Visitors say they can smell it both near 
and afar.
  I leave the lighthouse at the end of 
the day, but it was time to go home 
and the light showed me the way.

Matthew McGoran
Co Down
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THE DARKHOUSE

“But I don’t want to go live next to that old 
broken lighthouse!” Bertie raged.  Bertie 
was a nine-year-old boy with sandy hair and 
a very good-looking face that always wore a 
frown.  
  “Stop shouting!  You know it gives your 
mother headaches,” Bertie’s father said 
sternly.  The three of them were moving to 
the country where Bertie’s father grew up.  
  “Lighthouses are so un-cool though,” 
Bertie muttered.  
  “Bertie, come here! The baby’s kicking 
again,” his mother called.  Bertie went over 
to his mother and put his hand gently on her 
stomach. “I can feel her kicking, I think she’ll 
be a footballer.”
  The next day they arrived at their new 
house in the country.  It was white, with a red 
door and a black roof.  It reminded Bertie of 
Snow White.  Just around the corner from 
their house there was an enormous red 
and white lighthouse with large sharp rocks 
surrounding it.  
  “This is exciting, don’t you think, 
Bertie?” his mam said.
  “Can I have this room?” Bertie asked.  
  “Yes, if you want,” answered his dad.  
  That evening, just after Bertie got into 
bed, he heard shouting coming from the 
lighthouse.  
  “I wonder what that is?” Bertie whispered 
to himself.  Once he heard his dad snoring, 
he slipped out of bed and pulled on a jumper 
over his pyjamas.  He crept downstairs and 
put on his shoes.  He opened the door and 
closed it behind him very quietly.  He ran all 
the way to the lighthouse and went in.  
  Bertie saw stairs leading to where the 
shouting was coming from.  He walked up 
carefully and peeked in the doorway.  
  “What do you mean the light is broken?” 
one man said.  
  The other said calmly, “The light is 
broken, John, and there is nothing we can 
do about it.”
  “But there is a ship coming in!” 

  Bertie wondered if he could help.  He 
had read all his dad’s leaflets and books 
about electricity.  He hid in the room next 
door until the men left hurriedly.  He went 
into the room with the big light and opened 
the box at the back.  There was lots of wires 
and sockets.  He plugged one thing out and 
plugged another in its place.  This was going 
to take a while.  
  After about twenty minutes, nothing had 
happened.  Another ten minutes passed, and 
now Bertie was just mad.  So mad that he 
kicked the light…but then it turned on!  He 
was so busy dancing for joy that he almost 
missed the big ship passing.  It was black 
and white, and loaded with crates.    
  Bertie realised that he had just saved 
everyone on that ship from the sharp rocks 
surrounding the lighthouse.  He knew than 
that he had been wrong!  Lighthouses were 
definitely cool.  
  After his adventure, Bertie was very 
tired, so he snuck back into bed.  When he 
woke next morning, he could her his parents 
talking downstairs.  His dad was holding a 
newspaper.  The headline read:
  MYSTERIOUS PERSON FIXES LIGHT 
AND SAVES SHIP!

Anna Synnott
Co Louth

DISCOVERY AT LOOP HEAD 
LIGHTHOUSE

“Go to bed now!” Emma ordered. Liam had 
just knocked over his glass of orange juice 
onto the kitchen tablecloth. 
  “But I didn’t do anything,” Liam pleaded. 
  “NOW,” Emma pointed her finger to 
Liam’s bedroom. Liam’s family was on 
holiday in the Loop Head lighthouse keeper’s 
cottage. 

  “My mum is so-o-o grumpy,” Liam 
mumbled to himself. 
  Liam slouched on his bed. He tossed 
and turned but could not get to sleep. He 
got up and went to the bathroom. He looked 
up at the clock in the hallway:  eleven o’clock 
at night. On his way back to bed,  he saw 
the picture of a shipwreck on rocks with the 
lighthouse in the background. He shuddered 
slightly and walked to his room.
  “Ow!” Liam cried as he stumbled on a 
loose wooden floorboard. He scrambled on 
all fours to his bed. Something about the 
floorboard made him curious, so tip toed 
back to it.
  “Holy moly,” Liam whispered, trying not 
to wake the others. He pulled out an old copy 
book. It was the diary of Henry Crowley, the 
old lighthouse keeper. Liam started to read.

     23 September 1872 
Dear Diary,
  Today is my birthday and I helped my 
dad with the lighthouse. We climbed up 
to the lantern room. Three years ago the 
lighthouse changed to a flashing light. Dad 
said when I grow up I will be the head of the 
lighthouse. The picture in the hall is freaking 
me out. I think it might be haunted.

       4 June 1899 
Dear Diary,
  Today was my first day at the job and it 
is tough but I am loving it. Light wind from 
south west, two fishing boats on the horizon. 
Carefully refilled lamps with oil before lighting 
the wicks. I had a few visitors. The first was 
Patrick Keane the postman and he delivered 
the daily post. But that picture is still freaking 
me out.

        9 December 1911 
Dear Diary, 
  Today the roof of the lighthouse broke 
and Simon Brennan the carpenter came to 
fix it. The seals on Howley’s rock suggest 

there is a storm coming. I also had the 
farmer John Fitzgibbon come to give me our 
daily milk. I am sure that picture is haunted.

Liam heard footsteps. “It must be the ghosts 
coming to get me,” he said to himself.
  Liam was peeing his pants now 
because he was so scared. His jaw was 
trembling with fear. He hid under the duvet. 
Then there was an ear piercing bang. Liam 
started to cry. Then Emma, his sister Olivia 
and his dad James  all walked in and started 
to laugh.
  “It is not funny,” Liam whimpered.
  “We all knew that you would be scared 
of that picture so we played a trick on you,” 
Olivia laughed.
  “Then what was that bang,” Liam 
sobbed.
  “That was an over-blown balloon,” 
James said.
  Liam started to chuckle. That chuckle 
turned into a laugh. That laugh turned into 
howls of laughter. 
 
Alex Ó Tuama
Co Dublin 

LIGHTHOUSE ACROSTIC POEM

Lighting up the vast seas
Igniting the cool breeze
Guiding boats along the way
Helping sailors all day
Thanks a lot to all the lighthouses 
Helpful and so bright
Overlooking all the sea
Useful as can be
Saving lives from the sea
Every night without a peep.

Freya Cunningham
Co Down
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FIONNACHTAIN AG TEACH 
SOLAIS CHEANN LÉIME

“Téigh a chodladh díreach,” arsa Emma. 
Leag Liam a shú oráiste ar an mbord agus 
bhí Emma an-chrosta.  “Ach ní dhearna mé 
tada,” a phléadáil Liam.  “Anois,” shín Emma 
a méar chuig seomra leapa Liam.  Bhí Liam 
agus a theaghlach ar laethanta saoire i 
dteach solais Cheann Léime i gcontae an 
Chláir.  “Tá mo mham chomh cantalach an 
t-am ar fad,” a dúirt Liam i gcogar.  Shuigh 
Liam ar a leaba. Rinne sé gach iarracht dul 
a chodladh ach níor éirigh leis. Sheas sé 
suas agus chuaigh sé go dtí an leithreas. 
Ar an mbealach ar ais, chonaic sé pictiúr 
de longbhriseadh ar charraig leis an teach 
solais sa chúlra. Chroith sé píosa, shiúil sé 
ar ais chuig a sheomra codlata.   Thuisligh 
sé ar chlár urláir a bhí scaoilte. Rith sé ar 
ais chuig a leaba. D’fhan sé nóiméad ionas 
nach ndúiseodh sé aon duine. Shiúil sé ar ais 
chuig an chláir urláir agus d’fhéach sé ann. 
Dialann Henry Crowley a bhí ann; seanfhear 
an tí solais. Thosaigh sé ag léam                                                                   
                                                                   

23 Mean Fómhair 1872 
A Dhialainn, Mo bhreithlá atá an inniu. Bhí 
mé ag cabhrú le mo dhaidí sa teach solais. 
Trí bliana ó shin a d’athraigh sé chuig solas 
fleascadh. Dúirt sé nuair a fhásaim suas go 
mbeidh mé mar fhear an tí  solais. Tá mé 
ag súil go mór leis an lá sin. Tá eagla orm 
roimh an bpictiúr sa halla.    
      
                 4 Meitheamh 1899 
A Dhialainn, Is é seo  mo chéad lá ag an 
bpost agus is breá liom é. Gaoth éadrom 
ón deisceart le dhá bhád iascaireachta ar 
an taoide. Bhí cúpla cuairteoir agam inniu. 
Fear an phoist, Patrick Keane, a thug post 
an lae dom. Tá mé fós scanraithe roimh an  
bpictiúr sin sa halla.      
     

9 Nollaig 1911 
Inniu bhris díon an tí solais agus fuair 

mé Simon Brennan an siúinéir chun é a 
dheisiú. Freisin fuair mé an feirmeoir John 
Fitzgibbon chun bainne a thabhairt dom. 
Bhí comhrá an-fhada againn. Tá an pictiúr 
sin fós ag cur eagla orm.   

Ansin chuala sé buille ollmhór. Chuala Liam 
coiscéim. “Tá an púca ag teacht chun mé 
a ithe,” arsa Liam Bhí Liam an-scanraithe. 
Chuaigh sé i bhfolach faoina leaba. Ansin 
shiúil Emma, Olivia (deirfiúr Liam) agus 
James ( daidí Liam ) isteach. “Níl sé 
greannmhar,” arsa Liam. “Bhí a fhios againn 
go raibh eagla ort roimh an bpictiúr sin agus 
d’imir muid cleas ort,” arsa Olivia. “Cad é an 
buille sin mar sin?” arsa Liam. “Phléascamar 
balún,” arsa James. Thosaigh Liam ag gáire. 
Ansin thosaigh siad ag gáire le chéile.

Alex Ó Tuama
Co Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE ON SALT
WATER ROCK

It was a cold, wind-whipped night. Ben 
was travelling to his uncle’s lighthouse on 
Saltwater Rock while his mother went on 
her honeymoon with his stepdad. Everything 
about this place was creepy. Jagged rocks 
were sticking out like thorns. Algae that 
looked like a sea monster’s hand shined 
whenever his mother turned a corner. 
  “Now Ben, you told me you would give 
this place a shot while your dad and I are 
away.” 
  “Stepdad,” Ben remarked. 
  His mother sighed and said, “Why 
won’t you accept the truth, Ben?” 
  He shrugged and watched the 

lighthouse grow nearer. They stepped out 
into the freezing mist and got soaked to 
the bone. Uncle Walter appeared at the 
lighthouse door. As usual, he had a sour 
demeanour. Ben was unsure whether his 
beard was white because of the sea spray 
or if it was his natural colour. He grunted and 
ushered them inside. 
  It was a tall building with spiralling 
staircases. The entrance was built out of 
a small alcove. It had a small coat rack, a 
place for boots and one well-worn mat. They 
followed Walter up the staircase to a sitting 
room furnished with a couple of couches 
and a small fireplace. The next floor held a 
kitchen with four cupboards, a sink and a 
table. Finally, they reached the top of the 
tower with a giant rotating light. 
  “So, there’s your tour, now how long 
will he be staying?” he asked. 
  “Three days, minimum,” his mother 
replied. She quickly departed, leaving them 
alone together. It was late so Ben went to 
bed but he was kept awake most of the 
night by the whirring sounds of the light, the 
constant crashing waves and the howling 
wind.
  Ben’s uncle woke him from his meagre 
five hours of sleep. He nearly stumbled down 
the stairs, but his uncle caught him and 
pulled him back. They set off to the beach to 
check out the shoreline for any rock pools. 
They searched for hours but only came up 
with a crab and a bunch of plastic bottles. 
  As they were about to leave, a glimmer 
of light caught Ben’s eye. It was an old 
compass. It was covered with barnacles and 
seaweed. They brought it into the lighthouse 
to put on Ben’s bedside locker. 
  Walter said, “Why don’t I keep it for a 
while? It’s covered with barnacles; you might 
cut yourself.” 
  Ben said it was fine, but his uncle would 

not take no for an answer. “Give it to me 
Ben. Give it to me!” 
  Ben ran for his life, but he knew he 
couldn’t go to the coast as it was high tide. 
Instead, he ran up the spiralling staircase 
towards the light. It blinded him but then it 
would blind his uncle too, so he would be 
safe at least until the tide went out. 
  But suddenly, his uncle, wearing 
polarized glasses said, “That’s a family 
heirloom. GIVE IT TO ME NOW!” 
Walter launched forward and fell over the 
railing……

David Nally
Co Cork

LIGHTHOUSES

Lighthouses so big and tall,
Standing strong, making us all seem small,
Up in the air a beacon of hope,
Up there how some will cope,
Up incredibly high, so much excitement and fear.
Beside the sea, beautifully clear,
The light to warn those too near,
So many ships to the pier. 
The large scale of the waves,
Like huge watery caves.  
The lighthouse keeper all alone,
Making this huge building his home,  
So cold and empty,
Time on their own is plenty.
Lighthouses are so important all year,
Dealing with a crashing fear,
Lighthouses keeping us safe,
Lighthouses, a wonderful place.

Joe Wilk
Co Down
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I AM A LIGHTHOUSE

I listen to the calming sway of the waves,
And feel us lighthouses are like slaves,

Slaves of the sea.
I wish we could all just live our lives,

Hassle-free.
Why can’t everything on Earth,

Be happy with families, with husbands or wives
With children, enjoying raising them from birth?

I have spent many a day saving ships,
Through storms, rain, wind and fog,

Why can’t I just live my life, enjoying friendships?!
Maybe I just wanna be a pedagogue,
Or a scientist, a mechanic, artist, vet.

There are so many paths my life could take me
If only I wasn’t trapped by this sea, so dull and wet!

 I’m enjoying the sea less day by day
Each ship I save, each night I shine my light,
The thrill of saving shrivels up and dies away.

My light is losing its glow, 
And I’m losing hope,

I know I’m still needed though
But I can barely cope

Living in this life
As a lighthouse

                                                                            
Maybe if I could feel more appreciated

I could live with myself
I mightn’t feel so deflated

Feeling wanted and needed should make me elated
So that is my one and only wish

                                        
I hear cheering below me

And I realise they’re cheering for me
Celebrating the lives that I’ve saved
Acknowledging how important I am

And now I’m finally at peace
Knowing that fact.

Aoife Harpur
Co Dublin

THE HAUNTED LIGHTHOUSE

A long time ago, there lived an old, evil man.  He 
had grown up in an orphanage since he was six. His 
parents had died in a car crash.  While he was there, 
surrounded with children without parents, he had his 
hopes set on being adopted but no luck. Everyone 
wanted babies or toddlers, not a six-year-old with hair 
the colour of an orange and eyes as black as night, 
  This kid went by the name of Samuel Right.  No 
one wanted him, so therefore he started to not care 
for them either. As years went on, Samuel grew to 
hate children as the sight of them reminded him of 
how he was unwanted.  At the age of 18, he was 
alone - no friends, no family and soon people started 
to think he didn’t have a heart.  He would muffle his 
words under his breath and kids shivered at his name.  
  Another miserable day went by as Samuel 
scowled around, hating the world. Suddenly a young 
girl approached him, terrified. 
  “What do you want?” he growled in his usual 
tone. 
  “I’m Poppy, I-I was wondering w-why you a-are 
s-so unhappy,” she managed. 
  “Listen kid, Pippy or whatever your name is, 
leave me alone.  I don’t care for you, you don’t care 
for me.”  
  His words shocked her into silence, as he huffed 
off, but Poppy persisted, she pestered him for hours 
until dusk, making him go insane.  He had to escape, 
but where?  
  The next day Samuel set out 
to the beach, with his belongings 
in his fishing boat. His plan was 
to use the buoys to navigate his 
way to the old lighthouse.  Now, 
you may be wondering, couldn’t 
Poppy just follow him? Or, didn’t 
someone own the lighthouse?  
  Starting with the first 
question, Poppy and the rest 
of the townsfolk were afraid of 
the lighthouse and the second 
answer explains why, before 
anyone could remember, 
there had lived another old, 
evil man as heartless as 
Samuel - all because of 

grief. He had lived a happy life in his lighthouse until 
one day, his family were out sailing and a storm arose, 
killing them all. 
  Out of anger he cursed the lighthouse, later 
standing on the balcony’s edge and ending his life 
into the depths of the ocean. No one dared go there 
now as rumours arose that his ghost still walked down 
the steps of the lighthouse, cursing its very existence. 
Therefore, all stayed away but that didn’t stop Samuel. 
He couldn’t care less if he was to be dead tomorrow, 
as he didn’t have much keeping him alive anyway.  
  As he arrived at the lighthouse’s entrance, 
its gloomy rooms freaked Samuel out. The light of 
the lighthouse hadn’t been lit since that fateful day, 
Samuel edged towards the switch and as it flickered to 
life, he realised that he had made his life a nightmare. 
He had shut out the world and he had no one to blame 
but himself. 
  He fell to the floor in tears, then the door creaked 
open...

Kristen Cushnie
Northern Ireland
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LIGHTHOUSE POEM

Away far out in the distance,
I saw a shining light,

I followed in its direction,
Because it was very bright.

The waves were really breaking,
The seas were very rough,

Although I wanted to go on this journey, 
I never imagined it to be so tough.

But then I saw it,
It gave me some hope, 

The light was a lighthouse,
Helping me to cope.

There was the tower,
Standing at the sea,

Who would have known, 
That it would have saved me.

Darryl Cundelan
Co Cavan

THE PERFECT PICTURE

It was a warm Sunday morning and Aisling 
was just finishing her painting of a lovely 
lighthouse in a mystical mermaid lagoon. 
She realised there was a smudge of red 
paint on the sky, so Aisling used her right 
thumb to clean it off. When Aisling put her 
thumb on the painting, WHOOSH!  She 
was sucked into the painting! 
  When she opened her eyes, Aisling was 
on a deserted island. She caught a glimpse 
of a white wooden dinghy, so she hopped in 
it and started to sail away. She saw a light in 
the distance and decided to follow it. After 
10 minutes of rowing, Aisling spotted a tall 
lighthouse just like the one in her painting! 
When she arrived at the shore, she decided 
to climb to the top of the lighthouse to see 
where she was. When Aisling climbed to 
the top of the spiral staircase, she noticed 
the massive light had stopped working so 
she readjusted the wires. Eventually she 
got it working again. 
  Aisling decided to go back to the boat 
but when she got down to the beach, it had 
disappeared. All of a sudden, the water 
turned purple and mermaids came to the 
surface of the water! They had come to 
thank Aisling for her generosity of fixing the 
light inside the lighthouse so ships would be 
led away from the mermaids and they could 
live in peace. 
  For Aisling’s kindness, they gave her 
a shell necklace. When she woke up it was 
the next day, she wondered was it all a 
dream? Then Aisling opened her hand only 
to find the sea shell necklace. She looked 
at the painting and smiled.  

Tara Lewis
Co Limerick                                                                               

LIGHTHOUSE POEM 

At the top of a lighthouse 
There is a very bright light
To guide ships through fog

So they won’t hit rock and bog

When all the chores are done 
We just have some fun 
Knock back some beer

When we don’t have to steer 
The lighthouse light 

Towards the ships in sight 

When a keeper’s job is done
Outside they run 

In the sun and have some fun
While it is bright 
They fly their kite
When it gets dark 
They light a spark

Ava Murphy
Co Cork

A SYMBOL OF SAFETY

I stand on the ragged rocks,
Salty sea spray refreshing my face.

As I gaze towards the horizon,
Black foreboding clouds roll in from the sea.

A mist begins to block my view,
And the once peaceful sea begins to churn.

Crabs scuttle into the rocky crevices,
Sensing the looming danger.

Seagulls cry out from overhead,
A warning of what is to come.

Daylight shifts to darkness.
The drama begins to unfold.

Suddenly, a beam of light,
Divides the darkness like a sharp sword.

My stinging eyes distinguish,
A beacon of hope towering in front of me.

The silhouette of a lighthouse,
Standing tall and proud.

It beckons me forward,
With its promise of shelter and sanctuary.

In the centre of the chaotic storm,
It is immune from the danger.

Keeping me safe,
Until the storm passes by.

Susie Barnes
Co Antrim
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MY TRIP TO TAHKUNA TULETORN*

In Estonia (a small Baltic country across the sea from Finland, 
which just so happens to be my mum’s home country) there 
are over 1,500 islands. The largest of these are Saaremaa and 
Hiiumaa, which boast a wide range of beautiful scenery. How 
do I know this? I’ve had first-hand experience with one.
In summer 2017 I travelled to the island of Hiiumaa with my 
granny (whom I was visiting) and a few other relatives. As a 
young ten-year-old I was really excited, for I had never before 
been to an island, either in Estonia in or in Ireland for the matter. 
Driving onto the ferry Tiina in my second cousin’s big white 
Volvo, I suddenly felt solid ground leave from under us and 
realised we were now on the ship. The adventure had begun.
  After we had docked a Hiiumaa Harbour, the drive went 
on to a nice guest house in the small village of Heltermaa, 
where we would be staying for the next five days. On arrival, my 
cousins and I straight away started to explore the rooms and 
grounds of the guesthouse. There was even a sauna!
During the next five days we did lots of fun activities and went 
to many different places, but there is one thing that really jumps 
to mind. First let it be said though, that I am quite scared of 
heights.
There are three main lighthouses in Hiiumaa: Ristna lighthouse, 
which is 30 metres high, Kõpu lighthouse (36 metres) and 
Tahkuna lighthouse (43 metres). You can guess three times 
which one we were going to.
  So, forty-three metres. Would I really be able to climb that 
high? Well, I was going to try, anyway.
There were four winding staircases to climb before we would 
reach the top of the lighthouse. The first two and a half or so 
went relatively well, but towards the top of the third one I began 
to feel a bit uneasy. My little cousin Morten’s dad Raido saw 
how I was feeling and as Morten hadn’t come up with us, Raido 
took me under his wing. That gave me more courage and I 
managed to climb to the top without any more problems.
  At the top my second cousin Väinu, who was filling the 
role of photographer on the trip and just so happens to be one 
of Estonia’s top journalists and writers, took a picture of me. 
This was good as my mum and dad wouldn’t have believed I’d 
been up on Tahkuna otherwise!
After that we went back down to the others. There was still so 
much to do, such as...but that’s all another story.

*Tuletorn means lighthouse in Estonian.

Toomas Sean Donohoe
Co Westmeath 

THE CALM BEFORE THE STORM

It was a beautiful morning at the harbour and people 
watched as the fishing boat got ready to leave for its 
week-long trip to sea. The fishermen had been praying 
for good weather as they wanted to get the best catch 
of the season. The boat left the harbour and went to a 
new fishing spot they had heard about. The men got 
the nets ready and cast them into the sea, the buoys 
stayed just above the water line this meant they knew 
where to come back to once the nets where full. 
  It had been a couple of days and the catch was 
amazing. Everyone was excited because they would 
be going back home sooner than they thought and the 
boat’s storage room was almost full of fish and crab. 
  The captain heard a weather warning coming 
through. He thought the boat was far enough away 
from it and they would be okay, so the men brought in 
the last of the nets and made plans for their trip home. 
Just then a rogue wave hit the boat sending the men 
into panic - so many of their friends had talked about 

how mean the sea can be. The captain tried his best 
to get his crew home unharmed, but they were hit by 
wave after wave. 
  Then lightening hit the boat, knocking off the 
radio and GPS. They were blind with nothing to show 
them the way home, all they could do was go with 
the tide. 
  After a few hours - but what felt like years - the 
captain saw a light in the distance. They tried to steer 
the boat in that direction. Finally, it got closer.  
  Before them was a lighthouse, a lighthouse 
illuminating the whole sky, a lighthouse guiding their 
way home, their way to the sanctuary of the harbour 
they had only left a few days before.

Leah Magee
Co Antrim

THE MAN IN THE LIGHTHOUSE

A lighthouse keeper who had recently 
been in the war was so traumatised by the 
war that he wanted to save lives instead 
of taking them.  He had learned first-hand 
that life was so precious.
  He first signed up for the life-saving 
service about a year after the war.  He 
especially dreaded the foggy days because 
they reminded him so much about the war.
  The lighthouse keeper had been 
married, but his wife and son had died 
in the London Blitz.  He mourned them 
every day.
  Suddenly he was sent an S.O.S. 
call from a ship nearby.  The lighthouse 
keeper rushed to put on his safety gear 
and hopped onto his life-saving boat and 
sailed to their location.
  On arrival, he realised that he needed 
more help because there were more 
people than he had imagined.  He called 
the Coast Guard and got them to help.  
They were there about five minutes.
  First, the lighthouse keeper grabbed 
the children and the Coast Guard grabbed 
the men and women.  When he returned 
there was a child who hadn’t been 
collected by a parent.  He quickly realised 
that the child’s mother had died in the 
crash.
  The lighthouse keeper took him in 
and raised him as his own, but sadly a few 
years later when the boy was fifteen, the 
lighthouse keeper died in a freak accident 
on the ocean, while he was trying to 
rescue someone else. 
  The boy quickly became the new 
lighthouse keeper, and a few years later 
he raised his own family there as well.  He 
told them all about his adventures in the 
lighthouse and out at sea with his father, 
so that he would never be forgotten. 

Freddie Wakeford
Co Wicklow
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THE BLACK LIGHT

It was a jet-black night in the town of 
Whitehead. The only light that shone across 
the town was from the majestic Blackhead 
Lighthouse overlooking Belfast Lough. Its 
light was the guiding star, the beacon of 
hope for all ships out at sea. The winter was 
bitterly cold, and many townspeople sought 
comfort from the warm glow of its lantern. 
The people who lived in the town had grown 
accustomed to the lighthouse and could not 
conceive that one day the light would be 
extinguished.
  There was once an old man who 
was called Nicolas. He had worked at the 
lighthouse for an eternity now and kept it 
shining bright every day and night. He lived 
in the lighthouse and so he become very 
fond of all around him, after all he could see 
for miles out with the beaming light shooting 
rays of hope out to sea.
  It was a normal day when this story 
takes place. The sky was leaden and dull. 
Nicolas was tending his schedule when 
he heard an immense, dramatic crash. He 
immediately went to investigate. Dashing 
outside, he found out that an enormous 
car ferry had shattered on the jagged rocks 
below him. He instantly phoned the search 
and rescue and within hours all the crew and 
passengers from the ferry were taken to 
hospital to check for injuries.
  As night started to fall, the enormous 
ship remained wedged under the black rocks 
of the lighthouse. Nicolas grew increasingly 
stressed that the rocks below his home 
would give way and bring him down with 
them. The rescue teams and geologists had 
confirmed that the rock was stable, Nicolas 
had his doubts as he fell into a fitful slumber.
  That night he heard a long, sluggish 
groan from all around him. Suddenly there 
was a loud screech that sounded like nails 
on a chalk board. He jumped out of bed, 
got his flashlight and went to see what 
new horrors awaited him. He was only to 
discover that there was a gash in the side of 

HOOK HEAD LIGHTHOUSE

There was once a lighthouse on the coast,
Watching and minding all the boats,

The waves come crashing off its walls,
The light on the top spins slowly round,

It stops the sailors so they don’t go 
aground,

Stripy, solid, strong and tall,
Oh ancient lighthouse protect us all!

Evan Nicholl
Co Down 

the lighthouse. He was so puzzled at what 
had happened that he didn’t realise that the 
orbiting light was now beaming directly up 
into the heavens. Suddenly there was an 
explosion near the crash site. Nicolas didn’t 
know what to do so he ran back inside the 
lighthouse to find that half of his home had 
fallen down the cliff. Frozen by alarm and 
fear, he didn’t realise that part of the floor 
behind him was now sliding down the cliff. 
He took a step back only to find himself 
teetering above the shipwreck and he only 
avoided the plummeting drop by grasping the 
curtains of his broken kitchen. Exhausted, 
he pulled himself onto the safety of the 
shattered floorboards. The lighthouse now 
silent, he gazed sadly at his fallen lantern 
canopy which continued to pulsate light into 
the sky. 
  Horrified, Nicolas watched as it started 
to roll directly towards him…

Andrew Fitzhenry
Co Antrim

THE FORGOTTEN LIGHTHOUSE

Once there was a girl called Sara and she lived in a seaside town. 
  One night, Sara was in her bedroom when she heard the seals singing a sad song. 
She went towards the lighthouse from where the seals were singing. There she saw an 
elderly man looking confused trying to get into the lighthouse, calling out to someone called 
Anna, but nobody was there. A while later the man left looking disappointed. 
  The next night Sara went into the lighthouse to look for something to explain why 
the man came back to the lighthouse each night. Then Sara saw an old newspaper article 
on the table. It said when the ship crashed a young man jumped into the water to save 
everyone, but he couldn’t reach a girl called Anna McCauley. 
  “The man must be the one who saved all those people and he’s coming back every 
night since in search of Anna!” exclaimed Sara. 
  Sara remembered that the people of the town had voted to demolish all the old town 
buildings including the lighthouse, so that they could make their small town into a big city! 
The town must have forgotten about this amazing story of the lighthouse, she thought. Sara 
knew what she had to do.
  The next day Sara gathered everyone in the town hall to give a speech on why they 
shouldn’t demolish the old buildings but should instead restore them. Everyone agreed. 
Next, Sara went to the library to find out more about the ship that had crashed, but there 
weren’t any books about what happened.  
  On her way out, Sara asked the librarian, “Do you know anything about a girl called 
Anna McCauley?”
  The librarian replied, “I don’t know much about her but I do know where she lives!”
  The next morning Sara went to see Anna. Sara explained to Anna about the man who 
returned to the lighthouse every night in search of her, so the next night Anna and Sara 
went to the lighthouse and waited for the man to arrive. 
  When he called out “Anna?” She replied, “Over here!”  The man was overjoyed to see 
her and exclaimed, “I can’t believe that you’re alive!”. 
  As for the old buildings and landmarks being demolished, the town decided to restore 
them to their former glory and the town from that day on was never busier with the tourists 
visiting the pretty place.
  The man moved into the lighthouse and he wrote this poem which he read to the seals 
each night.

Oh lighthouse, my lighthouse,
Your stripes are red and white.
You steer me in the right direction,
And turn darkness into light.

Oh lighthouse, my lighthouse, 
You keep the ships afloat.
You guide me to safety,
While I sail in my boat.

The man lived happily ever after and the seals sang their happy song once more.
 

Emily Farrell
Co Wicklow
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GRANUAILE SINKS!

My dad worked for Irish Lights as a Second Officer 
on the ILV Granuaile in 1992. Every year there was 
a Commissioners’ trip. The Commissioners went 
on board the ship and inspected all the lighthouses 
around the coast of Ireland.
  On this trip, the ship left Dún Laoghaire 
and travelled north to Belfast, stopping at every 
lighthouse along the way so that the Commissioners 
could inspect the light.
When the Granuaile reached Belfast, the Belfast 
Harbour Board boarded the ship and there was a 
big party. Afterwards, the ship sailed for the Maidens 
Lighthouse off Larne. The Commissioners left the 
ship to inspect the lighthouse.
  My dad was in bed asleep when he awoke to 
a loud noise and was nearly thrown out of his bunk.
  He knew instantly something was wrong, so 
my dad went straight to the bridge of the ship. The 
Granuaile had struck a rock near the lighthouse and 
water was quickly spilling in. The ship’s carpenter 
checked the ship and to the dismay of the crew, the 
ship was well and truly sinking.
  The Granuaile headed for the coast as my dad 
called the Coast Guard and Larne Port. Larne Port 
wouldn’t allow the ship in so the Granuaile headed 
for Browns Bay, which was a shallow, sandy bay 
close by.
All the lifeboats were lowered into the sea with the 
Commissioners and crew aboard. Just the essential 
crew, including my dad, were kept on board while 

THE LIGHTHOUSE 

“We hope to see you next week!” called my piano 
teacher as I walked out of the Seafront Piano 
Academy. 
  “Bye!” I said, wrapping my furry hood tighter 
around me. The door shut behind me. It seemed 
to be unusually dark that night. A crisp wind blew, 
making the trees quiver. 
  I was about to go to the bus stop so I could 
make my way home, but something caught my 
eye. There was a flickering light coming from the 
abandoned lighthouse.
  Nobody had set foot in there for years. The 
light kept glimmering in an ominous way. I felt drawn 
to it and I wanted to investigate. It wasn’t as if there 
was anyone waiting for me at home…
  I walked down the rotting wooden steps leading 
to the beach. The ocean was disconcertingly calm, 
there wasn’t one ripple in the water. The sand was 
ghostly white. The entire beach was empty, not even 

THE LIGHTHOUSE

I grip the splintering banister, my knuckles white. 
The events of the past hour repeat in my head.
  Running up steps. The lighthouse balcony. 
Wind whipping our hair around. Pulling her with 
me. You come up the stairs. Screaming. Fighting. 
Begging. Your arms around her waist. You, moving 
back. Pleading. Falling. Dead. 
  I shake my head and continue down the steps.
  Five years ago. Running through the waves. 
Laughing with her. You walking past. Smiling. 
Waving. Plotting. 
  I stop, breathing hard. If only I had known. I 
choke out a sob. I stumble down further, pushing 
down the tears, pushing down the hope that she 
might be alive. She’s dead. She can’t possibly have 
survived. And if she could have survived that means 
you could have too. If you are alive. 
  “I’ll kill you,” my hands shake, and I grip the 
banister harder. “And I’ll make it slow.”
  My voice is a rasp from screaming, barely 
audible. I stumble and fall head over heels down the 
last of the stairs. I groan as my arm cracks. 
  Two years ago. Running. Playful shoving. 
Laughing. Tripping. Cracking. Crying. Pain. Her, 
running for help. Alone. Screaming. Darkness. 
  I push myself up. I feel no pain, though my arm 
might be broken. I don’t care. I open the door and 
step out onto the rocky ground. I slowly circle around 
to the back of the lighthouse. I cry out as I see her, 
mangled and broken. Dead. Empty. I crumple next 
to her, sobbing anew. You did this. You took her 
away from me. She was all I had left and now she’s 
gone. Now I have nothing. I see you beside her and 
my breath catches. You’re dead too. But I’m not 
saddened by that. The world is better off without 
you. You’re gone. But you took her with you. And 
I can’t live without her. I can’t live if she isn’t alive. 
  I look out into the ocean. The sea had always 
reminded me of her ocean blue eyes. I stand up and 
walk out onto the beach. The waves are high, and 
the sky is cloudy so no one else is on the beach. I 
am alone. I will always be alone.  I walk towards the 
sea and pull off my dirty old shoes. I keep walking 
when the freezing cold water washes over my feet. 
I keep walking when my jeans get heavy. I keep 
walking when the water reaches my waist. I keep 

walking when the waves try to push me back. I keep 
walking when the water comes up to my neck. I keep 
walking when I am fully enveloped in salty water. 
  I stop and stand still, staring forwards into the 
blue nothingness. I stay there until all the air has 
left my lungs and all is dark. I stay there till I am no 
longer human. I stay there till I am the sea and the 
sea is me. 

Sara O’Flaherty
Co Dublin

the others took refuge on the lifeboats.
  The engine room filled up with water and the 
engine eventually gave way. Some motorboats and 
a small tugboat towed the Granuaile up onto the 
shore. 
  Eventually, the Granuaile was floated and was 
towed to Harland & Woolf shipyard in Belfast to be 
rebuilt. The Granuaile returned resiliently to service 
the next year.
  The top decks of the ship were always above 
water. The Second Engineer rewired the electricity 
supply to the deck generator. My dad lived like a king 
because all the lovely food was still in the fridges and 
freezers for the Commissioners trip. It was going to 
rot so my dad had to eat it!
  My great-grandad was a lighthouse keeper and 
my grandad John Harding was a captain on the Irish 
Lights ships.

Kate Harding
Co Dublin

the tiniest shrivelled seaweed or a small stone could 
be seen.
  I clambered up a mass of wet slippery rocks. 
The lighthouse loomed above me. I scraped my shins 
on a particularly jagged rock and winced in pain. I 
couldn’t give up now, not when I was so close.
  I pulled myself up onto a stone trail leading up 
to the lighthouse. I thought dejectedly of how long 
it would take to get those tiny pebbles out of my 
shoes. I found myself in front of the lighthouse door.
  I assumed it would be locked, but surprisingly 
with a slight push the door budged open. I walked 
inside the dimly lit room. To my disbelief I heard 
distorted piano music coming from somewhere 
upstairs. I recognised it to be Beethoven’s Moonlight 
Sonata. I looked about me in wonderment. The 
windows were broken. The walls were cracked. 
Insects scuttled and rodents scurried. I felt a chill 
go down my spine. I decided to go up the spiral 
staircase to see what lay ahead.
  As I made my way up, the staircase wobbled 
precariously. I shivered with anticipation as I neared 
the top. I had just enough time to catch a glimpse 
of a sinister figure playing the final few notes of 
music on a grand piano. The lighthouse’s ancient 
bulb suddenly grew blindingly bright and with a whirl 
of dust and debris I found myself lying on the sand, 
just under the rotting wooden steps. I felt the eerie 
sonata ringing in my ears. I scrambled up, hit my 
head on the wooden stairs, stumbled and ran as fast 
as I could to the bus stop. 
  Strange colours flashed before my eyes, and 
my heart pounded. My mind swirled.
  To this day, I have never played the piano. Not 
once. 

Julia McDonnell 
Co Dublin
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MR SHERMAN’S LIGHTHOUSE

Mr Sherman was an old, anti-social, grumpy man. He hobbled along on his stick. 
He was skinny, unhealthy and frail. He owned a lighthouse on the tip of Malin 
Head.
  Mr Sherman stayed to himself. He lived in the lightkeeper’s cottage. He only 
left his house twice a day, to go to his lighthouse. The red and white paint was 
peeling off and the walls were eroding. The inside was cold and damp. A head-
aching leak dripped down relentlessly on the banister of the rusty, spiral staircase. 
The glass was covered in condensation and mould. The light was the only thing in 
some way respectable because Mr Sherman cleaned it every so often.
Mr Sherman regretted that he had never had a son. He inherited the lighthouse 
from his father, who inherited it from his father. Unfortunately, the lighthouse would 
not run through the Sherman family any more.
  Lugha had loved lighthouses ever since he was little. Sadly, he was never 
even in the lighthouse in his own parish. One day he was walking home when he 
saw the lightkeeper outside the local lighthouse having a heated conversation with 
two suited men and a Garda. 
  One of the men spoke. “I am very sorry, Mr Sherman, but I’m afraid you can 
no longer live under this lighthouse. It’s ready to collapse.”
  The Garda then had to step in because Mr Sherman was swinging his stick 
violently at the suited men. 
  Two days later, Lugha saw Mr Sherman on the streets. He went over to him.   
  “Hello there, Mr Sherman, I’m Lugha Mac Aodh. I saw what happened to you 
and I was wondering if you wanted to come home with me?”  
  Mr. Sherman looked up timidly. “You’d do dat for me?” He spoke in a smoky, 
unused voice.
   The Mac Aodhs took good care of Mr Sherman. One evening Lugha spoke 
with his parents.
  “I want to do something for Mr Sherman, to raise money so he can live in his 
cottage again.”
  Lugha’s dad had a brilliant idea. “We‘ll have a swimming fundraiser!”
  For the next week, Lugha hung up posters all around the village to advertise 
the event. When Sunday came the whole parish was out by the sea, ready to start. 
The race cost €5 per entry. People were also buying food from the stalls to help 
the cause. Everyone had a great day. That evening a cheque was presented to Mr 
Sherman to repair the lighthouse. 
  In two months the lighthouse was restored. Lugha heard a knock on the door. 
It was Mr Sherman. “Lad, I CAN’T explain how grateful I am. I know, Lugha, that 
you love lighthouses and I don’t ‘ave a son. I’m too old to look after my lighthouse 
anymore.” 
  Slowly Mr. Sherman produced a key from his pocket, and said, “I want you 
to ‘ave  it.”
  To this day, Lugha lives with his wife and children in the lightkeeper’s cottage 
and in the future he will pass on the lighthouse to his own son.

Luke Collins
Co Meath

THE LIGHTHOUSE THAT BURNT DOWN

One sunny morning in mid-June, Diarmuid was told he would be spending the summer 
holidays with his granny beside Hook Lighthouse in County Wexford. He was really 
excited because he had never been to Wexford before even though his granny lived 
there. He knew his granny was associated with Hook Lighthouse but he didn’t know 
how. 
  Eventually the day came for Diarmuid to leave for the lighthouse. He couldn’t 
contain his excitement. His mother drove him to The Hook early so he could look around 
when he arrived. 
  When they arrived, however, there was no lighthouse, just what looked like a ruin! 
  “Are we in the right place?” asked Diarmuid. 
  “Yes,” replied his mother. 
  They saw his granny through the window of the lighthouse keeper’s house and 
rushed to her, to see what had happened. His granny told him that some sailors had 
ruined the lighthouse because they didn’t want anyone to ever sail past here again 
without crashing. Diarmuid could not believe his ears, the lighthouse he had been looking 
forward to visiting for weeks, was gone. Diarmuid’s mother asked whether she should 
take Diarmuid with her but Granny said it was fine. That night Diarmuid had dreams of 
what would have happened that day if the lighthouse hadn’t burnt down.
  When he awoke the next morning there were three men in the kitchen sitting 
opposite his granny. They were debating about what they should do. 
  “I think that we should try to replicate the original lighthouse,” said one man.
  “But what happens if the sailors come back again?” argued another with a beard.
  “I think that would cost too much money and anyway all our money was in the box,” 
replied the third.
  “I think we should discuss this somewhere more private,” announced Granny 
because she had just noticed Diarmuid standing frozen in the doorway. “Guys, 
this is my grandson Diarmuid,” Granny told the men.
  “Hi Diarmuid, I’m Kyle,” said the man with the beard.
Diarmuid shook hands with all three of them and found out they all worked 
with his granny. Granny told Diarmuid to help himself to breakfast and then left 
the room with the three men. 
  After breakfast, Diarmuid decided to have a look around the ruins of the 
lighthouse. He looked around until he found a box; the box was heavy so he 
couldn’t lift it. Beside the box, there was a key. Diarmuid put the key into the 
lock and when he opened it there were lots of lighthouse designs and money. 
Immediately, he went to find his granny. 
  He found out that the lighthouse had been built in 1172 but had 
been burnt down as Granny had said. His granny was trying to find 
out how she could rebuild it but didn’t yet know the right way. 
Diarmuid couldn’t wait to tell everyone about his granny and 
her lighthouse but until the lighthouse was rebuilt he couldn’t 
say a word.

Aoife Kehoe
Co Wexford 
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HIDDEN 

“Finally.”
  Sophie had thought of this moment for 
years, her brown hair blowing in the wind. 
She thought she had been orphaned when 
she was a baby and had been brought up 
miles away from this place. 
  Sophie had received an address to the 
lighthouse a few years before, but hadn’t 

BENEATH THE SURFACE

The family arrived at Hook lighthouse in 
Wexford, Ireland to see that it was closed 
for the summer. Sophie and Lucas were ten 
year old twins and arrived with their mum, 
Jenny. The sun had not yet set so Jenny 
looked around and found a secret, hidden 
way to get in. Sophie wasn’t keen but gave 
in after a lot of convincing.
  They walked to the top of the lighthouse, 
which took a very long time. Jenny at the 
front, Lucas in the middle and Sophie, who 
still felt uncomfortable, coming up the rear. 
It was dark at the top of the tower. Jenny 
turned on the torch to reveal a large man 
with a beard dangling from his chin. He was 
wearing oversized overalls and standing at 
the other side of the lantern. They all knew 
they shouldn’t be there, so they ran. 
  Tumbling down the staircase, Jenny 
pushed the children out of the way to save 
herself. At the exit, Sophie tripped and fell 
into the water. She fell unconscious with 
the sudden cold. When she woke, Lucas, 
dripping with water, stood over her and 
when she looked over her shoulder, there 
was another head bobbing out of the water.
  Lucas introduced Sophie to Milly. Milly 
was a mermaid and also the princess of the 
mermaid kingdom below the lighthouse. Milly 
had the most gorgeous purple fluorescent tail 
that sparkled in the sun. She really wanted 
to introduce them to her family, so she gave 
them a special plant to help them breathe 
underwater. The palace was grand, with a 
path of shells leading to it and tall bushes of 
seaweed and coral. It was made from parts 
of the many shipwrecks that had been found 
nearby.
Jack was the king of the kingdom and the 
father of Milly and her sister Olivia. His wife 
had died years before. She was human and 
it hurt Jack dreadfully to see anything that 
reminded him of her. Sophie looked just like 
her - he couldn’t stand to even look at her. 
The twins were banished to the dungeon 
beneath the palace.

  The mermaid sisters helped them 
escape by shoveling their way through the 
sand. They couldn’t understand why their 
father had done this, as they were never told 
about their mother, so they confronted him. 
At first, he was angry, but then broke down. 
He knew it was time to tell the truth. He told 
his daughters all about their mother and how 
she died of a terrible illness.
  Jack still looked as though he was 
hiding something. The king kept apologising 
to Sophie and Lucas, but they were still 
confused. Jack had some more explaining 
to do. He admitted that he was the man in 
the lighthouse and that he also owned it. He 
chased them away because it was such a 
private place to him and his wife. 
  The mermaid royal family decided 
that it was only fair to let the children stay 
with them since their mother wasn’t very 
responsible and seemed like she never ever 
wanted to come back to the place where 
she had almost been caught and could have 
been arrested.
  It was now Sophie and Lucas’s job to 
control and organize the tours and visits to 
Hook Lighthouse. You may think that they 
are too young, but you would be surprised at 
how mature they are. The twins still visit the 
mer-kingdom regularly and are far happier 
with their new friends than they ever were 
with their mother.

Emma Brown
Co Antrim

wanted to go, until now. She had brought 
a backpack filled with some supplies and 
for some unknown reason, a UV light. She 
stared at the dull grey lighthouse to find 
it surrounded by overgrown flowers and 
weeds. She had to crawl through them to 
get to the door. She slowly knocked on it, 
doubting that anyone lived there. The door 
was unlocked so it creaked open when 
she knocked. Behind the door revealed a 
small rundown room, covered in cobwebs 
and dust. She was about to leave, thinking 
it was the wrong place, when a huge gust 
of wind swept her body into the room and 
slammed the door behind her. She decided 
to carry on surveying the room and spied a 
stone staircase. Sophie crept up the stairs 
and found an old study that looked in better 
shape than the floor below. 
  Sophie spotted some journals and 
went to take a look. She flicked through the 
pages of a hardback, finding a page on a 
plan of getting rid of plastic by 2032. “It is 
2032,” she whispered. “How long have they 
been gone?” She searched through another 
journal and found it was a diary they kept for 
their studies as marine biologists. 
  The last entry was four years ago, it 
read:
  Today Larry and I are going out near the 
kelp to find animals that might be injured. 
We have to go out the back way as we have 
a creaking issue with our front door. It’s 
getting quite bad, so I think we’ll need to call 
Uma and Vex to help with that big problem. 
I’ll have to make a note of that.
  Sophie found it weird that the entry was 
not the same font but then after ignoring it 
for a bit, she worked out what it secretly said,
  Look at back a secret use UV light.
  Sophie searched the back of the diary 
and got out her UV light. What she found 
was an address and a note. 
  We’re moving, people are acting 
violently around us, here’s an address to 
where we live now: 202 Grosvenor Road, 
Dublin 10.
  A week later Sophie stared at the 

house her birth parents were now living in. 
The door was yellow and the house was a 
nice beige. When she stepped on the porch 
she sighed and thought, This is it. She rang 
the doorbell and heard soft footsteps. A 
lady in her sixties was at the door and she 
had the same green eyes as Sophie. Soon 
a man around the same age as the woman 
came into view.
  “Mum, Dad - is it you?”

Keira Ho
Co Dublin

NINE

When I was nine, I walked the cliff path with 
my gran.
Eight Friesian cows chewed the cud and 
munched the grass.
Seven mermaids watched us as we made 
our way along the winding path.
Six in the morning, the beach, the waves, 
the periwinkles belonged to us.
Five gulls flew above our heads as we 
explored the rocks and pools.
Four crabs were the beginning of a story I 
told of the mighty Crab King defending his 
empire.
Three sets of footprints on the sand, Gran, 
my sister and I.
Two juicy oranges were our feast as we sat 
on rocks spotting pirate ships on the horizon.
One watchful lighthouse guided us back to 
our cottage in Ballycotton.
No more summer days with gran, but our 
adventures together help me sleep.

Róisín Martin
Co. Cork
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Freya Fallon
Co Dublin

SOLDIERS IN THE SUNKEN SHIP

Lizzie hurried to the library, dragging young Maisie behind her. Lizzie’s mother, 
however, had let them go. After all, it was her last day in Manchester. 
  As Lizzie approached, she saw the library was still intact after last 
night’s bombing and gave a sigh of relief. She was surprised at the solemn 
state of the library. People were moaning as they moved around the building 
in worn-out sooty clothes. For them, it was a warm building that they could 
call home after being victim to the Luftwaffe. Lizzie grabs a book from the 
highest shelf and bravely approaches the lady sitting at the desk. 
  “I would like to borrow this book!” she exclaimed.
  When they got home, Lizzie read the book aloud to Maisie. She was 
only four and was unable to read. Lizzie, who was ten, had been learning to 
read in school, until it fell due to the blitz. 
  “Clare Island is an island off the coast of Ireland,” she read to her sister. 
“That’s where we are going tomorrow, Maisie!” she said excitedly.
  After they read the full book, they went to sleep that night, knowing that 
tomorrow would be when they would leave and possibly never come back to 
the same home ever again.
  The next day was a long journey, starting with a train to Blackpool, a 
boat to Dublin and an even longer train to Clew Bay, where Clare Island sat. 
As they approached the end of the journey, Maisie felt travel-sick and Lizzie 
felt tired. However, Lizzie, knowing she was the bigger sister, decided to 
put on a happy face and take responsibility. She took Maisie to the tall and 
wonderous lighthouse. 
  For the two girls, who had never left the city, these were beautiful new 
surroundings. They approached the door and knocked loudly, just as Mother 
had instructed them. A young man of about sixteen came running down the 
stairs in a hurry. 
  “You must be the evacuees,” he said. “Raymond, he owns the lighthouse 
and is currently helping out on the coast. There has been a boat crash not 
far away.” The girls were shocked at this information. Maisie was completely 
dumbfounded, while Lizzie held it together. “Well then, we must help too.”
  The three of them ran to the coast. The young man, Duncan, found 
Raymond and they all came to him. 
  “Are these the evacuees?” he asked. 
  Duncan nodded his head in response. “They can help with supplies,” 
said Raymond. “Girls, we need four lifejackets and we have some bags of 
food. Can you get them?” 
  The girls said yes and started running back and forth from the 
lighthouse. It took them four runs and after number three, their legs grew 
tired. However, they persisted and after the fourth run, they had finished. 
Raymond and three other men used the lifejackets to rescue the soldiers 
that were in the ship.
  After they handed out food, Raymond, Duncan, Lizzie and Maisie 
headed home.

Jonathan Allen 
Co Antrim

THE BOY AND THE LIGHTHOUSE

She sits atop the sharp rocks
Looking out into the raging sea.

Her light guiding all in need.
Hoping it will make her feel better.

It doesn’t.
She is damaged.

She needs someone to heal her.
To help her.

But there is no one around.
Not for miles.

A boy sits in his little blue boat.
He wishes for a family.

He has been searching the whole world
But has found nowhere to call home

No mother 
Or father

But he keeps searching.
He has hope.
But not much.

He is scared and tired.
He searches for somewhere to rest his head.

But there is no land around.
No for miles.

What is this?
A boat?

A boy sits in his little blue boat.
He is sound asleep.

His boat hits against her rocks and she fears it is going to break.
But all she can do is watch.

The lighthouse fills the sea with her tears.
And as she weeps the sea rises until the sleeping boy is level with her eyes.

She looks at him.
He looks so peaceful.

She stops crying as the boy begins to wake.
He looks at her.
She looks back.

He is scared but also filled with more hope than ever before.
And as the sea begins to return to its normal level, 
the boy runs to her and wraps his arms around her.
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BIRD’S EYE VIEW

From a bird’s eye view I see three sailors. Unkempt beards, crystal blue eyes, enjoying 
the sea, and to wash it all down, each drinking a fresh, icy beer straight from the 
bottle. They are out to relax, no destination, no one to please but themselves, as they 
see where the water takes them. These three men must have wives and children at 
home, this is probably a much-needed timeout with friends. They better get home 
soon, to get their little ones to bed. 
  The tallest of the three, who is steering at the helm, decides it’s time to go back 
home. He turns the boat and heads straight onward. Up ahead they see a bright 
light. What could it be? It is one of the oldest lighthouses in Irish history, they must 
stop to look. It’s breathtaking!
  An hour passes as quickly as you can say, “fair winds and following sea,” and 
the three sailors chat and squall with joy until the sky which surrounds them turns a 
deep midnight blue. Through a haze of fog, I spy the oldest man sniff the cool air as 
it begins to pick up. Suddenly, lightning attacks, leaving a great wound in the sailors’ 
hull. Hurriedly a commotion breaks out between the men and sweat lines the brows 
of these scruffy sea dogs. I swoop above them, unnoticed as they fluster and turn the 
boat around hastily. Surprisingly, they start to panic. It’s obvious they are experienced 
at sea, but frantic scurrying and imprecision allows the freezing salt water to enter 
their boat. As the boat tosses and turns I fly out towards the lighthouse which stands 
tall, firm, unmoving. 
  I perch on the top, watching and waiting for them to recover their boat, until 
lightning strikes the lighthouse, destroying all source of light and leaving the sailors 
with no way to shore. As they struggle in darkness, the deep midnight blue becomes 
a dark gloomy black, getting darker by the second. The men look to be losing hope. 
The water has now invaded their boat and soon will have taken over, leaving them 
sinking deep below the water’s surface. They lose their calm and sense in all that 
surrounds them, and panic until their boat goes down. Struggling under the water, 
the boat covering any way of freedom! One goes down the others go with him, now 
all three are trapped below the soaked wreck. 
  I fly above them in a circular motion and watch as black smoke surrounds their 
lifeless bodies. The smoke swirls into an ashy black tornado and settles level with the 
remains of the lighthouse. I call out in hopeless distress and the tornado petrifyingly 
screeches back at me. It gets higher and higher. Suddenly it destroys anything left of 
the lighthouse, dashing all hope of anyone finding out about the horrific accident. It 
separates into six mini tornados and I hear the loud screech again. Then it disappears. 
  My view turns back to the water, desperate for some form of life only to see 
black smoke again, but this time it is forming into six sea sirens. These are deadly 
guarders and anyone that goes near them will die. They surround the corpses all day, 
every day screeching horrifically twice a day. To this day their diminishing, anonymous 
skeletons have never been recovered. Guarded by sea sirens and watched from on 
high. 
  Only a lone seagull knows the truth and that’s me! This is now the lost sea and 
I saw it all from a bird’s eye view.
 
Marielle Hunter
Co Antrim

THE OCEAN LIGHTHOUSE 

You probably can’t imagine where I live. Well, it would take a good bit of 
guessing.  Actually loads of guessing.  But it’s a really nice place to live.
  Enough of the suspense.  Anyway, I live in a lighthouse alongside a 
cottage with a cliff going a hundred feet down.  It’s on an island with a beach 
and cave to the right.
  When you look out at the ocean, you are ten miles from the mainland.  
And that’s why I have a big fishing boat to get me to the mainland and back. 
I also use it for diving and fishing and on a calm day you would see dolphins 
and whales.
  Back on the island I have a natural swimming pool and jacuzzi with a 
waterfall.
  The good thing about living on the island is that I don’t have to worry about 
coronavirus.  There’s no one to tell me if I don’t abide by the five kilometre 
limit.  I can still come to the mainland to shop for food.  There’s no people on 
the island, only me.
  Did I mention my dog Casper who is white like the ghost Casper?
  Anyway it isn’t all fun and games living on an island.  There is still work 
to do.
  I have to man the lighthouse and look after the farm animals such as 
chickens, pigs, sheep and cows.  I go out on the ocean to get fish for dinner.
  One day, I noticed a lot of ships coming for the island -three huge ferries 
to be exact.  They were full of construction equipment such as diggers, dozers 
and cranes and about thirty workers.
  I thought they might be going to another island so I went up to the 
lighthouse to turn on the lights. 
  When I came back, I noticed I had a letter.   I opened it to find a compulsory 
order, saying I had thirty days to leave.
  This was hugely unfair because generations of us had lived here for three 
hundred years.  I got no notice to challenge it in court.  They were building a 
town on the island.  I thought I’m going to make it as hard as I can for them.
  I’m going to burn the jetty.   I’m going to cover it in petrol and light it the 
minute they get to the jetty.  So that’s what I did and one of the three boats 
went up in smoke.
  To finish off the next boat, I went out with a drill and put severholes in it 
and it sank.
  For the third boat I put on the lighthouse lights on full power and blinded 
them so they crashed into the cliff.  I never saw them again.  Not for a while 
anyway.
  I never heard from the government, so they probably thought I was the 
cause of the Bermuda Triangle.
  Then one day I went into the cave and found the workers had made a 
home there.  
  Well, at least I won’t be going down for murder.

Conor Gallogly
Co Leitrim
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THE BRAVE RESCUE

On some rugged cliffs at the end of the 
world stands a lighthouse.  It shines its light 
far and wide, making sure ships don’t crash 
in the rocks below...  
  One day a fisherman went out to sea.  
“It looks like a storm is coming,” said his wife.  
  “Don’t worry,” said the fisherman, I will 
be back before the storm comes.”  
  But the fisherman wasn’t back when the 
dark storm clouds rolled over the fisherman’s 
little cottage.  The wind howled and rattled at 
the cottage windows. The fisherman’s wife 
started to worry.  
  “I know he is in trouble,” she told her 
cat. 
  Meanwhile, at the lighthouse, the 
lighthouse keeper switched the lighthouse 
light on to warn the vessels near the coast 
about the rocky cliffs.  He then took his 
telescope and searched the coast.  The sea 
was stormy. He could see some ships sailing 
on the horizon.  Just as he gave another 
glance, he saw something in the water.  At 
first, he thought it was a dolphin splashing, 
but as he looked again, it looked more like 
a person!  
  “I must rescue him!” the lighthouse 
keeper said. 
  Lightning flashed and the wind howled 
as the lighthouse keeper pushed his boat 
to sea.  The waves were strong as he 
rowed.  He wanted to turn back, but he kept 
going.  After battling the waters for a time, 
he suddenly caught sight of the person in 
the water.  It was the local fisherman, who 
had got his legs caught in a lobster net and 
was bobbing up and down holding on to a 
log!  The lighthouse keeper threw a life ring 
to him and pulled him into the boat.  The 
fisherman was shivering, so the lighthouse 
keeper covered him with a blanket.  But, the 
rescue was not over yet, as they still had to 
get back to shore. 
  Thunder cracked, rain poured and the 
waves were big.  The lighthouse keeper felt 
tired as he tried rowing through the rough 

waters.  His fingers were cold and he could 
hardly move his arms. Then a big wave 
splashed and the boat almost tipped over!  
The lighthouse keeper could see the flashing 
light of his lighthouse shining brightly over 
the sea.  It gave him hope and he carried 
on rowing through the rough storm.  The 
fog was thick and he battled to follow the 
light. Luckily he managed to make it safely 
to shore!
  The lighthouse keeper pulled his 
boat out of the water and then carried the 
fisherman back to the fisherman’s little 
cottage.  The fisherman’s wife was so happy 
to see her husband safely home as she was 
so worried about him.  She thanked the 
lighthouse keeper for saving him!
  The next day lots of newspaper reporters 
arrived at the lighthouse and they all wanted 
to do a story on the lighthouse keeper that 
saved a man at sea.  The lighthouse keeper 
whispered a soft “thank you” to the little 
lighthouse that stood proudly because it was 
the real hero!

LUNCH AT THE LIGHTHOUSE

“Another mysterious disappearance in 
Rockshire Lighthouse.  Martha Sweeney was 
last seen walking into the lighthouse where 
dozens of people have already disappeared,” 
the news reporter announced. 
  My name is Josie Wells and I have 
a brother named Darren. We live with our 
parents. We wanted to go on a picnic the 
next day to Rockshire Island. My mam was 
reluctant to let us go after the disappearances 
but with some persuading she gave in.  
  The next day, me, Darren and our 
trusty guard dog, Chip, sailed to the island. 
We ate a delicious picnic and drank a 
bottle of lemonade. Then, I gazed up at the 
intimidating grey lighthouse. I had started 
walking towards it when Darren called, 
“Josie, you promised Mam you wouldn’t go 
in there.”  I shrugged and stepped inside the 

decrepit interior of the lighthouse. 
  I lit a candle and went into the kitchen. 
There was a grey machine filled with swirling 
electricity. I saw a disgusting creature with 
slimy twisting tentacles and one red bulging 
eye. Despite my fear I knew I had to solve 
this mystery. I tiptoed up the creaking stairs.
  At the top of the stairs, I waited 
impatiently for Darren and Chip. I led us 
into a vast library with cases of dusty old 
books and cobwebs littering the room.  Chip 
suddenly dashed over to a bookcase and 
started to bark and rub a paw against a book 
frantically.  I picked up the book.  The brown 
plastered wall vanished and instead there 
was a long winding passageway. 
  A secret passageway! “Well done, 
Chip!” I praised.
  I led the way through the long winding 
twists and turns until we arrived beside a 
crumbling brown door. I opened the door 
and inside I saw a huge silver cage filled with 
a dozen gagged and bound humans! Then 
I noticed the red-haired woman from the 
news.  We had found the missing people! 
  Quick as a flash Darren and I unbound 
the people. “Thanks,” the red headed 
woman gasped. “The aliens trapped us 
here. They have a teleportation machine and 
are planning on teleporting millions of aliens 
over here and taking over the world.  You 
need to stop them.”
  I knew I had to break the teleportation 
machine to stop all the aliens coming. “Take 
these people and bring them to the boat. I’ll 
be there soon,” I ordered Darren. I sprinted 
down the creaking steps and into the 
kitchen. I saw the teleporta-tion machine 
and I thought of an ingenious idea. What 
always breaks electric items? Water! 
  I grabbed our empty lemonade container 
and filled it with water and dumped it on the 
teleportation machine. The machine fizzled 
and crackled and then it exploded in a broken 
mess of electricity and metal. No time to 
celebrate because I could soon see the alien 
shouting something angrily. I dashed out to 
the boat and immediately Darren started 

steering us away from Rockshire Island. 
  Well, that was an interesting lunch!

Katie O’Connor
Co Kildare

LIGHTHOUSES

Lighthouses are tall and some are small,
Their powerful light brightens the night,
There on a cliff away from the rift,
Oh how boring it was up there all alone.

There was only a mouse who made a squeak,
And he was that old he could speak,
It was one day when he went away,
But only to the bay.

It was one day when I went home,
And it was Christmas oh my phone,
How lovely it was to get away,
From the lighthouse and the mouse at the bay.

Nathan Sheridan
Co Cavan

Fraser Urquhart
Co Mayo
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THE LIGHTHOUSE ON THE ISLAND

Everyone on the island where Meara lived were very superstitious. 
  They believed that, depending on the way you were facing when you were born, they 
could tell things about you. For instance, if you were born facing north you would be a wild 
child, hard to handle but very creative. If you were born facing south you would be calm, really 
helpful and very friendly. 
  Born facing west, someone to be relied upon and always trusted. Finally, born facing 
east adventurous, keen to be outside, exploring and having fun. Meara was born facing east.
  Meara’s father was the lighthouse keeper. Meara, her two brothers, three sisters and 
her parents, all lived in the lighthouse keeper’s cottage beside the lighthouse. 
  Her father was often gone all night and day to the lighthouse, so Meara’s mother had to 
stay at home to mind all the children. 
  Being the second eldest child after her brother Aiden, Meara often had to help her 
mother with baking and bringing everyone to school. 
  Every day after school Meara brought her younger brother and sisters home from 
school, then she ran to the cove to meet her best friend Meabhe. They had found the cove 
accidentally last summer, when Meabhe’s dog Murphy went missing. They had found Murphy 
down in the cove looking at some seals. 
  When she reached the cove, Meabhe was standing beside one of the cliffs that towered 
up on one side. There was a small gap between two rocks, big enough for them to squeeze 
through. 
  “We should come back tomorrow,” said Meabhe, adding that they should bring a torch 
to explore with.
  Being born facing east, Meara always brought a torch everywhere. “Let’s explore now 
and we can come back tomorrow if we find anything interesting,” she said. 
  “I don’t know Meara, I’m scared,” whispered Meabhe. 
  “Just for a minute,” Meara pleaded. 
  “Fine, just for a minute though,” said Meabhe, giving in to her friend. 
  “Yes!” Meara shouted as she ran into the cave. Meabhe followed, a little bit more hesitant.        
      Once through the first part of the cave, it widened out into a much bigger space. There 
were stalagmites and stalactites around the edge of the cave. 
  “Wow, this looks amazing,” Meara said, her voice echoing all around the cave. 
  “I don’t know, maybe we should go back,” Meabhe said. “You don’t know what could 
be down here.” 
  “Okay, fine,” Meara replied, giving one last look around the cave. 
  “Wait, what is this? It looks like a door,” she said as her eyes swept over the back of the 
cave. 
  Meara ran up to the door and opened it. There were steps going upwards. Before 
Meabhe could stop her, she was running up the steps. 
   “I’m going home,” Meabhe shouted. 
  “Okay,” replied Meara, and she continued on. 
  When she got to the top, she realised she was in the old basement of the lighthouse. 
  “I wonder why these are here,” she said to herself before looking at her watch and 
rushing home. I’ll come back another day, she decided to herself.
 
Natasha King 
Co Galway
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LIFE AS AN ELECTRIC 
LIGHTHOUSE

I do not remember when they built me, for I 
was not awake. For me, it started when they 
put the big shiny lamp in me. 
  I saw loads of people staring at me, with 
smiles in their faces. After a while, people 
started to leave on small boats, big boats, 
rowing boats and sailing boats. 
  That night, the big shiny lamp lit up, so 
I could see the little village and see all their 
little lamps go out one at a time. 
  However, they don’t live in big cylindrical 
like me, they live in much smaller triangles 
and squares. 
  The next day the water was calm, and 
birds were flying high when a boat came 
close. 
  There was a man, a woman and two 
little boys who were jumping up and down, 
saying how tall I was. I stood there, proudly, 
with them looking up at me.  
  As the father opened my door, the two 
boys ran inside and ran up and down my 
stairs laughing.  
  The boys went to bed. The father turned 
my light on and went to bed with his wife.
  Time passed. The boys grew up and 
went to school every morning by boat. My 
favourite time of the day was the evening. 
That was when the boys would come home 
to me with smiles on their faces and played 
until dinnertime. 
  But then one day, the father replaced 
my shiny lamp with a weird shiny lamp that 
turned on by itself.  
  After that things stated to change. The 
family packed up.  At first, I thought they were 
going on a holiday. But when they reached 
land, they went into a triangle square and 
that night no one was with me. 
  I was alone. 
  Sometimes the father would come to 
see how I was, but he never stayed long. 
  I missed the laughter and fun. I watched 
how the two boys rode their new bikes to 
school. And in the evenings, before turning 

THE LIGHTHOUSE LEGACY

One dark stormy night, twin girls were sitting 
looking at the chaos outside.  
The girls’ names were Eliza and Sophie.  
They lived with their grandmother in a tall 
lighthouse in the middle of nowhere.  Earlier 
that evening, their grandmother had gone to 
bed, leaving the two girls downstairs. 
  The twins had eaten some supper 
before curling up at the window to watch 
the waves crash against the cliffs.  Eliza 
had started squinting into the storm, then 
she cried, “Sophie, can you see a boat out 
there?”  Sophie stared at the spot to which 
Eliza was pointing.  

off their small lamp, they would sometimes 
wave to me. 
  But I was still sad.
  Then one evening, the seagulls were 
flying low. I knew that that meant a storm 
was on its way.
  That night, the cargo ship was bringing 
all the towns’ foods and fuel from the 
mainland. As usual, my lamp turned on. The 
waves splashed high up on the rocks below 
me. It rained heavily, and the wind was 
strong. I could see the cargo ship fighting 
the storm.
  I shone my light so the captain could 
see. The boat, rocking side to side, eventually 
reached the dock. 
  “Wow,” said the captain, taking a deep 
breath. “Last night was hard. Thanks to 
your brilliant lighthouse, I knew where I was 
going.”
  The whole town agreed.
  Now, every time I see a boat, in the 
daytime, at nighttime or in a storm, I know 
I am here to guide and to help and so I no 
longer feel lonely
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                      
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                          
Rose O’Sullivan
Co Cork

  “We have to go help them,” Eliza 
pleaded.  
  “Yes, we must,” Sophie agreed.  They 
raced quietly down the stairs, and pulled on 
their coats and boots, before heading out 
into the storm.
  Eliza and Sophie sprinted for the boat 
house. They dragged the most reliable boat 
they could find and set off.  The boat was 
red, with a small captain’s cabin and a large 
life buoy stored below deck.  Eliza took the 
wheel and Sophie stood on deck searching 
for the lost boat.  
  “I see it, I see it!” Sophie screamed over 
the noise of the wind and rain.  
  Eliza steered the boat in the direction 
that Sophie was pointing.  Battling the wind 
and rain, the boat steadily made its way 
toward the other vessel.
  When they reached the boat, they saw 
no sign of anyone on board it.  “Spread 
out, I’ll search below deck and you have 
a look around up here,” said Eliza, before 
disappearing into the belly of the boat, 
leaving Sophie to search the deck.  
  After a few minutes, Eliza came back 
up. “Found anything?” she asked hopefully.  
Sophie shook her head.  “Me neither. It looks 
like a false alarm,” Eliza said dejectedly.  
  “We should probably go home then, 
Granny Lavelle will be worried,” Sophie 
shouted, trying to be heard above the noise 
of the waves.  Eliza nodded and they got 
back into their boat and sailed into the storm.
  “Look there’s our lighthouse beacon!  
I’ve never seen if from this angle before, 
isn’t it wonderful?” Sophie exclaimed.  
  “I can’t wait to be the lighthouse 
keeper!” said Eliza. 
  “What do you mean?  I’m the older 
sister and Granny Lavelle has always said 
the oldest sibling will become the keeper of 
our lighthouse,” snapped Sophie.  
  Sophie was taken aback to see Eliza’s 
eyes blaze with fury. “Eliza, it’s not my fault 
that I was born first and, unless something 
happens to me, I will be the keeper of this 
lighthouse,” Sophie exclaimed triumphantly.  

As these harsh words were being said, the 
wind became stronger and the waves began 
to lash over the boat.  A freak wave hit, 
taking Sophie with it.  Sophie screamed, 
“Eliza! Help!”.  
  Eliza, initially horrified, attempted to 
throw the buoy for Sophie to catch.  
  However just as she did, the beacon 
of the lighthouse caught Eliza’s eye and she 
thought what if she were to become the 
oldest sibling? Would she then be the next 
lighthouse keeper? 

Sadhbh Dunnion
Co Dublin 
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HOLIDAY TIME AT HOOK

One sunny morning, Gearóid, his sister Eilís, and their cousins Edel and Peadar decided 
to visit Hook Lighthouse to celebrate the start of the holidays. They were staying in their 
grandparents’ old cottage nearby. Everyone was really looking forward to seeing Hook, it 
was always a great day out!
  When they arrived, they got their tickets for the tour of the old lighthouse. Once they 
were inside, the tour began. While the others were listening to the tour guide, Gearóid saw 
a dark deserted passageway and he decided to wander down it. 
  But no sooner had he started, when he heard the tour guide call him, in a rather 
grumpy voice. 
  In fact, the tour guide got very, very cross, turning the colour of a tomato with rage. 
Gearóid apologised and stayed with the group for the rest of the tour.
  “Did you see the tour guide’s face?” said Eilís, the moment the tour ended. The four 
friends chatted about why the tour guide had become so worked up and they decided there 
was only one thing to do – to come back later that night to investigate the passage for 
themselves!
  When darkness had fallen, the foursome made their way back to the lighthouse. 
  To their amazement, the children saw two men going into the lighthouse, a torch lighting 
their way. “There is something strange going on here,” Gearóid whispered excitedly. When 
the coast was clear, the four friends crept inside the lighthouse. As they were heading down 
the dark passage, they heard voices coming, they dived into a dusty old room. 
  To their amazement, they saw stacks of money hidden in the room, gold too! “Oh my 
goodness!” exclaimed Edel. Peadar whispered that they should get back to the cottage and 
ring the Gardaí. 
  So, carefully, the children tiptoed out and ran home.
  Twenty minutes later, after they repeated their story to their disbelieving parents and 
grandparents, and then to the Gardaí, the children heard the sound of a car coming down 
the road. Unfortunately, the two suspicious men heard the car as well. Carrying heavy bags, 
full of the stolen money and gold, the men were trying desperately to get to their getaway 
car. 
  In their rush, they didn’t see a jagged rock on the roadside. The first man stumbled and 
the second man fell over him. The Gardaí swopped in to get them. The men were caught 
and, along with their stolen goods, were brought to the local Garda station. The Gardaí 
thanked the children for their help.
  Bright and early the next morning, the local sergeant knocked on the front door of the 
cottage. He had explained that he and his team had been searching for these smugglers 
for a long time. 
  It seemed that they had been storing their smuggled goods in the old lighthouse and 
the grumpy tour guide was part of the gang. The children were proud of themselves. What 
a start to their holiday!

Seán Moran
Co Wexford

Katie Chambers
Co Kilkenny

THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER

There was once a man who lived on his own in a dull old gloomy lighthouse. He was very 
lonely and hated his life. He found his life horribly boring. He did the same thing every day.
  His job was to shine a light out to sea so boats wouldn’t crash into the land. His 
lighthouse was very rundown. The windows were broken and the lighthouse was filthy. 
Located beside the lighthouse was a hut. The lighthouse keeper slept there. The cliff where 
the lighthouse was on was connected to another cliff by a bridge. On the other cliff was a 
little town. The people who lived there were not friendly. Any time the lighthouse keeper 
went across the bridge to buy his groceries, the teenagers on the cliff would tease him and 
pick on him. 
  The lighthouse keeper was old and hated everyone on the cliff. He had no friends and 
trusted nobody. One day he got up, ready to start his day, when he heard somebody knock 
on the door. He looked through his tattered curtains and saw a boy around eleven years 
old at his door. He decided to ignore him thinking the boy would go away, but no, the boy 
stayed. 
  Eventually the lighthouse keeper answered the door and rudely asked, “What do you 
want?” 
  The boy just stood there shaking with fear. Trembling, the boy quietly said, “I just want 
to see the lighthouse.” 
  The man replied, “Well, I don’t want troublemakers like you in my lighthouse. Go away.”
  The boy ran away crying. The next day the man was fixing the lights in the lighthouse 
when he saw the same boy being beaten up by the teenagers on the other cliff. The man 
quickly ran across the bridge and told the teenagers to leave the boy alone. They didn’t 
listen to him but then the man shouted “Scram!”and they backed away. 
  The boy was shivering, and his nose was bleeding. The lighthouse keeper took the 
boy inside his hut and give him some tea. The man said, “I am very sorry for treating you 
badly yesterday. I have not had very good experiences with people and find it hard to talk to 
people. I have been treated badly in the past.”
  They talked for a while and then the man said, “You’d better be going to your parents 
as they will be waiting for you.” 
  The boy said that his parents had died and he lived on the street. “You can stay in my 
hut,” said the lighthouse keeper. 
  “That would be great,” said the boy.
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THE MYSTERIOUS LIGHT

That morning I was woken up by a light. 
It was shining right in my eyes and was 
coming from the window. I got up and went 
to see where the light was coming from, but 
as soon as I got there, the light turned off. I 
went back to bed, wondering where the light 
had came from. As soon as I got back in the 
blankets the light turned on again. I stood up 
again and as I went to the window the light 
turned off.
  Later on in the day, as I was going 
fishing with my grandad, I saw the same 
light, It was coming from the old lighthouse. 
I was really surprised because it hadn’t been 
used in years. I told my grandad about it but 
as he turned around it turned off. I asked 
my grandad if we could go fishing there and 
he agreed because he said that not many 
people go there so there might have been 
more fish. 
  Once there, I went in the lighthouse 
and at first all I saw was broken pieces of 
wood and insects. I knew that there was 
something in there, so I kept looking. I 
found some stairs that went to the top of the 
lighthouse and I looked up and I saw a light. 
I was getting excited. I went up the stairs. I 
saw spiders and worms and to be honest it 
was kind of disgusting. 
  When I got up there I wasn’t sure of 
what I saw at first but then I think I saw a 
portal, like those you read about in fantasy 
books. It was swirly and uneven.
  I reached my hand to touch it. My hand 
was shaking because I was a bit scared. As 
soon as I touched it, I didn’t feel my body 
anymore. It was a weird feeling, like if I was 
floating in the air but I was really heavy at the 
same time.
  Before I knew it my feet were safely 
back on the ground. I landed in the same 
spot as before (well, I thought I did) until I 
got out of the lighthouse. It was like I was 
back in time. I saw kids playing and I think I 
saw my grandad as a kid. 
  I was about to go up to him to say hi but 

GERRY’S ADVENTURE IN THE 
IRISH SEA

My granddad Gerry was a Garda. After a 
long day at work, he would go to the sea, lie 
on his back and just drift. 
  One day he went for a swim and he 
didn’t come back for a long time. My 
grandmother was quite worried but she 
didn’t want to worry the kids. 
  The next day he came back and 
everyone wondered, “What happened last 
night?” 
  So he told the story: “I went for a swim 
after work, smoked my pipe and when I was 
done I laid it on my chest. I was so relaxed in 
the water that I fell asleep. When I woke up 
there was no land to be seen but I didn’t panic 
and then I turned onto my back and drifted 
off. When I turned around, after about an 
hour, I could see a light. It was a lighthouse 
so I tried swimming in that direction but the 
tide was too strong and I was pulled out to 
sea. 
  I thought, I know the Dublin area 
pretty well so even if I end up somewhere I 
will know where to go as long as I can see 
Rockabill Lighthouse. 

THE LOST LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER

Once upon a time, there was an old man 
who lived on the island of Gano’low, famous 
for being in the middle of the ocean. 
  The old man’s name was Derrick. 
Derrick was a messy, long-bearded old man. 

after a few steps I fell backwards. It was like 
I bumped into an invisible wall. I thought it 
was just my imagination so I stood up again 
and tried again but as I was about to fall 
down I felt someone catching me. I turned 
around and it was like a person just invisible 
but I could still see the shadow of it from the 
sun. 
  It said, “Go back to your time, for this is 
all just a…..” 
  And as he said that, I woke up in my 
bed. I got it. For it had all been just a dream!

Tina Capurro
Co Dublin

  When I got tired, I hung onto a buoy in 
the water. It was quite cold but as a Garda 
I didn’t really mind. As I drifted more and 
more out to sea, I had a lot of time to think 
about everything in my life and everything 
I’m grateful for like my kids, my wife and my 
mam and dad. You really need to look back 
at these things that you should be grateful 
for. 
  Anyway, I drifted for a very long time. 
It was actually daylight when I woke up. 
Then I realised that I was in Wales,  because 
a large ferry went by me so I knew I was 
near Holyhead. I thought I wasn’t in Ireland 
anymore. Suddenly I could see a patrol boat 
and it was the Irish Coast Guard. I waved 
and shouted for as long as I could, splashed 
the water and I even tried swimming towards 
him but nothing worked until I remembered 
that my pipe was on my chest so I put my 
pipe in my mouth, and blew as hard as I 
could and blew out large smoke signals. 
  The Irish Coast Guard saw the smoke 
and went to investigate and there I was in 
the middle of the Irish Sea. He pulled me on 
board and asked me where I came from so I 
told him Dublin, Ireland. 
  He said that I was a long way away from 
home and yes, I definitely was, no doubt 
about that. He brought me back and now 
I’m here telling you what happened to me.”
   So, yeah that’s what happened and 
I have one piece of advice…DON’T FALL 
ASLEEP IN THE IRISH SEA!

Lily Murphy
Co Dublin

He used to be the captain of a mysterious 
ship. On the 16th of July, one warm summer 
evening, Derrick and his crew set sail to find 
an undiscovered island. Later that night, 
the crew heard a strange, loud noise. They 
looked up and saw roaring waves heading 
towards them. The men were frightened 
and did not know what to do. How would 
they survive? The waves bashed against the 
ship, tumbling it over.  The only survivor was 
Derrick, lying on a piece of debris.
  The next morning, Derrick found 
himself close to an abandoned island. 
Swaying in the calm seas, he spotted an old 
lighthouse in the middle of the tiny island. 
There were a lot of fruit trees: coconut, 
orange, peach, and pear. There was also a 
magnificent coastline. Derrick was starving. 
He suddenly leaped up and swam as fast 
as he could to the trees. He got an orange, 
peeled it, and started savaging it, like he 
had not eaten in years. He then climbed up 
into the lighthouse and saw the light and he 
moved it around in hope of finding someone 
to save him. Unfortunately, he did not find 
anything but the ocean. 
  Years passed, Derrick grew a mighty 
long beard and the lighthouse was fixed, 
using all he had on the island. He turned out 
to love Gano’low and never left. 
  One day, a young man came in a small 
boat. He said he was lost and asked if he 
could stay with Derrick on the island. The 
man’s name was Benny. They both worked 
together on the island and became best 
friends. 
  Benny and Derrick built a shack out 
of wood and called it Benny’s Hideout. 
Benny’s Hideout was for his art studio. 
Benny travelled with a lot of paints, because 
he was an artist and he was looking for 
beautiful scenery to paint. 
  After a while, Derrick got very sick and 
sadly passed away. Benny still looked after 
the island and never left. 
 
Charlotte Cullen
Co Dublin
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THE LIGHTHOUSE

Quiet, still, almost unnoticed.
People stroll past hand in hand admiring the views.
Seagulls perch on her.
The lighthouse, the lighthouse.

Afternoon clouds camouflage her walls.
Whispers of a storm, tourists scurry off.
Birds to their nests, to look after their young.
The lighthouse, the lighthouse.

Her blinking eye flashes a call.
A heavy fog smothers the waters and land.
Fishermen not yet returned, gather in their nets and look 
for her.
The lighthouse, the lighthouse.

She spreads out her arms and illuminates a pathway.
Anxious wives and mothers peer out, willing her on.
Angry waters toss, waves slap and disorientate.
Sea travellers fix on her.
The lighthouse, the lighthouse.

Bright, clear and strong her rotating song.
Calling to distressed seafarers seeking refuge.
Louder, louder and suddenly home.
The lighthouse, the lighthouse.

Safe, never changing, constant, secure.
Relieved fishermen tie up their vessels and gaze up at 
her in awe.
Selfless, unconditional, the only thing they see.
The lighthouse, the lighthouse. 

Oliver Crawford
Co Armagh

LIGHTHOUSE ADVENTURE

Tristan and Justin are identical twins who live 
with their parents in Mayo. They both have 
brown eyes and black hair but in personality 
they are nothing alike. Justin is what you 
would call a doer. He is a bit rough, which 
gets him in trouble at school. He likes to play 
hurling. You could almost say his brother 
Tristan is the exact opposite. He is a thinker; 
always looking for the logical solution for his 
current problems, which his teachers admire 
about him. He likes to play badminton. 
  Our story begins when the family went 
on a day trip to Clare Island Lighthouse. 
They go there quite often because it is their 
grandad’s lighthouse. Tristan was looking 
forward to the trip because he wanted to get 
some good pictures with the new camera he 
got for his birthday. Justin however wanted 
to be playing sports with his friends. 
  After the car journey, it took ten minutes 
to get to the island by boat. They walked 
towards the lighthouse and rang the huge 
doorbell. A minute or two later their grandad 
opened their door and greeted them in.
  “Hi Grandad,” Tristan said. 
  Mum nudged Justin. Unenthusiastically, 
Justin said, “Hi Grandad.”
  Grandad said, “It’s good to see you 
all again, who would like to hear about the 
research for my new book?” 
  They all followed Grandad up the 
long, spiral stairs as he spoke about Grace 
O’Malley, the famous Irish pirate who 
lived on this very island, and was said to 
have hidden her treasure underneath the 
lighthouse somewhere. Justin didn’t believe 
a thing about treasure. He leaned against 
the tapestry-covered wall and closed his 
eyes. Then suddenly, he fell through the 
wall. 
  Nobody noticed except Tristan, who 
copied him and fell into the trap door too. As 
he fell down a huge slide, he could hear his 
brother screaming in fright.
  When they both got to the bottom of 
the slide they discussed what just happened. 

LIGHTHOUSE STORY

The blinding light flashed on and on.
  Morgan was in the kitchen preparing 
himself a delicious dinner when he heard a 
knock on the door. He went to answer it but 
there was no one there. He stood outside 
looking around in the darkness. It was 
probably those pesky children again.
  Morgan went back inside the lighthouse 
and finished the dinner. It was a simple 
chicken dinner, but tasty nonetheless. He 
was about to finish when he heard a noise 
from his bedroom. A creaking of sorts.
When he went up, there was no-one there. 
Morgan prepared for bed and was about to 
fall asleep when he heard more creaking at 

  “Remember what Grandad said about 
the treasure?”
  “Yeah it might be true, let’s find it.” 
  On the wall they saw two fire torches. 
They each grabbed one. Justin took a box 
of matches out of his pocket and lit the 
torches. There was a long path in front of 
them. Silently, they walked it together until 
they came to a crossroads. Tristan took a 
long ball of yarn out of his pocket and tied 
an end of it to his foot and the other end 
to Justin’s so that they would not lose each 
other. 
  He said to his brother, “If one of us 
finds the treasure, we will tug on the yarn to 
alert the other.” 
  They went in separate directions. After 
what felt like a long while later, Tristan’s path 
came to an end. There was a big treasure 
chest beside the wall. He excitedly pulled on 
his string for a while, before the other end of 
the string came to him. 
  But his brother wasn’t there. Someone 
must have cut the yarn! 

Samuel Quinn O’Flaherty 
Co Dublin

the top of the building. He went up to inspect 
and sure enough, nobody was there.
  But there was something there.
  Suddenly the blinding light disappeared.
  There were investigations into 
Morgan’s disappearance. It was also crucial 
to get a new lighthouse keeper as ships 
may crash without the light of the tall tower. 
The searches and such went on for one 
month. Nothing was discovered, nothing 
was suggested, just - nothing. The people 
went back to their normal lives. Morgan’s 
disappearance became the occasional topic 
of conversation.
  Soon there was a new keeper, whose 
name was Ben. Everyone liked him but me. 
Although the light from the lighthouse was 
always unusually dim. Ben tried a new power 
source for it, but nothing changed. Ben was 
the lighthouse keeper for three months 
before he vanished as well. There were 
more investigations, which led to the same 
conclusion. Nobody knew anything.
  Nobody wanted to be the next lighthouse 
keeper. A doctor went in to search the 
building for any sort of deadly bacteria but 
found nothing. Eventually, the building was 
closed for health and safety reasons. And a 
series of lights were constructed along the 
coastline to warn ships. 
  The lighthouse became an area of 
mystery. And children told spooky stories of 
it, falsely claiming to have seen the ghosts 
of Morgan and Ben.  Others claimed to have 
seen something in the lighthouse. Many of 
them decided to sneak into the lighthouse 
and look around – seven in total. They were 
very curious about this ‘ghost’ others had 
spoken of.
  Three never came back.
  What do you think happened?
  I know…

Jack Rowe
Co Dublin
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