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WELCOME | 1 STORYKEEPER VOLUME I

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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LIGHTING LIGHTHOUSES 

Lighting light in the sea
In the house bright and great

Guiding  lors
Hiding fish crashing waves

The lamp shines bright in the night
Home they sail

Oh the fishermen
Under the sky sharks look up

Sailing by lamp to home
Ever bright

Callan Campbell
Co Dublin

AGE SEVEN MATADOS, MISTY AND THE LIGHTHOUSE!

Misty woke up one day and looked out of her lighthouse window. Thunder and lightning 
from the night before had blown something mysterious onto the shore. As Misty looked 
through her telescope, she gasped at the sight of a creature with a yellow tummy, a blue 
back, a big shiny tail, a red tongue and four sharp teeth! She couldn’t believe her eyes. 
Misty went down the many stairs and ran as fast as she could to the shore. 
  Misty could see that the creature was sad. 
  “How did you end up here, outside this lighthouse?” she asked. Misty was astonished 
when he replied that he was looking for her. He explained that the lighthouse was very 
special, and the light had led him to her. He wanted Misty to be his trainer. 
Misty had no idea if she would be able to train this amazing creature. She was afraid she 
was would disappoint him. He told her there was nothing to fear as she had more courage 
than she realised. He could only stay one day in this mysterious land. Misty said she would 
be his friend and would try to help him. 
  He slithered onto the rocks. Misty laughed to herself. She had seen many curious 
sights over the years from the lighthouse but none as incredible as this. The creature was 
called Matados and he was sad because he didn’t have the power to beat his number one 
enemy. His foe could make a ball with his hands and fire it. Matados was angry because 
his fins could not do anything as amazing as that. 
  Then Misty remembered something she had read in her books back at the lighthouse 
about sea creatures. They could shoot out powerful water that had the power to push their 
enemies back. Misty thought about this for a minute then she picked up two different sea-
shells and held them up to Matados. 
“These seashells are not the same, but they are both beautiful,” she said. “Just like you 
and your rival are not the same but that doesn’t mean one is better than the other. The 

shore would be boring if all the 
shells and all the rocks were 

the same.”
 This made Matados feel 
much better and he wasn’t 

sad anymore. Misty and 
Matados played together on 

the beach. Soon the sun was 
setting and Matados had to 

leave. Misty was sad to see 
him go but the sea crea-

ture promised he would 
come back again.
Many years later when 
Misty was an old lady, 
she would sometimes 
see a shiny blue tail 
in the sea at sunset 
from her lighthouse 
window.

Daniel Grane
Co Donegal
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LUCY’S LIGHTHOUSE

Lucy lived in Farlo Lighthouse with her father, at the very edge of Blossom Island. Her 
father was always busy, fixing the fences, checking on the light every so often and 
taking care of Lucy. 
  All Lucy could do was read...and…read...and…read. 
  Sometimes, Lucy talked to the sea creatures and she had one very special 
friend, Legger the octopus. That was Lucy’s best friend. 
Legger always came for a visit and sat on the rocks. They played together, games 
like hide and seek and chase. In summer, Lucy sometimes got into the cold sea 
and she and Legger swam together. 
  One day, Lucy hid behind rocks and jumped out at Legger. Legger sprayed 
ink and Lucy was covered. Her hair, head, swimming suit, arms, legs, and feet 
were black. She went home and had a cold shower because they had no hot 
water. 
  Lucy sat on her bed and read Mountain Sheep, her favourite book. She 
opened to the first page and started to read...sheep aren’t just animals who eat 
grass, but who give you coats or jumpers. Female sheep have lambs – baby 
sheep. Sheep are farm animals. Two sheep are not “sheeps,” just sheep...
  Suddenly, Lucy heard a bang, so she looked up from her book. She 
couldn’t see anything as it was night, just her shadow made by the paraffin 
lamps. 
  Lucy heard another BANG! “A storm!” said Lucy. There was thunder 
and lightning. 
  “NOOOOOOOOO!!!” shouted her dad, “The light!” 
  Lucy’s dad got to work, making sure the light was working again 
for any boats caught out in the storm. Lucy sat on her bed and worried 
about all the sea creatures, but especially Legger. 
  “The bangs must be troubling Legger,” said Lucy. 
  Next day, Lucy got up early and raced to the rocks to check for 
Legger. There was no sign of him; maybe tomorrow. 
  When Lucy checked the next day, Legger still wasn’t there. She 
was getting very worried about him and she was also very lonely and 
sad. 
  Her dad tried to cheer Lucy up by telling jokes, but she just 
couldn’t stop thinking about Legger. Ten days later, it was Lucy’s 
birthday and she was reading her Zap the Bat book...
  “Go Zap!” she cheered...when she heard a big swish and 
went outside. 
  Swish! She heard it again. 
  She looked down towards the rocks and shouted, “Legger! 
You shrank!” Lucy got closer. “There’s another and another...
Legger?” 
  There sitting on the biggest rock was Lucy’s friend Legger, 
surrounded by all her little babies. Lucy couldn’t believe it! 
  Legger was a girl octopus after all! Lucy was happy  
to have more friends. This was going to be the best  
summer ever!

Lana Scullion
Co Antrim

THE LIGHTHOUSE SONG
A long time ago on a lighthouse,

When the waves were crashing and frightening,
The skies were grey and the children couldn’t play,

A long time ago on a lighthouse.
We didn’t want to stay but we couldn’t go away;

The waves were crashing on the lighthouse.
 It was such a stormy night there was so much fright.

A long time ago on a lighthouse.

Matilda Caroll
Co Cork
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THE LIGHTHOUSE TOUR

One day I went on a tour around a lighthouse. When I reached the top of the staircase, I 
looked out the window and saw a ship near a buoy. The lighthouse 
shone its light and the ship disappeared.
  Suddenly I saw a spooky woman standing at the door, 
but she disappeared. Then I saw a photograph hanging 
on the wall of the woman, it was dated a long time 
ago. It said she died on the ship hundreds of 
years ago.
  I ran down the stairs and found a book 
all about history of the lighthouse. It was 
haunted. Under the book, I found a key. 
I ran to the door to unlock it, but the 
woman was standing at the door and 
she chased me, so I kept running 
until I found a secret door. 
  I opened the door and saw a 
world that had candy everywhere 
and I realised it was under the 
sea. I saw pirates, the coral 
reef and beautiful shiny fish 
that could talk to me. It was so 
much fun, but I had to go home. 
  I asked the fish, “What had 
happened at the lighthouse?” 
They said it was haunted by a 
spooky woman called Charlotte 
and she was catching them to 
eat or to put into tanks. They 
told me if I could close the secret 
door with the magic key, Charlotte 
would be never be able to find 
them again. I told them I would help 
and said goodbye. 
  I swam back to the secret door 
and locked it with the magic key to save 
the fish and stop Charlotte from finding 
them. I ran out of the lighthouse and rode 
my skateboard home. I still have the keys to 
the lighthouse. I keep them safe. 
  Now when I go to the seaside and look upon 
the ocean, I can see the magical fish and they are happy. 

Lara Gordon
Co Antrim 

THE LIGHTHOUSE

One morning an old man was on a boat. 
He wanted to discover a lighthouse. 

The only thing he knew about the 
lighthouse was that it shone light 
for boats at night.
  Another night the old man 
wanted to see the lighthouse 
keeper. He was very excited 
to meet him. When he arrived, 
the lighthouse keeper was 
very glad. 
   “I am going to show 
you my lighthouse,” he said.

   The old man started to 
smile and the lighthouse keeper 

was happy to see him smile. The 
old man wanted to tell his elderly 

mum all about it and he did when he 
got home.

   The next day he wanted to visit the 
lighthouse keeper again. He began to sail to 

the lighthouse but the light wasn’t on! The old man 
was scared. Suddenly his boat bashed into a rock and the 

boat was sinking. The old man tried to hold his breath. The lighthouse 
keeper saw him and he pulled him out of the sea. The lighthouse keeper 
saved the old man!
  The old man was happy to be safe and the lighthouse keeper said 
to the man, “Next time, be careful!” 
  The old man said, “But the light wasn’t on and that’s 
how I crashed into the rocks!” 
  “Sorry, my mistake,” said the lighthouse 
keeper. “The electricity was gone off. I have a 
boat too; we could sail to a shop and buy you 
a new boat. Afterwards, you can come back 
to my lighthouse to see more before you sail 
home.”
  The two men became best friends. The 
lighthouse keeper promised to always keep 
the light on every night and to never forget him.

Felipe Kinane
Co Kildare
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THE ANIMAL LIFE

Once in a land far, far from here, there was an island. Now this was no 
ordinary island. It was a magical island. On this island lived families but 
these families are not the type you think they are. Oh no, these were 
families of animals. Now, for years the families of animals lived in peace. 
Then one day their peace was destroyed when people came to the island.
  At first the animals didn’t really mind but then the people built a 
lighthouse and the animals were furious. The longer the people stayed, 
the more furious the animals got. So the animals had a meeting.
  “Now,” said the leader who was very old. “You all know why we are 
here.”
  “Yes,” said all the animals. “We need a plan to get rid of the people 
who took over our island.”
  So they came up with a plan. One night, it was a very stormy night, 
so the animals decided it was time to strike. “Everyone take your places,” 
the leader said.
  The crab started rattling the windows. The seal started howling into 
a megaphone and the limpets started wobbling. When the people saw 
the windows rattling and heard the howling they thought it was just the 
wind but when they saw the limpets wobbling they were very scared. 
They knew limpets didn’t wobble in the wind. They thought it might be a 
ghost. So the people closed all the windows in the lighthouse and locked 
all the doors but the little crabs were able to scuttle under the gaps in the 
doors and windows.
  The crabs made the lighthouse even spookier. To do that, the crabs 
tipped over cups of water, turned the remote control on the telly on and 
off, on and off and they pulled the curtains open and closed. By now the 
people were terrified. They had no idea what was going on. They ran out 
the door, to the nearest boat they could find, and they sailed far away. 
They never, ever came back to the island again.
  So then the leader asked, “What are we going to do with this 
lighthouse?” and one of the animals said, “I know exactly what we can 
use the lighthouse for.” And the leader said, “Let’s hear it!” The idea was 
shared with everyone. You can still go there today and see the animals. If 
you are lucky you might even get a glimpse of some of the babies playing 
in the lighthouse nursery.

Ailee Hanna
Co Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE SONG 

There once was a Lighthouse near the sea,
The light went out one day in a breeze,
The buoy stopped the vessel from crashing you see,
And all was well and free.

Aidan Healy
Co Cork

MY LIGHTHOUSE HOLIDAY

Two years ago, before my little sister was 
born, I went on holidays to a lighthouse 
in Wicklow. It was a sunny day when we 
left Dublin. The car drove up a small and 
bumpy road to get to the lighthouse.
  We walked up to the big door and 
looked inside. I could see a hallway and big, 
black steps. There were a lot of steps, over 
one hundred! The light was at the top of 
the lighthouse, as well as the kitchen and 
I asked my mum and dad why everything 
was at the top of the lighthouse when I had 
climbed the steps. 
  The lighthouse was built a long time 
ago and it kept ships and boats safe and 
away from the rocks. We could hear the 
sound of the sea and boats outside. There 
was no television or WIFI in the lighthouse, 
so I played lots of board games with my 
mum and dad and we looked out the 
window at the waves. Had other kids like 
me lived there? 
  We went for a walk on the beach. 
When we got back, we ate pizza for dinner. 
I was sad to leave after our holiday and 
drive back to Dublin. I would like to go 
there again in the summer and bring my 
little sister the next time.

Me and my dad at the lighthouse.

Alex Beirne
Co Dublin
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THE LIGHTHOUSE TURNS EVIL

Ewan Fewer
Co Cork
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THE LIGHTHOUSE SCHOOL OF ADVENTURE

“Only thirty seconds left on the timer, last quiz of the school year!”, shouted 
Mr. Gilly. It was the last day of term in the Lighthouse School of Adventure. 
The ninety-seven year old school in a real lighthouse stood high and proud 
beside the Irish Sea. It was extra tall, freshly painted red and white. It had 
one hundred students. Each year the students moved up a floor. In year 1 
their round classroom was on the ground floor beside the rocks, by year 
11 the lucky students were on the eleventh floor with an amazing sky view. 
Everyone’s favourite place was the giant twisty slide down the middle of 
the lighthouse.
  Friends Lillah, Simon, Tom and Emma were sitting in Mr. Gilly’s 5th 
year classroom halfway up the lighthouse. They were all looking forward 
to the summer holidays. Suddenly they heard loud footsteps outside their 
room. It was a tall, smartly dressed man wearing glasses. He was climbing 
up to the principal’s office. 
  “PEEP PEEP” rang the lunchtime bell. Everyone grabbed a cushion 
and sat on it to slide down to the yard. “Who was that man?” asked Tom. 
“I think he is an inspector, I think he is going to close the school. We know 
there is not enough money to keep it open!” whispered Emma. “Oh no!” 
shouted Simon. “We have to do something” answered Lillah. 
  The four friends dashed into the school and quickly climbed the tall 
brown ladder. They climbed twelve floors to the principal’s office in the 
lamp room at the top of the school. Emma crouched down and listened 
at the door. Inside the office Principal Wendy was talking to the visitor. 
Suddenly the visitor opened the office door. The children hid behind the 
cream fluffy rug. When the visitor and Principal Wendy had left the children 
crept down the slide to their classroom… playtime had just ended. 
  Mr. Gilly came rushing into the room. He was smiling and moving 
quickly. “We have just had a visitor to the school and I have big news.” “Uh-
oh” groaned Tom. Our school was going to be closed but a tall man called 
Roger just saved it. He just bought fifty-five old cameras and one hundred 
and forty four batteries from our school. We now have enough money for 
next year. “Ohhhh he wasn’t an inspector, he was a hero” laughed Lillah. 
Everyone clapped and cheered. “Right see you in three months for more 
adventures” shouted Mr. Gilly. “Hooray!” screamed all the children as they 
slid down the slide towards home. 

Jamie Blake
Co Dublin

THE BROKEN LIGHTHOUSE

On a stormy night, there was a lighthouse keeper shining his light to guide the boats like 
he always did. His name was Fred. A little girl far away from the lighthouse used to love 
to watch his light shine into her bedroom every night. She was an only child and was often 
lonely and the light gave her comfort, like a friend.
  There was a huge storm that night. The waves were gigantic, crashing high up against 
the lighthouse, which sat on the dangerous Fastnet Rock. Fred’s ears were ringing from 
the sounds of the crashing waves and the howling wind. The little girl, Cindy, was safe and 
sound in her house on Heir island. She watched the waves from her window, crashing up 
against the rock.
  At nine o’clock that night it was pitch dark and very foggy, but the lighthouse’s light 
was still guiding ships and warning them of danger. A big ship was heading straight 
for the lighthouse. Loads of seaweed had washed up from the storm blocking the 
captain’s window. He couldn’t see the lighthouse beam and before he knew it, he 
was crashing into the lighthouse. The ship, which was fifty times the size of the 
lighthouse, hit so hard it started to knock over the lighthouse. Fred tried to call 
for help but his radio was broken by the storm.
  Cindy was looking out her window and saw the terrible sight. She felt 
scared and worried and for a minute felt faint. After a few minutes, she 
ran screaming down the stairs for her mum and dad. “A ship has hit the 
lighthouse,” she barely managed to tell them. Her dad ran to the phone 
to call for help. He called the Baltimore Lifeboat, the guards and the air 
ambulance. Help was on the way, he told Cindy. 
  Cindy got dressed and with her dad, they got more people from the 
island to help. They watched as helicopters and lifeboats rushed to 
the scene. After drying off the rain, Cindy went back to her bed and 
watched from her window and stayed awake until morning.
  The next day Cindy was on the news because she was 
the little girl who raised the alarm. Everybody was safe. The 
lighthouse was going to be fixed. Until then, Fred had to stay 
in the broken lighthouse because no matter what, the light 
had to shine.

Jenny Murphy
Co Dublin

AGE SEVEN | 13 
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THE LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time, there was a pirate called David. 
He was supposed to mind the lighthouse because the 
lighthouse captain was on holidays for the night.
  That night, David went to bed and went into 
a deep sleep. There were lots of rocks around the 
lighthouse. As it became dark, there was a big ship 
getting really close to danger. David thought he was 
dreaming when he heard the loud honking noise, but 
it was real, and he woke with a fright.
  It was dark everywhere.
  David ran quickly to the lighthouse switch and 
turned it on. All of a sudden, there was light everywhere. 
The ship saw the rocks and turned the wheel hard. 
  David had saved the ship from crashing into 
the rocks. It was very scary for a while until the ship 
moved away from the rocks. When the ship got clear 
from danger, it honked three times to thank David.
  David felt relieved the danger was over. The 
captain came home, and he was happy that everybody 
was safe.

David Bransfield
Co Cork

DEATH STORY

Chapter One: Introducing Puffy
Puffy is a poor little collie in a 
pound. 
  One night, a robber came 
and stole Puffy and took him to 
his lighthouse. It wasn’t a normal 
lighthouse because it had secret 
passageways in it.
  At midnight, Puffy heard 
a scream and started barking. 
Then there was silence and he 
heard more barking. 
  There were two more dogs 
barking.
To be continued…

Cúan Chambers
Co Dublin

MY POEM ABOUT HOOK LIGHTHOUSE 

I would love to see Hook but not in a book,
For land-locked are we, in Kilkenny you see!
I’ve visited Kilmore Quay since I was a baby,

For it was there my Nanny would be.
Across the water I could see Hook Lighthouse looking pretty as could be.

Her lights shone bright across the sea all the way over to me, in Kilmore Quay,
But never have I been up close to see

The lighthouse that sits on a peninsula in Fethard-on-Sea.

Dedicated to my Nanny Carmel RIP April 2019

Sophie Raftery
Co Kilkenny
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AVA’S ADVENTURE

Once upon a time there lived a little girl called Ava. She had a little baby pet 
pig called Pigín. Ava’s family lived on a small island and they worked in a fish 
shop. Ava didn’t mind helping in the fish shop. 
  One day Ava’s mother told her that she had to go fishing in the sea. Ava 
took Pigín with her, as she didn’t like to leave her little pet behind. She hopped 
on her family’s little fishing boat and sailed out to sea. 
  While out at sea, the little fishing boat was struck by a sudden storm. Ava 
grabbed Pigín as the boat was turned upside down in the sea. Ava screamed 
for help! She suddenly realised she was sinking and closed her eyes as she 
sunk to the bottom of the sea with Pigín in her arms. 
  When she opened her eyes, she found herself in a nice warm bed with 
Pigín by her side in a red and white stripped circular tall building. 
  Suddenly the door of the bedroom opened, and a kind faced man 
appeared. He said, “Hello I am Tim.”
  “My name is Ava, where am I?”
  “Well,” said Tim, “Somehow, I found you in the sea with your pig. I took 
you in to my lighthouse. Here are some dry clothes for you.”
Tim handed Ava a nice warm hoodie which had a logo ‘Great Lighthouses of 
Ireland’. He also gave Ava some warm socks and leggings. 
  “Thanks so much,” said Ava, taking the clothes from Tim. 
  “How did you get into the sea?” asked Tim.
Ava explained that she had been fishing and a sudden storm appeared. 
  “Well, I guess we had better get you home,” said Tim. 
  “Thanks, I would love to go home now as my family will be looking for me.” 
  Ava asked Tim did he live in the lighthouse. 
  “Yes,” said Tim. “I am the lighthouse keeper. Your boat is wrecked, so I 
will take you home now in my boat.”
  “Thanks,” said Ava, “but where is it?”
  “Follow me,” said Tim. Tim showed Ava to the boat. Ava took Pigín with 
her into the boat. They sailed out to sea until they saw some land with twinkling 
lights. 
  “Over there!” shouted Ava, “The fish shop! I am so happy to see it again.” 
She got out of the boat carefully, taking her pet pig with her. She ran to the 
fish shop, so happy to see her mother hugging her tightly. She sat down for 
dinner and told her family about her adventure at sea with Pigín. 

Caoimhe Clarke
Co Mayo
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  Baby White Onion said, “Mummy, it is so big it’s like a big rocket sticking out of the 
sea!”
  It started to get very dark so Ciara the whale said, “I can guide you by the light some 
of the way back to Oileán Chléire.”
  Caoimhe the dolphin and Roisin the baby dolphin decided they would go too! 
  Ciara the whale said, “Right, let’s go!”
  Mr Green Apple turned the camperboat around and they followed baby White Onion’s 
friends back. 
  When they were nearly at the harbour, Ciara the Whale couldn’t go any further, so they 
told baby White Onion to follow the light and it would bring them to Oileán Chléire. 
  Baby White Onion was sad that her friends couldn’t stay, but knew it was because the 
water in the harbour was too shallow for her friends!
  Mr Orange, Mrs Green Apple and baby White Onion said goodbye to all baby White 
Onion’s friends in their special Seaveg language and followed the Fastnet light back into 
the harbour.
  Baby White Onion hopped into her sleeping bag on her camperboat and went to sleep, 
looking forward to her next adventure with her friends!
  Do you know what Oileán Chléire means? 
  Cape Clear lsland.

Caoimhe Cottrell
Co Cork

THE FASTNET ADVENTURE! 

On a sunny day in summer, Mr Orange, Mrs Green Apple and baby White Onion were going 
on a trip on their camperboat! They left from Baltimore harbour, heading to Oileán Chléire.
  Baby White Onion was very excited! 
  They headed out to sea towards Oileán Chléire. When they got near, baby White 
Onion’s friends Caoimhe the dolphin and Roisin the baby dolphin turned up.
  Baby White Onion’s friends were excited too and jumped and splashed everywhere!
  They had a secret language called Seaveg, which they could use to talk to baby White 
Onion! 
  Caoimhe the dolphin said, “Do you want to go on an adventure? To the Fastnet to see 
the lighthouse and meet my friend, Ciara the whale?” 
  Baby White Onion ran into Mr Orange and Mrs Green Apple. 
  “Can you follow Caoimhe the dolphin and Roisin the baby dolphin, quick quick quick? 
They are bringing us on an adventure!” 
  Mr Orange turned the camperboat around and Mrs Green Apple asked, “Where are 
we going?”
  Baby White Onion replied, “We are going to the Fastnet Rock Lighthouse to see the 
shinning bright light that we see from Oileán Chléire at night.” 
  When they nearly got there Roisin the baby dolphin shouted, “Look, look! Quick, quick! 
There is Ciara the Whale. She only comes up every now and then for air and she might 
squirt you!! Watch out!” 
  Mr Orange and Mrs Green Apple were amazed they had never seen a whale before! 
Baby White Onion said, “Wow, wow!”
  Next thing baby White Onion shouted, “Can you see the Fastnet light?” 
  Mrs Green Apple said, “Yes, isn’t it beautiful? I think I can see someone in the tower.”
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THE CRASHED ROCKET

An astronaut came back from space with his rocket. He had wanted to 
land in Kazakhstan but the booster on his rocket broke and the rocket 
swooshed down and crashed on a beach. 
  There was a lighthouse on the beach. The astronaut crashed next 
to the lighthouse but thankfully he did not hurt himself. When he crashed 
he hit a part of the lighthouse. The part was flung up into the air and 
broke the light of the lighthouse. 
  The lighthouse’s owner got a big fright. He was very worried that 
ships would not see the lighthouse during the night anymore, and crash 
onto the beach. He asked the astronaut to help fix the light. The astronaut 
took a light from his crashed rocket and gave it to the lighthouse owner. 
The owner was very happy and the astronaut helped him fix the light of 
the lighthouse. 
  Then the owner of the lighthouse built a long trailer and asked some 
people on the beach to try and lift the rocket onto the trailer. Then they 
all pulled the trailer with the crashed rocket to the space centre. 
  The people in the space centre fixed the rocket’s booster. They 
also replaced the light the astronaut had given to the lighthouse owner. 
Then they launched the rocket back into space and the astronaut was 
very happy. 

Liam Quinn
Co Cork

I AM A LIGHTHOUSE

I am a lighthouse standing tall and proud. 
Every night, I shine my beams. 
Spinning my light, round and round.
Watching the sailors, all the way down.
I help the sailors to see their dreams.
They dream of fish.
They’re full of hope.
They long to tell their kids a joke.
I’ll light the way so they can go safe on their journey home.

Henry Brack
Co Cork

THE LIGHTHOUSE 

Tom and his daddy rowed out to sea to his uncle in the 
lighthouse on the Atlantic Ocean. They wanted to go 
on a nice holiday in the lighthouse. 
  Tom had plans to go swimming and diving with 
his daddy. He also wanted to look for starfish. His 
uncle told him why lighthouses and his job were 
important. He said that in this lighthouse he made 
sure everyone who sailed was safe. 
  Then Tom went to bed. His uncle left a giant 
light on for him. Tom had a dream. 
  In his dream the lighthouse was flying around 
the place like a rocket. The roof was pointier, like 
a rocket. The it turned back into a lighthouse but 
it was floating. Tom saw land and he went there 
with his daddy. Now he realised they were in 
the Pacific Ocean. They met some people from 
America. They were called George, Sean and 
Ryan. They were very nice. Tom and his daddy 
asked if they could help them. The men had 
a boat with hooks on it and the hooks were 
usually used for lowering nets into the sea. 
They agreed to pull the lighthouse back to the 
Atlantic Ocean with their hooks. 
  Then the boy woke up. He quickly ran to 
the window and he looked out and realised it 
was only a dream. So he went downstairs to 
have his breakfast with his uncle and daddy. 

Jacob Burke
Co Galway
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THE ADVENTURES OF THE LIGHTHOUSE

Lizzy Fitzgibbon
Co Wicklow
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AGE EIGHT
HISTORICAL LIGHTHOUSE

I picked the Lighthouse of Alexandria because it has my name 
in it (my name’s Alex). The Lighthouse of Alexandria is one 
of the seven wonders of the ancient world. It was built by the 
Ptolemaic Kingdom in the third century BC. 
  It took twelve years to build and was three hundred feet tall. 
Located off the coast of Egypt on the island of Pharos, it was 
built to guide ships to shore. The light that guided ships was a 
furnace at the top of the lighthouse and the building itself was 
said to be made using limestone so it wouldn’t melt from the 
furnace’s heat. It was destroyed by three different earthquakes, 
finally falling in 1480.

ACROSS THE SEA

Light that shines across the sea
It keeps ships safe
Glad for light
High up is where it shines
Tide has come in
How big those rocks are
Our light keeps ships safe
Under water, ships have 
Sunken but nowadays ships are safe with me
Everyday

Lucas Garvey
Co Dublin

THE STORY KEEPERS

It was a dark night. The ship rattled, falling slowly. Many of the crew were already 
dead. He saw land, not far off. He jumped out of the boat, into the freezing water 
and swam away. In the distance he saw the beam of a lighthouse. He hoped he 
would get to it soon enough. 
  Early Saturday morning, Lynda and Jack were exploring the beach below their 
house. They lived in Ballycotton and could see the lighthouse from their home. Their 
favourite game was to pretend they were pirates and run around talking in funny 
voices, pretending that they had found treasure. 
  “Hey, look at this!” exclaimed Lynda.
  “What is it?”
  “It’s a plank, a wooden plank, from a ship, you know?”
  “Yes, but, how come it’s here?”
  “I don’t know, but look – there’s more over here.”
  They followed the heaps of wood around the cliff until...there it was, a ship! It 
stood eerily on the sand, as if it didn’t want them to go near it. 
  “Ey! Wat ya doin’ ‘ere, an’ wat d’ya want?” boomed a voice from inside the 
shipwreck. 
  “N-n-nothing,” stuttered Jack backing away from the ship and holding Lynda’s 
hand tight. “We don’t want anything. We were, I mean, are, exploring the beach and 
the cliffs.”
  “Oh. Sorry fer bein’ rude. Just dat ya gave me a fright.” 
  An old man emerged from the ship and came trudging towards them. His hair 
was white and wiry. It seemed as if it had never been cut. It fell down his long, 
wrinkled body. He wore a brown shirt and tattered pants. His feet were bare, apart 
from thin grey socks which seemed as if they were coated in years of old water. 
  “Ere. Ya want to learn ‘bout dat lighthouse? Well, I’m de best person ta ask.”
  Lynda and Jack edged forward, being careful of every step, even though the 
man seemed kind. 
  “My name be Sirius. Bet ya think dat’s old-fashioned,” and he laughed to himself. 
“Now, here we go!”
  The three sat down on the warm rocks. Sirius told many stories. He told tales of 
pirates and wreckers. He told legends of mermaids and true stories of women who 
had been feared on all the high seas, Granuaile and others like her. 
  When all the stories had been told, he smiled, and told the children one more 
thing. 
  “I am very ill and I shan’t live much longer, bu’ tanks to you two, I’ve nuttin’ left 
I need to say. I’m free to go.”

Grace O’Gorman
Co Cork

Alexander Vettorello
Co Limerick
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SNOWBALL AND THE LIGHTHOUSE

There was a young polar bear who lived in Dublin Zoo called Snowball. Snowball’s mommy 
once told him that she came from a place called Greenland. She would tell him stories 
about lovely cold snow, fresh water and a red lighthouse. Snowball dreamed of going there 
someday.
  One night, Snowball couldn’t sleep. He went for a walk around his pen and saw a gap 
through the fence. He was small enough to get through. On the other side he saw a big 
park and he started to walk in the dark. 
  Soon he heard water and went over where he saw a river. He knew that rivers led to 
the sea, so he followed it. He walked by lots of buildings and bridges. After walking for a 
very long time, the sun was coming up. Snowball could smell salty water and knew the sea 
was near.
  He was tired. He saw some steps and climbed up them. Snowball found a blanket and 
he crawled under it to go asleep. Some time later, he woke up with a big noise. Snowball 
peeked out and he saw men. He thought he must be on a boat. His mommy had told him 
stories about the boats around the lighthouse. As the boat went out to sea, he peeked out 
again and saw a lighthouse. But there was no snow, so it was not Greenland.
  For the next few days Snowball slept a lot. He only came out from under the blanket 
when it was dark, and the men were not there. He would find dead fish in the corners of 
the boat to eat.
  One morning, Snowball woke up and looked out from under the blanket. He saw a red 
lighthouse. Behind the red lighthouse the ground was covered in snow. When the boat got 
closer to land, Snowball crept out from under the blanket. One of the men saw him so he 
jumped off the boat into the water. It was cold and fresh. He swam towards the lighthouse 
up onto the land. Far away on the hills Snowball could see polar bears. He rolled in the 
snow because he was happy. 
  He knew it was Greenland.

FRED AND HOTDOG AND THE HAUNTED LIGHTHOUSE

There once were two dogs and their names were Fred and Hotdog. They lived in Dún 
Laoghaire.
  One Hallowe’en night, Fred and Hotdog were trick or treating and they saw something 
move inside the old deserted lighthouse. Now this really scared Fred and Hotdog because 
no one had lived in there for nine hundred years. 
  “What shall we do?” said Hotdog. 
  “Go to the old lighthouse owner’s house, of course,” said Fred. 
  “Do we have to go? That place gives me the creeps,” said Hotdog. 
  “Of course we do,” said Fred.
  So a few hours later they were outside the lighthouse keeper’s door. Fred rang the 
doorbell. After a few minutes an old lady answered the door. Fred asked the old lady if 
she knew where the keeper was. The old lady told Fred that the keeper was dead. Fred 
thanked the old lady and they left.
  “I wonder who or what is in the lighthouse?” said Fred for the one hundredth time. 
  “I don’t know and I don’t want to know!” said Hotdog. 
  “Well I think that we should go to the lighthouse now,” said Fred. 
  “Wait, what?” said Hotdog. “You must be joking.”
  “I am not joking,” said Fred. “We are going now!” 
  Five hours later they were inside the lighthouse. 
  Suddenly, the floor opened up and they fell into a secret laboratory. 
  “What is this?” said Fred. 
  “I think that we’re in some kind of secret lab,” said Hotdog. 
  Suddenly they saw a ghost passing them. 
  “There it is!” said Fred. “That is the person.” 
  “How do we get it?” said Hotdog. 
  “We set a trap, of course,” said Fred. “Listen, you tie this sheet there and when he 
walks in he gets trapped.” 
  So when the ghost came back he got trapped and Fred took off the mask and they 
saw the old lighthouse keeper under the costume. They made him explain everything to the 
policeman. As it turned out, he was actually a magician who had heard a legend saying that 
there was gold in the lighthouse. The magician and his wife pretended that he was dead 
and he pretended to be a ghost to keep people away from the lighthouse so he could look 
for treasure.

THE VALENTIA ISLAND LIGHTHOUSE

On a magical Island in a magical sea
Sits a magical lighthouse so full of mystery
It shines its bright lights to guide the boats home, this bright light of hope 
shows no one’s alone.
It holds so many stories of the times gone by and has stood through all 
the storms that has passed it by.
It guards its pretty island and keeps a watchful eye, with its tall white 
tower and its light in the sky
It’s the prettiest lighthouse that I have ever seen
To me it’s a castle just missing its queen, so some day I will go and sit in 
the tower and help shine that light if even for an hour. 

Summer Birch
Co Kerry

Molly Furlong
Co Dublin

Luca O’Brien
Co Dublin
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LIGHTHOUSE OF THE SOUL

There once was a man called Captain Clam. He was a lighthouse keeper. The Lighthouse 
of the Soul was the name of the lighthouse he lived in. It was on the west coast of Co Cork. 
The moral of this story is that the lighthouse is said to bring soul mates together, which is 
how the name Lighthouse of the Soul came about.
  Captain Clam was a captain of a ship that sailed the seven seas a long, long time ago. 
He loved the sea and being a lighthouse keeper filled him with a sense of pride. The bright 
light from the lighthouse shone each and every night guiding the seafarers to safety. The 
fog horn would also be used at times of low visibility to warn ships of hazards.
Captain Clam was very lonely though, as he lived by himself and he wasn’t married. He only 
had one friend and this was Tucker the Seal. They met one sunny afternoon while they both 
were looking for fish. This friendship worked out very well as Tucker the Seal didn’t have 
any seal friends and he was also lonely. 
  They both had fears. Captain Clam was afraid of eagles as he had encountered a very 
large angry eagle once and it had stolen his sandwich. Tucker the Seal was afraid of the rain 
as he had witnessed his baby brother being swept away in a sea-storm a few years before.
I am happy to say that they both had their happy endings: Captain Clam met Merida one 
day and they both felt it was love at first sight. They had a beautiful wedding day in Kinsale, 
joined by Tucker the seal and Sally his new love.
  A couple of years later, Merida gave birth to a beautiful baby girl named Kate. Kate 
grew up to love to sea like her father. Tucker and Sally had lots of baby seals and Kate 
looked after them very well. The Lighthouse of the Soul is said to bring soul mates together. 
I think you would agree that it’s true?

EMMA AND THE TREASURE

Emma lived in a lighthouse with her mum Jemma, her dad Hugo and her sister Chloe. 
Emma was eleven and Chloe was eighteen. 
  Since they were very young, their dad had told them stories about ships that had sunk 
in the waters surrounding their lighthouse home. Emma was fascinated by the idea that 
there may be treasure on the sea bed beneath them. She really wanted to explore the sea 
and find the treasure and see beautiful fish but she was also afraid that she would drown 
or get hit by a wave. 
  One morning, Emma got up with her sister to go to school. She had to go to school by 
boat, but today the waves were rough and it was very hard to row even though Chloe was 
helping her. Then Emma saw a huge wave coming towards them. 
  “Chloe, look!” cried Emma. It was too late. The wave came crashing over them and 
the boat capsized. 

  “There’s a hole in the boat!” shouted Chloe. “We’re going 
to have to swim from here, Emma.” 
  “Er. Okay,” said Emma. 
  The girls agreed it would be safer to hold their breath and 
swim under the water for as long as they could, to escape the 
waves crashing down on them.
  “Wait!” said Emma. “I see something!” 
  She was right, there was something shimmering in the 
water. 
  “Can we go down and see what it is?” said Emma. “Okay,” 
said Chloe reluctantly. 
  “It’s a coin!” said Emma.
  “Really?” said Chloe in disbelief. 

  “Yes! D’you think we are getting close to treasure?” said Emma. 
  “Don’t be silly,” said Chloe. But she was wrong. 
  “Look! I’m right!” 
  The girls took a deep breath and Emma guided her sister under the water to a rusty 
brown treasure chest. Around it there were some gold coins in the sand. 
  “We’re bringing it home,” said Emma. 
  “Okay,” said Chloe. “We are going to have to carry it. 
You take one handle, I’ll take the other.” 
  The girls struggled to swim with the treasure chest 
between them but after half an hour they could finally see 
the lighthouse. 
  They were dripping wet when they reached the door. 
They went in and told their mum and dad everything. Dad 
used a fork to open the treasure chest. They couldn’t 
believe it. Inside there was millions of euros worth of gold 
and jewels. Emma got a new diary to write all her fears 
and stories, Mum and Chloe got new earrings and Dad got 
new jeans. They were even allowed to get a dog! 

LIGHTHOUSE

Light shooting across the ocean,
It carries far out to sea,
Green and blue waves crashing against the walls,
Help! help! cried the ships,
Time is running out!

Howling though the wind is, the lighthouse,
Only it can save them,
Under its glow the rocks are illuminated,
Sailing through the sea the sailors spot the rocks,
Everyone is safe!

Sadhbh Halpenny
Co Dublin

Emma Maher
Co Cork

Ruby Tosh
Co Dublin
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JOCK THE RESCUE DOG

Dear reader, this is a story I put my imagination into and memories of lovely seas and 
beaches from when I was on holiday at Hook Head in County Wexford. There was one 
special lighthouse from that holiday memory and I got the idea of Jock the lighthouse 
rescue dog from my own little Jack Russell. We have had Katie for five years now and she 
is still the dog I remember from the story. 
  We all know these are hard times, but I want to say to people who are not reading fans: 
those books, tales and stories are fun. You might have a book of your own in your head, so 
get writing. Just try and get off your screen and do some reading or playing with your toy, 
play outside or maybe help your mum and dad with the lunch or outside work or maybe help 
with emptying the dishwasher. All these acts of kindness really make a difference. 

I was walking along the beach. I was on holidays. This was my three-week holiday away 
from life on the farm where I lived with my parents. I loved this holiday by the sea. 
  I always loved to walk with my dog Jock. Jock was a rescue dog. Every day I saw the 
beautiful lighthouse at Hook Head. It was the most beautiful lighthouse I had ever seen. 
  One day when Jock and I were out walking, we saw a dog in trouble in the sea. I went 
to rescue the dog. Jock ran over to the lighthouse and saw a buoy. I grabbed the buoy and 
gave it to Jock. He was very brave never refused to do a mission; that is why I had Jock. 
The poor dog in the water was scared but Jock got the dog before he was swept away. 
Finally, Jock saved the little dog. I was so proud. 
  The day after Jock rescued the little dog, we heard someone saying that they lost their 
dog by the lighthouse. I swung around and said, “I have your dog, so!” 
  I gave it to the lady and she said, “Thank you!” 
  We took a walk on the beach again. I just love the view of the sea, but I love the 
lighthouse most of all.
  When I got back, the postman came and gave me a letter. It was from Grandma and 
Audrey. They said on the letter that it was time to go back to my home. We heard a squeal: 
it was a Jack Russell. It was the same Jack Russell we had rescued from the sea, but safely 
with its owner now.
  She said she was so happy to have met us as she was looking for a home for her 
Jack Russell who she loved very much. She could no longer care for her as she would be 
going into hospital for an operation. She asked would I take care of her little dog for her. 
She would be many months recovering from her operation and knew the best place for her 
dog was with me.
  I was so excited… and so was Jock!
  Only two more days of my holiday and I would be back home. I did not want to go back 
as I was enjoying my holiday so much. All holidays have to end, though. 
  I said to my mother and father, “What about the Jack Russell?” 
  They were happy for me to me to be coming home with a new friend, but I was thinking 
of a name. “Mmmmmm,” I said. “I think we should call her Katie.” 
  I was still going to miss the lighthouse and the sea, but I knew when I was back home, 
I could finally see the lovely yellow of my daddy’s rapeseed oil. I knew I would be back to 
the sea and so would Katie and Jock the lighthouse rescue dog. 

THE MERMAN AND THE MERMAID

Once upon no time, there was a merman. He loved his free life in the ocean and 
hated the humans. He thought they were all horrible and they were all guilty for the 
dire situation the ocean was in. 
Grandmother Nature decided that the merman needed to spend some time among 
the humans to try to understand them. 
  “Hate is never the answer, my boy,” she said. And with that he found himself on 
a beach with two human legs. 
  In order to stay as near as possible to his dear ocean, the merman decided to 
become a lighthouse keeper. Each day he would walk along the beach to collect 
every gift the ocean would bring him. The lighthouse became filled with beach wood, 
shells and polished glass. Most of the time he would carve small figurines out of the 
wood – sometimes even mermaids – build sun-catchers with the glass, or bracelets 
and necklaces with the shells. 
  The merman lived among the humans for many years and came to understand 
that many did care for the ocean and that many were doing everything they could to 
preserve and restore it to its former beauty. 
  One day, he spotted a mermaid on the beach, sitting on a rock. They became 
friends and eventually fell in love with each other. 
  Luckily enough, the mermaid received from Grandmother Nature a 
magic wand. 
  “Here, girl,” she said. “With this you can turn him back 
into a merman. I can sense no hate in him. He is ready to  
come back.”
  And so she took the magic wand with her on their next 
encounter. When he discovered that he could go back to 
his dear ocean, the merman rejoiced and happily joined 
her in the journey back to her family. He was welcomed 
back and he shared with all the ocean folk his knowledge of 
humans. It was decided that everybody should help the ones 
coming to save the ocean in every possible way – this is why 
sometimes whales warn us about sharks, for example. 
  The merman and the mermaid still visit the lighthouse 
every full moon. He points to her his favourite places 
along the beach and still talks about his many years at the 
lighthouse. If you are near the lighthouse, you might be able 
to spot them sitting on a rock, or if you are really careful you 
might be able to see their heads bobbing above the water 
following the waves. 

Aileen Farinella
Co Galway

Martha Rose Kelly
Co Kildare
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LOUGH SWILLY LIGHTHOUSE

The wild waves of Lough Swilly were crashing against the rugged rocks 
of the light house. Seagulls were crying loudly, the dark sky was low, and 
the whirling, whispering wind was howling and trying to whoosh through 
the open window. 
  There was a lonely girl in the lighthouse, sobbing silently in the corner. 
Full of fear, she slammed the window shut because of all the scary noises 
and the frightening, strange sounds from outside. 
  The window opened again with a loud CRASH! Her candle flickered 
and then blew out. The girl heard a big BANG. She went white as a ghost. 
Breathing really loudly, she cried out to her parents for help…
  But she was the only one in the lighthouse. Her parents had left 
earlier. There was a problem with the sea light and they had to go to get 
something to fix it. 
  The girl couldn’t understand why she had been left on her own for so 
long. She had butterflies in her stomach and her whole body was shaking, 
but she knew she had to do something to help the boat which was coming 
sail safely across the Wild Atlantic Way.
  She grabbed her father’s lantern to try to fix the sea light. She grabbed 
his tool box and then ran up the rest of the stairs. Quickly, she set his tool 
box down at the top of the staircase. After that she went to the window 
and opened it, peeked through and saw absolutely nothing. The lighthouse 
was surrounded by DARKNESS! 
  Trembling, she tried her best to fix the light. Nothing happened! 
Quickly, she took the lamp into her arms and walked backwards. She 
tripped clumsily over the tool box and fell! The lamp shattered to pieces, 
she looked to her right and the frown on her face made her look sad.
   She came walking slowly down the stairs then opened the door 
excitedly when she saw her parents coming towards the house with lights. 
Her parents had brought other people with them. Everyone had a light of 
their own. She opened the door to tell her parents, but her parents just 
threw their arms round her and said we will never leave you alone again. A 
big smile spread right across her face.
  There were loads of people coming her way with lights, they all lined 
up across the lighthouse to guide the boat safely to where it wanted to go. 
  The boat was coming close to the lighthouse. The captain told 
everyone to shout out of the window, “Well done, little girl!”
  This was the best day of the girl’s life. Tears of happiness and relief 
ran down her exhausted face. Her parents didn’t want to let go of her. 
  Later that evening, they watched a family movie together, cuddled 
together under a cozy blanket in front of a warm blazing fire, a gentle 
breeze blowing through the open window. 
  Suddenly there was another BANG and a brightly coloured parrot 
flew through the open window of the lighthouse… 

Éimhear Walsh
Co Antrim

MY TRIP TO LOOP HEAD

I was on holiday at Ballybunion. I had a telescope in the caravan. There was a lighthouse in 
Co Clare across the sea. It flashed every night. 
  My brother and me liked to watch the light flashing at night. The lighthouse was called 
Loop Head Lighthouse in Co Clare. I stayed at Ballybunion for three weeks. One night, me 
and my brother wanted to sneak out of the caravan. I looked through my telescope at the 
lighthouse. 
  I looked at the window. The window was open. So, me and my brother went out the 
window. We tried to think – how will we get to the lighthouse? Then I had an idea – we 
should surfboard all the way to Co Clare. We got our wetsuits on and went out the window. 
We went to the beach and got a surfboard. We walked to the water with the surfboards. 
Then we started swimming on the surfboards. 
  When we got nearer to the deep ocean, we were standing up on the surfboards. When 
two hours passed, we got tired! We met a whale in the middle of the water. The whale 
helped us go across. We were halfway there. 
  We were not tired, but the whale was tired! After one hour, we got tired one more time. 
We were nearly there. But then two dolphins came to us. They got us to the lighthouse. It 
was nearly morning. 
  We went into the lighthouse. We walked up the stairs to the big light. We pointed the 
light at the caravan across the sea. We flashed the light a lot. Then our mum and dad knew 
where we were. 

Aidan O Mara
Co Cork

THE LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time in England, it was World War II. I was the lighthouse for England. 
Then in the corner of my light I could see the German boats incoming. I didn’t know what 
to do! 
By the way, we were against Germany. 
I alerted England. They got the alert. 
But the Germans kept on coming with the boats. Then Germany took over half of England. 
I tried to alert them, but I couldn’t. 
Then I eventually alerted them. They fought. 
I saw one of the soldiers fall off the boat when they were fighting. I threw a life buoy down 
then the lifeboat came and saved him. 
England won!!!

Matthew McNulty
Co Mayo
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THE STORM

Once upon a time in Southport there was a young man called 
Jerry Anderson. He was a sailor on the Irish Sea. He built a 
boat and named it Fire Power.
  Jerry’s dream was to sail to America to see his family 
who had moved there. He spent months planning his journey. 
He bought food, checked the weather and got all the supplies 
he would need. 
  He was very excited about his journey. Jerry said goodbye 
to his friends and set sail for New York. The first few days for 
Jerry were good and he travelled far. 
  After a week at sea, Jerry woke up one morning to 
stormy weather. There was thunder and lightning. It was 
raining so heavily that Jerry couldn’t see anything. It was the 
worst storm that Jerry had ever seen. Next thing there was 
a big crash which knocked Jerry over. Jerry managed to get 
back up, but his arm was very sore. Jerry could see the water 
pouring into the boat. He was very afraid, but he knew he 
had to abandon the ship. He grabbed his lifeboat dinghy and 
some supplies and left the boat.
  Jerry was very worried and scared he wouldn’t see home 
again. He looked around and saw a light in front of him. He 
started paddling even though his arm was sore. Through the 
rain he could see a lighthouse. He pulled a flare from his 
supply bag and shot it into the sky, hoping the lighthouse 
keeper would see it. The pain in his arm was so sore that 
Jerry lay down in the dinghy and fell asleep.
  Jerry opened his eyes. He was warm and safe. He was 
safe inside the lighthouse, but he was so disappointed that 
his journey had failed. Jerry was back home, with his plans 
destroyed by one storm. 
  Then a man came into the room and spoke. Jerry 
couldn’t believe his ears! The man spoke with an American 
accent. Jerry had completed his journey after all!

THE LITTLE LIGHTHOUSE

I’m a little lighthouse
Way out at sea,
My big light shines brightly,
So you can see me.
Perched on a rock so still,
Birds squawking with a shrill!
My walls are so thick and strong,
The days are short, the nights are long.
It is very lonely,
Out here so far,
You can only get to me
By boat – not car!
The only thing I have,
To keep me company,
Are the big blue waves,
Crashing over me…

Caitlin Collins
Co Dublin

Sé Reilly
Co Meath
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Once there was a seagull named Sully. He would go to Valentia Lighthouse and visit the old 
man who lived there who was in charge of the lighthouse. The old man would go outside 
and give Sully some bread to eat. One night while everyone was sleeping, a ship that had 
lost its way came into shore. It was an unlucky night; the lighthouse light was not on. 
  Suddenly Sully woke up when he heard the commotion from the ship and flew up into 
the old man’s bedroom window. He landed on the man’s face and bit his nose. The old 
man woke up and saw Sully and heard the noise from the ship. He ran down the stone 
steps to outside and turned on the lighthouse light. Then he ran down to the beach. 
  The old man ran to get help from his fellow sailors. They all got in their boats to where 
the ship was now sinking. They threw some buoys onto the ship so they could get the 
people to use them and save them. 
As they did, the news reporters arrived in a boat trying to get a good look at them. But 
when they got a clear shot, old Sully seagull got in the way. Sully was a clever seagull and 
he did not want the sailors to get distracted when helping the boat. 
  After a few hours, the boat sank, and everyone was saved. “Hooray!” they all shouted 
when they were all off the boat. They had a party the next night. And they sang a jolly song. 
“Oh, the jolly sailors saved us, and we sing hurrah! Oh yes, we all sing hurrah! Hurrah!”
The song ended after that and there was a bustle in the crowd. The people who were 
on the boat were staying with families on the island. They showed them the way to their 
houses. The people were a bit surprised that someone was following the old man back to 
the lighthouse. It was a young girl with thick jet-black hair and perched on her shoulder 
was – surprise, surprise – Sully the Seagull, who looked as though he liked her. 
The old man looked at the young girl and realised it was his niece who was from the West 
of Ireland and was on the sinking ship. Sully had saved her life and all the lives of the people 
on board the ship. The old man was so happy to see his niece alive and well that he had a 
little party in his house too with just his niece and of course, Sully the Seagull. 
The next day the old man woke up and went to see if he could find  Sully the Seagull as he 
wanted to thank him for saving his niece’s life and he wanted to give him some bread and 
fish for breakfast. And he found him outside in his usual spot on the lighthouse window. He 
even forgave Sully for biting his nose! 

Elena Kearns
Co Galway

SULLY THE LIGHTHOUSE SEAGULL

THE BRIGHT LIGHT

Orla the owl was a lighthouse keeper in Hoot Head Lighthouse, near the village of Nadúr. 
She lived in a little cottage right beside the lighthouse, carrying on the tradition of her family. 
The Owl Family had been looking after the lighthouse for hundreds of years.
  Now Orla loved her job but it was really tricky to get a day off! Her birthday was the 
following Friday but she didn’t expect it to be that special because her brother Olly, who 
worked with her, had gone visiting their granny owl, who was sick in hospital. Luckily her 
friends had other ideas!!
  Sarah Sheep rang Flora Fox, Billy Badger, Sally Squirrel and Rex Rabbit. They all 
agreed to help plan a surprise party for Orla. Sarah would organise the food. Billy would 
send the invitations. Sally would do decorations because she was best at climbing. Rex’s 
job was to organise the music. Flora had the hardest job of all. She had to keep Orla away 
from Hoot Head Lighthouse all afternoon!
  The day of the party arrived. All the friends put their plan into action. Flora invited Orla 
for afternoon tea in Nadúr for her birthday. Orla agreed but said she couldn’t stay away from 
the lighthouse for long. The rest of the friends ran into the lighthouse once they saw them 
leave. Everyone got to work quickly. They knew that they didn’t have long to get the party 
ready. Flora was very clever at delaying Orla to give them more time. She even pretended 
to lose her car keys! “Flora, we have to go. It is getting dark and I need to make sure the 
lamp is lighting.” “Found them!” shouted Flora from her bedroom.
  When they arrived at Hoot Head, it was almost dark. Orla rushed inside. “SURPRISE!” 
shouted everyone. Orla nearly fell over with fright. Luckily Flora was there beside her 

or Orla would have landed flat on her bottom! She gazed at all her friends in 
amazement. “Oh my goodness, how did you do all this?” asked Orla. “We know 

how hard you work in the lighthouse but everyone deserves to celebrate their 
birthday,” replied Sarah, giving her a big hug. “Oh no!” hooted Orla, “I must light the 

lamp.” “All taken care of,” laughed Sally. She flicked a switch and everyone looked 
up. A HUGE disco ball was in the lamp, shining for miles and miles. “Let’s get this 

party started!” shouted Rex. “Wait! I have one more surprise,” said Billy Badger. Out from 
behind the food table came Granny and Olly Owl. Orla ran over and gave them a big hug.  

Annie Collins
Co Cork

“This is the best birthday ever!” she hooted.
  The bright light at Hoot Head that night shone for all to 
see. Everyone had so much fun at the party and the food was 
delicious! The disco ball worked so well that it still shines to this 
day, safely guiding all into Nadúr harbour.
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THE GHOST OF VALENCIA ISLAND

Alex, Saoirse and Roisin were all spending Halloween holidays at Alex’s Grandpa’s lighthouse 
in Valencia Island. They were all best friends from West Cork. They met a boy called Jack 
from Valencia on the beach. They all went surfing and played on the pale, sandy beach. 
  They were all surfing in the water when suddenly a group of basking sharks surrounded 
the kids.
  They were all scared to bits. Oddly, the sharks went away as fast as they came. They 
had assumed it was a school of fish they were chasing after.
  They all went back to the lighthouse and made hot chocolates, delicious s’mores and 
told spooky stories. Jack told the first story about a ghost named John McDermot, who 
haunted the lighthouse they were sleeping in. They thought it was all made up. 
  Jack went home and Alex, Saoirse and Roisin decided to go to bed as they had had 
a long day. Later that night, they heard Grandpa’s dog Max barking like mad at something. 
They woke Grandpa to turn on the lighthouse light so they could check outside at what Max 
was barking at. Lurking in the shadows, they saw a very familiar-looking face. It was Jack 
trying to scare them. They all decided to go back to bed, laughing at how ghosts aren’t real.
  But what they didn’t know was that there was a ghost called John McDermot who was 
the lighthouse keeper in 1760 and also looked after everyone at sea on the island. Little 
did they know that it was this ghost who had led the sharks away from the children that day.

THE SAILING SEAL

So there once lived a seal called Sammy. 
He was a young seal that was really ok-ish, 
smartish and quite not that much. He had 
three kind friends called Bella Bear, Riley 
Rabbit and Robby Robin.
  Sammy lived near a lighthouse. A big 
bright lighthouse near the sea. One day he 
went to sail across the sea, the big blue sea. 
He and his friends packed up.
  “Hey guys, I’m going across the sea, 
wanna come?” asked Sammy.
  They instantly said “Yes!” and got their 
stuff, while Sammy got the boat ready. 
  They were ready at 9.30pm, when they 
saw a robin. It was Robby and his asked if 
he could come as well. Then the bully, bad 
Bongo the Bulldog, came over. 
  “How about we race?” Bongo said. “It 
will be loads of fun.” 
  His friend Mully Mole came over and 
said, “Count me in!” 
  “Sure,” said Sammy, then they got into 
boats.
  Sammy, Riley, Robby, Bella, Bongo 
and Mully all got in the boats.
  Robby said four versus two was not 
fair. “It’s not fair, so I’m going with Bongo 
and Mully,” he said. Now the team of three 
sailed across the sea. 
  “Uh oh,” said Bella. 
  “What’s wrong, Bella?” asked Sammy.
  “There’s a shark… and it does not look 
happy,” she said.
  “Don’t be silly! We haven’t even gone 
th—” Sammy didn’t finish. 
  “Who dares enter my land, my glorious 
land?” the shark asked. 
  “We are sailing across the big blue sea 
near the lighthouse for a race,” said Sammy, 
eyes staring at the talking shark.
  “Oh well, you’re soon going to be my 
lunch,” said the shark. 
  “But it’s night-time,” said Sammy. 

Brynn Stacey
Co Down

  “Fine – my supper,” said the shark, not 
that politely. 
  Sammy and the Shark looked straight 
into each others’ eyes. Then the other 
group of three caught up with them.
  “Ha ha!!!” said Bongo. 
  “Oh no! It’s the others,” said Riley, 
worried that they might lose. 
  “We’ve got to go, shark,” said Sammy. 
  “No you’re staying, I had no sup—“ the 
shark never finished and they were already 
gone! 
  “That was a close one!” Bella said, 
panting hard. 
  “I know!” Riley said.
  “Where are the others?” asked Bella. 
  “Uhm… with the shark,” said Sammy.
  “Oh no! That’s bad!” said Riley, really 
worried.
  “Why? There’s Bongo the bully on that 
team,” said Bella. 
  “What about Robby and Mully?” asked 
Riley. 
  “Oh my God, I forgot,” said Bella. 
  “Stop fighting, yous two!” Sammy said. 
  Then it was all silent. Until… the others 
caught up! Then they saw a… you guessed 
it! A lighthouse!
  Then they laughed and all went home, 
all friends now.

Jessica Hammond
Co Wicklow
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STEVE AND HIS LIGHTHOUSE 

Once upon a time, there was a lighthouse. A lovely red and white one. 
And on the surrounding rocks, there was life. There were crabs, seals, 

starfish, clams and more.

Charlie Seabrooke
Co Dublin

Steve loved 
the lighthouse.

Steve has been in the 
lighthouse his whole life. He 

has never seen the city.

One day he was on the  
rocks and he slipped and landed 

on a dolphin. The dolphin 
brought him to the city.

He liked the city and the people. But after  
some time, he realised the people on the boats 

need him, so he went back.

And inside there was a man 
called Steve. He was very kind. 

He looked like this:
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THE SHIPWRECK

Once upon a time there was a boy called Conor. He had three friends 
– Elliot, James and Jack. They loved fishing. It was their favourite thing 
to do. So one summer day Conor organised a fishing trip to Ballycotton. 
Everyone was really excited because the boys got a new fishing boat. 
They all met at the beach and Elliot’s dad brought the fishing boat to the 
beach.
  They all hopped on and went out to sea. They caught loads of 
fish. On their way back something terrible happened. A big storm rolled 
over Ballycotton. There was thunder and lightning. Conor and his friends 
couldn’t see properly because of the fog. Conor and his friends didn’t 
see the rock in front of them and they hit it. The boat sunk but Conor and 
his friends managed to jump off. Luckily they were able to swim.
  They swam and swam towards a light in the distance. As they got 
closer they could see the light was coming from a lighthouse on an 
island.
  Conor and his friends entered the lighthouse and they met a friendly 
old man who told them stories about the lighthouse. He told them that 
the lighthouse was around 100 years old. He also warned them that at 
night evil pirates come to the lighthouse to steal money and gold. 
  Later that night Conor heard a noise coming from the safe in the 
lighthouse. Conor woke his friends to go downstairs and see what the 
noise was. When they got downstairs, they saw pirates. Conor and his 
friends tried to run but the pirates kidnapped them. They marched Conor 
and his friends into one tiny cell on their pirate ship and sailed away.
  Conor and his friends were fed very little by the pirates. They got 
so skinny they were able to slip through the bars of the cell, but they 
decided to wait until the pirates were asleep. Four hours later, the pirates 
fell asleep so Conor and his friends slipped through the bars of the cell. 
They found some dynamite, set if off and jumped from the pirate ship 
just before the pirate ship and pirates blew up behind them.
  Conor and his friends swam back to the lighthouse where the 
friendly old man was looking for them. They told the man all about the 
pirates and dynamite. The man decided to give Conor and his friends his 
boat to go home. They all said thank you and goodbye and then they left. 
On their way back home, Conor they caught lots of fish. Half an hour 
later they arrived home. They all had a nap and then they all went to 
Conor’s house and had a fish feast. They lived happily ever after.

Conor Casey
Co Cork

THE LIGHTHOUSE WRECK

One day on a dangerous cliff, a man was in his lighthouse getting ready for the storm 
ahead. That night the storm came. The hurricane was terrible, the lighthouse keeper had 
never seen anything like it. He had to evacuate. He packed his stuff quickly and ran out as 
quick as he could. After he left, the lighthouse collapsed. It fell down, down, down and hit 
the water. While it sank it almost killed a baby frogfish and baby octopus. 
  Weeks passed. After seven weeks, the octopus and frogfish came back to the wreck 
but it looked different, coral was growing on it. 
  “Hide!” cried the octopus, so they both hid. 
  A piranha swam by. 
  “Food,” it growled, and swam away. 
  The next day was a school day. School was twelve meters away from the wreck. At 
play time, Ollie the octopus was playing with the smart kids. Freddie the frogfish was being 
bullied as usual. 
  Meanwhile in China’s Pacific Ocean, in the strongest prison of all, Razor the Warlord 
was trying to escape from the biggest cell! Razor was a great white shark. He was half the 
size of a megalodon (which was the biggest shark ever recorded). Razor broke out! He also 
broke out his army including his smartest shark – Darkfin. His army secured a room in the 
prison building. 
  “Darkfin, where is the best place to start a war?” said Razor. 
  “There is one place, but it is owned by a baby frogfish and baby octopus” said Darkfin, 
as he went to the computer in the room and hacked into the school’s secret files. 
  “The octopus’ name is Ollie, he is five years old, he is orange and as big as two cent 
coin. The frogfish’s name is Freddie, he is three years old, light black and as big as a one 
cent coin.” 
  “Babies, ha! I have taken down a blue whale, how hard can babies be?” said Razor as 
he made a plan. 
  At school one of the bullies cursed Freddie, saying, “Let Razor crush you.” 
  Freddie was confused and went to his teacher’s classroom. 
  “Mr. Whiskers, who is Razor?” 
  Mr. Whiskers was very wise, he was a one hundred and seventy year old seacow. 
  “Oh Razor, he was a warlord. Twelve years ago he was arrested and went to prison.”
  When school was over, Ollie and Freddie went back to the lighthouse wreck and saw 
Razor! Their friend Sam the seasnake charged at him and he fell back five meters. 
  “Goodbye,” said the babies together. 
  Sam swam away. Razor roared at Freddie. 
  “Seriously, what did you have for breakfast?” asked Freddie. 
  Razor could see he was not scared. 
  “I used to be bullied so I had to learn how to fight, and then I let my emotions take 
over,” explained Razor. 
  Ollie and Freddie invited Razor to join them in the wreck so he could tell them all his 
stories and they could help him be good. 

Robert O’Brien
Co Dublin
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SYDNEY’S LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time there lived a girl named 
Sydney. She lived in a lighthouse. She 
loved going to the beach and swimming in 
the sea. One day she was swimming in the 
sea and something blue appeared on her 
hand. She went back into the lighthouse to 
look at what it was.
  At some point when she was looking 
around the lighthouse, Sydney found a book 
of legends and it said that every thousand 
years someone will become half-mermaid 
and have a blue mark on their hand. And 
then Sydney realised she was that person! 
Sydney had always been close to the sea 
but she didn’t think she was this close!
  So the next day Sydney went into the 
sea and something magical happened. She 
turned into a mermaid! So from that day on 
she explored the sea and left the lighthouse. 
  One day there was a rumour going 
around that a mermaid was stuck where 
Sydney used to live. The mermaid was 
caught in a fishing net. Sydney was the 
only one who could save the mermaid. She 
searched the water but the water was too 
dark to see anything. Suddenly the light 
from the lighthouse began to shine on the 
water and Sydney could see the mermaid 
trapped in the net. Sydney used her shell 
necklace to cut the mermaid free from 
the net. The light guided Sydney and the 
mermaid back to the underwater castle. 

Chloe Fahey
Co Dublin 

MY FEATHERED FRIEND

A girl called Kate went to her grandad’s 
lighthouse every Saturday. One Friday Kate 
packed her bag so she would be ready to go 
to her grandad’s lighthouse. In the morning 
she got up and got ready to go. She grabbed 
her bag and waited for her grandad at the 
door and when he finally came Kate jumped 
up and gave him a big hug. 
  When they got to the lighthouse, Kate 
hopped out of the car and went to the 
beach beside the lighthouse. Then she saw 
a penguin. She couldn’t believe her eyes, 
so she went down and took the penguin into 
the lighthouse and fed him fish. Kate ask 
her grandad if he could take care of him 
until the next Saturday.
  Kate’s grandad said, “Okay, Kate. Just 
until next Saturday, but no longer.”
  Kate said, “Okay, Grandad.” 
  So she played with the penguin all 
day then decided to call the penguin Pip. 
Before Kate left she told her grandad she 
had named the penguin Pip, and he said 
“Okay Kate, but don’t get too attached.” So 
Kate agreed. 
  The next Saturday Kate went into the 
lighthouse and played with her feathered 
friend. Then Kate’s grandad said, “Kate it’s 

THE LIGHTHOUSE

Hi, my name is Andy, the mouse
I live inside this old lighthouse

I’m the boss of this place
I run around all day, it’s ace!

Old man Bill comes every day
I wish he would just stay away

He brings that pesky cat
Oh, I wish I had a baseball bat!

I hear the waves crash and bash
Sometimes the noise makes me dash

On foggy days there’s an awful loud noise
I distract myself and play with some toys!

At night the light shines bright
It’s for the safety of the boats

Bill likes to gloat!

I’m a very happy mouse
Living in this old lighthouse!

Lily Jones
Co Dublin

time to put Pip back in the wild. He was hurt 
but now he has healed completely.” 
  So Kate’s grandad told her to put him 
back into the sea.
  Kate put him in the sea but he just 
came back and back, so Kate hopped in 
a boat and put Pip in the boat too. Then 
Kate pushed the boat into the sea with the 
paddles, but a storm was coming. 
  Kate tried so hard to put Pip into the 
wild, that when the storm came and she 
was far out at sea. So Pip jumped out of 
the boat and swam as fast as he could, and 
when he came back he had his whole flock 
with him. All of the penguins pushed and 
swam to get Kate back to shore and then 
finally they got her back to shore.Then her 
grandad found Kate and gave her a big hug, 
and Kate’s grandad said, “Kate, where were 
you? I was looking for you every where.” 
  When he saw the flock of penguins 
he couldn’t believe his eyes. He said to the 
flock, “Thank you for saving my girl.” 
  He knew that because his grand-
daughter had told him and he knew the truth 
in her eyes. He rewarded all the penguins 
with fish. Just before Pip and his flock left, 
Kate and Pip both waved goodbye, and 
then the flock swam away.

Beau Brady
Co Dublin
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THE SUNKEN SHIP

One stormy night 100 years ago there was 
a ship called Chip Ship and it bashed into a 
rock and started to sink. Oh no!
  Now 80 years had passed since Chip 
Ship sunk. Our story takes place in Howth, 
where their lived a little girl called Lottie. 
Lottie lived right beside a lighthouse and 
she loved learning about history. She loved 
reading books about the area she grew up 
in the history of the lighthouse and the seas.
  One day when Lottie was looking in 
one of her history books called Ships in The 
Past and Lottie turned the page and was 
shocked. The chapter was called “Ships in 
Howth.” Lottie was so excited and started 
reading straight away. It said “Eighty years 
ago, there was a ship and it sunk near 
Howth Lighthouse.”
  Lottie knew it meant the lighthouse 
the she lived beside because there was 
only one lighthouse by Howth Cliff. She 
decided to go and look for the shipwreck. 
It said in the story that the ship crashed into 
the rocks so that was the first place she 
went to look. After about two hours and 
scrambling around looking at the rocks, 
she saw something float in the water. She 
was wearing her lifejacket so she could 
move closer to the water. When Lottie got 
a bit closer and she saw it was a flag and 
as she got nearer, she saw that the flag 
was Blackbeard’s. Blackbeard was a fierce 
pirate and was feared by many people. 
  Then she saw a bag on top on a floating 
chest. She had to climb into the water and 
pull the chest onto the rocks. When she 
opened up the chest, she saw lots of things 
like bags that had sugar written on them. 
Because pirates loved sugar and she read 
about that in one of her history books. 
Treasure sheets with gold in them, maps, 
jewellery with the owner’s hand, ear and 
finger on them. Again, Lottie knew that 
pirates chopped off their owners’ hand, ear 
or wherever they had jewellery if they would 
not give it to the pirates. 

THE BROKEN LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time there lived a little 
lighthouse. But the problem was that her 
light did not work and she felt very lonely 
and sad about this. 
  Our story takes place in a harbour in 
Howth. At the end of the harbour stood Lily 
Lighthouse. 
  But first we have to go back in time to 
when Lily was built. Lily was built in 1817. 
  Lily stood watching all the children with 
their parents and lots of other families and 
dogs every day. Her light was broken and 
she could not guide ships during the night. 
All the people she saw during the day did 
not know about Lily’s light being broken and 
it made her sad sometimes that they did not 
know this. 
  One day a man called Bob walked past 
Lily Lighthouse and he could sense what 
was wrong with this lighthouse. 
He said, “Oh, this lighthouse has no light.”
So he went back to get his tools to fix Lily 
Lighthouse. Lily Lighthouse saw Bob return 
with his box of tools and she felt very happy 
that he might be able to fix her broken light.
  Bob worked well into the night, and 
as he was screwing in a few more nails to 
help, he saw a really big ship sailing in the 
distance and thought, the ship doesn’t know 

where it is going, so this lighthouse will sail 
him into safety. 
  Bob worked harder and longer. As dawn 
began to break and turn into the daylight, he 
finally pressed the switch to make the light 
shine on Lily Lighthouse. 
  Lily and her light shone more brightly 
than any other lighthouse. You could see for 
miles away. Lily felt so excited and happy to 
finally have her light. She kept her light on all 
day and all night so she could always shine 
so brightly. 
Then one stormy night, Lily stood there still 
shining so brightly, but in the distance a 
ship came sailing and could not see its way 
to shore. The boat looked lost. The waves 
were crashing up on the deck. The boat was 
about to crash into the rocks. 
  “OH NO!” said Lily to herself. 
  Lily flashed her light on and off and 
shone it brighter and tried so hard to shine 
so brightly that the ship could see her. The 
ship saw her and smiled and made its way 
home safely. 
  Lily could not have saved the ship if 
Bob had not fixed her broken light. 

Beth Coleman
Co Dublin

Lottie headed home and she brought some 
of the things home to examine them and the 
ship’s flag. She took them off to a history 
expert and they took them all to a museum. 
Thanks to Lottie, the museum sent people 
out to the spot where Lottie found the 
treasure and they discovered Chip Ship at 
the bottom of the sea. 

THE SCARIEST LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time there was an old, old 
lighthouse.
   Outside there was lots of flies. This 
made the lighthouse look very scary. 
  Inside was a ghost child who never put 
on the light so the sailors would crash and 
they would not survive.
  This is why this is the spookiest 
lighthouse in Ireland.

Seán MacMahon
Co Dublin

Molly Coleman
Co Dublin
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THE MYSTERIOUS LIGHTHOUSE

Once on a beach in Galway there lived two 
girls, Elexa and Miranda and a boy called 
Jim. 
  One day Elexa and Miranda saw 
something in the distance. It was a 
lighthouse, an old lighthouse. Elexa and 
Miranda ran up to it. 
  “Should we go in?” asked Miranda. 
  “Mmmmm, we`ll just have a look around 
and then leave, OK, Miranda?” said Elexa.
  “Fine.”
  Then all of a sudden Jim broke into the 
lighthouse. He saw a room and locked the 
two girls into it. Jim also put a bomb in the 
room with them. It was timed to go off in 
two days. 
  “OH NO!!!” cried Elexa. “What are we 
going to do?” 
  Little did they know it was timed to go 
off in two days, when the whole lighthouse 
would go kaboom!! 
  Ten hours later and Miranda had 
figured it out. They had time to escape. 
The girls could hear Jim going up the stairs 
in the lighthouse and some glass breaking. 
He had broken the light that guides the 
ships. The girls heard a ship beeping its 
horn, “beeeeep, beeeep!!!”. 
  The next day, dun dunnnnnnnnn!!! 
They only had two minutes to escape. 
  One minute later Elexa was feeling 
desperate while Miranda was trying to 
escape. Then Elexa leaned back on a lamp 
and a passage opened. 
  “Elexa, you`re a genius!”
  “Thank you, Miranda. Let’s go home, 
yeah?” 
  As they were crawling through, lights 
lit up the way. When they got out everyone 
was there. 
  The girls became famous. The police 
arrested Jim and he was put behind bars. 
The girls named the lighthouse “The 
Mysterious Lighthouse”. 
  Then the girls got a call about someone 
locked in a room…

CILLIAN’S LIGHTHOUSE 

Cillian Gallagher
Co Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE ADVENTURE

Once upon a time at Fastnet Lighthouse 
there lived a friendly keeper. One afternoon 
the keeper heard an unusual sound on the 
rocks below. He went out to the rock to 
check what the sound was. 
  When he got down to the rock, he saw 
the sound was coming from a seal. The seal 
was laying an egg. At that very moment the 
egg opened and inside was only a small 
seed. The keeper was shocked and threw 
the seed into the sea.
  Little did he know that the seed was 
magical, and that night something amazing 
happened to the lighthouse.
  The next day when the keeper woke 
up, the lighthouse had grown magical legs! 
He could travel the seas of Ireland!! 
  It was an unbelievable journey. He met 
new friends and explored many lighthouses. 
His favourite ones were The Old Head of 
Kinsale Lighthouse in Cork and The Skellig 
Michael Lighthouse in Kerry. 
  It was an amazing adventure!

Adam Fitzroy
Co Cork

Katie A. Halton
Co Dublin
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Lindi and Pablo looked everywhere but couldn’t find a lightbulb. When all 
hope was lost, Lindi spotted something under the bed. It was a lightbulb! 
They took it out from under the bed, which wasn’t easy, because it was 
very heavy.
  When they got it up to where the light was, they tried to put it 
in, which was hard because they were very small. Pablo said to Lindi, 
“Stand on my back.” 
  So she did and put the bulb in. “We did it!” shouted Lindi.

  When the cruise ship saw the light, it turned around so it didn’t hit 
the rocks. When Joe got home, he was very confused. 
  “Who changed the bulb?” he said.
  Pablo and Lindi just looked at each other and winked. They all lived 
happily ever after in the lighthouse.

A LIGHTHOUSE STORY

Once upon a time there were two puppies called Pablo and Lindi. They 
lived in an old lighthouse with their owner Joe.

 
 One foggy night, Joe was at sea and couldn’t find his way home. The 
light in the lighthouse wasn’t working and there was a cruise ship coming 
near the lighthouse. If Pable and Lindi didn’t act fast, the cruise ship 
would hit into the lighthouse! And sink!

Lauren O’Connor
Co Meath
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LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time there was an old man 
who lived in a lighthouse and he was very 
lonely. 
  One day, the electricity went out, then 
the window blew open and then his candle 
blew out. The old man could not see a thing 
and ended up tripping over. He got his 
torch and ran upstairs. He noticed that the 
lightbulb was not working then he got his 
toolbox. 
  He looked to his left then saw a big 
boat coming. He lifted the lightbulb then 
he tripped over his toolbox. The light bulb 
smashed into pieces. 
  The old man looked out the window, 
ran down the stairs and opened the door. 
He saw a big bit of light coming his way – it 
was people from the town with torches. 
  They went up the stairs to the top of 
the lighthouse then the boat saw the light 
and turned away from the rocks. The people 
from the town saved the day. 

Luke Bellingham
Co Antrim

AGE NINE

BOAT CRASH

Once upon a time there was a lighthouse. One night a boat crashed into the lighthouse. 
Everyone went out of the lighthouse. But there was someone left in the lighthouse. 
  He shouted out, “Help me please!”
  I heard him calling out and I went into save him. I saw the shape of a man, but there 
was no one was there… It was a…mystery!!!

Oisin Larry Kehoe
Co Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE ANIMAL 
HEROES

A bunch of animals lived in a lighthouse: the 
lion, the tiger, the brave sea lion, the smart 
fox, the eagle, the leopard, and the laser 
dragon. 
  One day, a water monster came out 
of the sea to attack the lighthouse. The 
animals were worried but brave and strong. 
The dragon used his horns to make an 
electric shield. 
  The lighthouse was saved by the animal 
heroes and the water monster was dead.

Marco Suarez Gambino
Co Dublin

THE VANISHING LIGHTHOUSE

One day, a ship full of smugglers was 
sailing towards Evendine. The keepers of 
the Mondana lighthouse were watching and 
listening. They had heard stories of these 
cruel people. They were discussing what to 
do. 
Evendine was magical, so the keepers had 
powers. The keepers decided on a plan. 
They were going to make the lighthouse 
disappear! 
  The keepers held hands and whispered, 
“As night draws in, we unite our powers, for 
doing good not bad, these powers are ours!” 
  They cleared their minds of everything 
except the plan and the lighthouse 
disappeared! If you were listening very, very 
carefully you might have heard the shouts 
and cries of the boats and crew as they 
crashed into the rocks.
  The next morning, the wrecked boat 
and crew, along with the smuggled gold 
were found on the rocks by a rescue vessel 
whose crew had heard the distressed calls 
of the smugglers. 
  Neither the lighthouse nor the keepers 
were ever seen again! 

Roisin Coakley
Co Dublin

Sofia Kinane 
Co Kildare

LAUREN THE LIGHTHOUSE

Lauren the lighthouse that’s who I am nestled on an
Island far out in the sea
Guiding and protecting on dark stormy nights
Helping you find your way
Through the night and into daybreak;

Hail, rain, or snow it doesn’t matter to me
Out on the sea and
Under my watchful eye my light will
Shine brightly for all to see
Ensuring everyone is protected and guided to safety.

Avae Lauren O’Reilly
Co Cavan



Neil Doyle
Co Dublin

LIGHTHOUSE

Lighting the way
In the stormy weather.

Great big light
House.

Travelling ships bob by.
Hundreds 

Of people just like
Us

See the light with their
Eyes.

Emily Byrne
Co Meath

THE LAND OF WATER

Chapter One: An Ocean Beyond
Lighthouses are life savers. At least that’s what John’s father used to 
say. He was a sailor who had travelled the whole way around the world 
three times. But he still thought that Christopher Columbus had done 
better.
  “I’ll never be the first one to travel around the whole world,” he said 
sadly one night. 
  “But Dad,” John said, “Christopher Columbus didn’t travel the whole 
way around the world.” 
  “I’ve had an idea,” he said suddenly. “I’m going to go to every 
continent on Earth in a boat!”
  “But Dad,” said John. “that could take years!”
  The night our story begins, John’s father had just finished packing 
and was ready to go. 
  “Keep the lighthouse safe for me, John,” he said. They owned a 
lighthouse in Canada. John’s father was very fond of it. 
  “What will you do if you’re in trouble, Dad?” asked John. 
  “I’ll send a distress signal and you’ll have to tell someone,” he 
responded.
  That night, as John’s father was sailing away from the lighthouse, 
John thought he heard a noise blowing across the beach. It seemed to 
be coming from the lighthouse.
  That’s stupid, he thought. Lighthouses can’t make noise and there’s 
no one in there. But he still felt that there was a noise coming from the 
lighthouse.

Chapter Two: The Lighthouse
One year later John heard the distress radio. 
  “Help! John, I can’t see the harbour!” came a voice from the radio. 
But John was almost one mile away from the lighthouse and he thought 
he might not get there in time.
  Despite everything, John started to go to the lighthouse. When he 
got there, he tried to open the lighthouse door so that he could get in. 
But the door was stuck! He was terrified that his dad’s boat would crash 
into the harbour.
  Just then he heard the same noise that he had heard a year ago 
when his dad was leaving the harbour. It was a strange noise halfway 
between a scream and a gust of wind.
Suddenly the door opened! John rushed in and lit the light and then he 
saw his dad’s boat coming into the harbour. His dad was safe, and his 
boat wouldn’t crash! 
  By the time they were having dinner John had forgotten all about 
the strange sounds coming from the lighthouse. It was many years later 
when John finally found out what they meant.
But that’s a story for another time.

THE MAIDENS

The Maidens stand proud out on the sea
In a place called Larne, for all to see.

The lighthouse is as tall as the Eiffel Tower, and 
as chunky as a chip.

We see Larne Lifeboats passing by, helping the 
sailors in distress.

With their orange and blue boat, ready to assist
People in the mist.

At night the light shines bright, 
To help the sailors with their sight.

In the calm there is little need
But we are watching, ready to lead.

The storm will rage, and the wind will blow
But the flares are ready, and they will show

A light to guide the sailor home.

Scarlett Lowry
Co Antrim
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THE LIGHT WITHIN US

I stared down at the bold lettering of my book. I was getting to an exciting part. I was so 
busy reading that I didn’t notice the wobbling underneath me. But you couldn’t blame me. 
I couldn’t wait to see what happened next. 
  As my eyes trained on the words of the story, the boat beneath me suddenly lurched 
dangerously to the side. I reached out a hand automatically to grab hold of the metal barrier 
behind me, but it was too late. As my hands grappled around in mid-air, I slid off the bench 
onto the floor of the ship. 
  The people who a moment ago had been walking along without a care in the world 
were now clutching the barrier tightly. I raced across floor towards the metal barrier and 
propelled myself at it. I slammed into the bar and clutched at it tightly. 
  A nervous voice crackled out of the loudspeaker. “For some reason, the lighthouse 
seems to be dark, folks. Just hold on tight. But don’t worry, I’m sure it will soon be back to 
normal.” My heart beat fast. Uh- oh…

* * * * *

  The light had gone out. 
  “Dad!” called Millie Lawson uncertainly. “The light’s gone out!” 
  She heard a frantic scrambling downstairs as her dad heard what she had said. Millie 
knew what he was doing. He was ruffling through the control papers for tips. She tapped 
her foot impatiently against the creaky wooden floor as she waited for him. 
  After what felt like ages, she heard a loud noise. The pounding rang in Millie’s ears as 
her dad appeared up the steps. His face was pale. 
  “I can’t fix it!” he burst. 
  “What! But there’s a ship out there!” Millie couldn’t believe it. 
  “I know!” Her dad looked ashamed. 
  Millie paced up and down the room, trying to come up with a plan. Her mind was 
whirring. Out of the window she could see the ship stumbling over the dark waves. 
  Ahhh… Suddenly her mind flicked on a light. “I’ll be back!” she cried. 
  “Where are you going?” her dad yelled after her, but Millie was already racing down 
the lighthouse steps. 
  She jumped them quickly, and finally came to the landing, where she thrust open the 
door. The strong smell of the sea hit her as she stepped outside, the sand tickling her toes. 
Then she was gone off across the island. 
  She knew what she was doing. She had to get the animals. They all deeply trusted 
her, and now Millie needed their help. After fifteen minutes she had lined them all up in 
front of the sea. 
  “Now!” she whispered. The badgers began to howl. The squirrels then started 
squeaking. All the animals sang in harmony to the moon. 
  As they did, bright golden light poured out of their hearts, forming a circle of light 
that swung round brightly. It sparkled as it swung from side to side, guiding the ship. Millie 
smiled. 
  They had done it.

Aoife Shanaghy
Co Cork
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THE SCARY LIGHTHOUSE

There was a lighthouse in the middle of the sea. It was dusty and messy and it even had 
mice. Everyone was terrified to go to the lighthouse, but really the person who lived in the 
lighthouse was a really kind man. He was old and he didn’t know how to clean. 
  One day two boys went up to the lighthouse to have a nosey as they were curious. 
They found out that the old man was very nice, so the young boys decided to help the old 
man clean the lighthouse. The lighthouse started to shine bright again and from that day on 
everyone came to the see the lighthouse. 
  Don’t judge a book by its cover.

Sienna Callan
Co Louth

RED BAY LIGHTHOUSE

In 1802 the pirate ship Redwing got wrecked off the coast of Dark Island. It was full of all 
types of treasure and it sank to the bottom of the sea on a dark and stormy night. In the 
next year, five more ships sunk there in storms because they did not see all the rocks that 
were in Red Bay, so the people of Dark Island decided to build a lighthouse at the entrance 
to Red Bay because of the dangers in the area for the ships. 
  When the lighthouse was being built, a huge storm struck and swept the lighthouse 
into the ocean. Some people in the bay believed it was the ghosts of the Redwing’s pirates 
that wanted it knocked down so that their treasure would never be found. 
  Some of the lighthouse had to be recovered from the sea because they needed the 
parts to keep building and during the recovery attempt the divers found the wrecks of all 
the ships and the pirate ship Redwing. When they went inside, they found a map showing 
where the treasure had been hidden. It said to swim to a rock, take a right, another right at 
the next rock and then a left. So the divers followed the instructions and found lots of gold 
coins. When they got all the coins out of the sea, they used them to buy stuff to build the 
lighthouse.
  In 1805 the lighthouse was finished and fully functional, with a shelter built for its 
workers. One year later, a bad storm came and the workers had to run to the shelter and 
close the door to keep safe from the storm, which lasted for three weeks. When the storm 
ended the men came back out and cleaned up the mess and things returned to normal. 
  Over time the location of the sunken pirate ship was forgotten, but people say that the 
light that shines so bright is like the gold on the ship shining bright and the lighthouse still 
keeps sailors safe to this day.

Jay Kavanagh
Co Carlow
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The mutant cyborg shape-shifting chicken 
was on a mission.
  He was trying to scrounge enough 
change for a hot chocolate. He wanted 
marshmallows.
  Boomer Spinball M didn’t know he 
could shape-shift, otherwise he would’ve 
turned into a mouse to get a better view.
  It was a dark and stormy night, so it was 
quite hard to find any change. Then Boomer 
Spinball M found a farm that had a coin in 
it, but he didn’t know it was a chicken farm.
  It was a trap: the chicken farmers 
wanted to have a good meal.
  When the farmers found Boomer 
Spinball M, they found out that he had a virus 
that made him way taller than the average 
human. The farmers got two tractors and 
lured Boomer Spinball M into a cage that 
was meant to be for apples.
  The mutant apple army tried to save 
him…
  They had some saws (of course very 

small ones).
  There were hundreds upon hundreds 
of apples so it only took about 20 minutes to 
saw a big enough hole for Boomer Spinball 
M (the mutant cyborg shape-shifting 
chicken) to get through the cage.
  Then, with their spears, bows and 
swords they had crafted while being 
imprisoned for over three years, they 
marched to the gate of the evil farmers’ 
farm, crawled under it (Boomer Spinball M 
just stepped over it) and called their base 
at the lighthouse where the apples were to 
unite to stop the evil farmers once and for 
all. Once at the base they were equipped 
with proper weapons like AK47s, AG786s, 
tanks and spit-apples to prepare for war. 
Little did they know, the pears, who were 
working with the farmers, knew where the 
lighthouse was! 
  The next morning, the Apple Army and 
Boomer Spinball M woke up to get planning. 
  “So, Field Marshal Cox, what are 

your plans?” asked Lieutenant 
Wrigley. 
  “Our special guest Boo-
mer Spinball M!” disclosed 
Field Marshal Cox.
  “Yes, of course Cox, but 
what’s the plan???” repeated 
Wrigley.

Five hours of arguing and 
shouting later:
  “Okay, so we have 
come to an agreement,” said 
Field Marshal Cox. “The 57th 
Infantry Corps will lure the 
enemy into our artillery fire, 
then the 706th Air Corps (aka 
The Black Falcons) will escort 

twelve super heavy bombers 
which will then drop bombs 
on the pears’ defences. Then 
Boomer Spinball M will knock 
out the farmers and we will 
storm the pears’ defences with 
our tanks and other infantry 
and if all goes well, we will win!”

Seven days later —
Lighthouse base. 
Location: Classified
There was a loud humming on the radio.
  “What’s that noise?” complained 
Boomer Spinball M.
  “Well, it seems to be a radio blocker 
from the pears,” explained Corporal Bryant.
  “How do we get rid of it?”
  “Well… we can’t really,” said Corporal 
Bryant. 
  “Really?!?!?!?” complained Boomer 
Spinball M once again. But Bryant was 
already at the coffee machine on the other 
side of the hallway. 
  “Hey, Boomer, it’s time to go!” said 
Cox.
  “Let’s go!”

Six minutes of travel later:
  “Okay, 57! Let’s go guys!” shouted 
Brigadier Loxcker.
  BOOOOOOOM! 
  “What was that?” asked Boomer. 
  “The cannons of the enemy!” replied 
Brigadier Loxcker. 
  “OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOH 
M Y Y Y Y Y Y Y Y Y Y Y Y Y 
GGGGGGGGGODDDD! RETREAT!!”
  Seven seconds later there was an 
extremely large explosion.
  BOOOOOOOMMMMMMMMMMMM

MMMMMMMMMMM !!!!! 

Back at base:
“Send in pick up! They just got bombed!” 
shouted Cox. 

Five minutes later, when the troops are 
back:
  “What’s that?” yelled Lieutenant Wrigley.
  “The pears – they’re back!” stuttered 
Brigadier Loxcker. “Troops – get in defence 
bunkers! Fire at will! Get some planes in the air 
and bomb them!” 
  “Poor Will!” said Private Smith. 
  But Boomer Spinball M just stomped on 
all the pears because their tiny bullets felt like 
nothing to the Mutant Cyborg Shape-Shifting 
Chicken. 
  Boomer Spinball M and all the brave apples 
stopped the pears and the evil farmers once and 
for all. 

Robert Hooke
Co Dublin

CATCH THAT CHICKEN – THE FIGHT!
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LIGHTHOUSE

Dark, cold, rough, windy, night
Surrounded by rocks
Water crashing against them
Light is shining brightly on the sea
Beware boats, don’t get too close
Come on lighthouse, do your job
Thunder and Lightening
Bang, boom, crash
The boat steers away just before it 
hits rocks
Yes! Hooray, great job lighthouse!

Zara McCarthy
Co Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE 

The lighthouse is so big and tall
I wonder how it doesn’t fall?
All the things it must have seen,
Whales, dolphins maybe even submarines.
It shines so bright so boats can see
A way home to their family.
Someday I might visit one
After coronavirus is done.

Cillian Humphrey
Co Offaly

THE LIGHT IN THE DARKNESS

It was a Friday and three fishermen had headed out early that morning, 
hoping to catch their load quickly and get home early to spend the 
weekend with their families. They were aboard the fishing boat The 
Rainbow. She was a small boat and had seen many years of service, 
however she was well looked after and loved by the crew.
  During the day the clouds began to darken in the distance and 
before they knew it, a violent storm raced up to them, turning day to 
night. It whipped the sea up, sending huge waves crashing all around the 
small fishing boat, tossing it around like a rubber duck in a bath.
The big waves kept crashing into the boat from all directions. One huge 
wave rolled over the boat, damaging the navigation and communication 
equipment on board. The crew suddenly had no way of knowing which 
way was home. They were being thrown around in the violent storm.
  The crew were all big men and experienced fishermen; however 
none of them had experienced a storm quite like this. They were all 
standing in the bridge looking out to the violent storm. There was no real 
talking going on, just small talk to try and kept the spirits up as the crew 
tried to work out which way was home.
  After another set of big waves hit the boat, the men began to think 
that the little boat could not stand much more punishment. For the first 
time they thought that they might not see home. Suddenly, out of the 
darkness they saw a flash of light. Not lightning, it was different: it was 
a strong steady flash in the distance.
  The crew suddenly realised that it was Spear Lighthouse. It was 
a usually a warning light for ships to stay away from dangerous rocks 
around the area. However, this time it was a strong ray of hope to the 
crew: seeing the light, they had a way of being guided home. 
  The crew pointed The Rainbow towards the light, knowing that just 
around the corner from Spear Lighthouse was the safety of the harbour. 
They were saved. It would not be long until they would be sat in their 
favourite chairs, sharing the story of their adventure with their open-
mouthed children in front of a warm roaring fire.
  Thank goodness for Spear Lighthouse.

Isabella Watters
Co Wicklow
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SHELBY THE DOLPHIN

Let me introduce myself: I am Shelby the dolphin. This crazy thing happened to me yesterday. 
  I was swimming around the Irish Sea, hoping that humans would see me, when 
suddenly I saw a fisherman. I called my friends, but they didn’t answer, then I saw them 
dangling over the side in nets. I had to save them, so I swam as fast as a cheetah. Then I 
realised the ship got bigger as I got closer, so I swam, swam for my life the other way… all 
the way to the end of the River Liffey, where they finally caught me. 
  However, instead of killing me they took me to the Aviva Stadium to make me into 
dolphin and chips for the rugby match! They put me in a tank waiting for me to be picked 
out, but I managed to jump out and hopped into the closest room, which happened to be 
the sharks’ changing room. In fright I wet myself a little on one of their kits. I needed to find 
a better hiding spot, so I flopped into the stadium. 
  Thankfully, no one was there yet, so I slid down the bannister then called my friends to 
look for hiding spots. They didn’t come for ages, so I hid in a mascot costume. Eventually 
they came and Sammy the seal said we could hide in the lighthouse. Then everyone said, 
“That is, Devin Toner? 
  “No, the other lighthouse…” 
  “Oh.” 
  They all crept over and hid there, but no one wanted to play ‘the sharks,’ especially 
because the sharks were cross when they discovered wee on their kits! But we dolphins 
realised that we couldn’t hide in the lighthouse forever because its big, bright light might 
mean that we would soon be discovered. 
  We played the match to a roaring Irish crowd 
singing “The Fields of Athenry.” The dolphins 
won the match 32–24 and we won our 
freedom on top of that! The best 
part about it was we gained the 
sharks’ respect and friendship 
– we even high flippered 
each other at the end.
  The dolphins’ new 
fans come to watch us 
regularly do tricks in 
the River Liffey and 
we all lived happily 
ever after.

Ralph Hurley
Hampshire
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THE DRAGONS AND THE LIGHTHOUSE 
 
Section 1
Once upon a time, there was a hidden village called Vlubsburg. It had 
mountains and hills around it and at the front, there was a beach. The 
beach led out into the ocean. 
  Ever since a boat crashed onto the rocks and sank, there had been 
a lighthouse there. The village was rather small, but it had everything the 
people needed. There was a little school with a halfway-decent football 
pitch and the children of Vlubsburg went there from Monday to Friday. 
There was a sweet shop that the children loved visiting, and then there 
was the farm. 
  The village had quite a few small fields on which they kept dairy 
cows for the village’s milk. Then there were many hen coops for eggs, 
and fields for sheep, for wool. There was a marketplace too. The houses 
were built around all of this. The houses were mainly bungalows, with 
small gardens round the front and back. 
  This place was rather isolated, of course, so people rode on horses 
or rode bikes. Little did the townspeople know, however, that deep in the 
mountains, there was a cavern. This wasn’t an ordinary cavern. It was 
actually home to a family of dragons! 
  There was Mama Dragon, Papa Dragon and Jack Dragon. There 
was a stream in the cavern, where they drank from. And every night, 
Papa would go out to get food. But how did he get out? 
  Well, Papa had the world’s strongest snout, so he drilled through 
the mountain till he came out under water. Then he could catch all the 
prey he wanted. Then he went back up the hole. The same hole was 
used, over and over, for a long time. 
  Little Jack was forbidden to go out, though. The risk of being seen 
by a human was too great. They had strange things called “shotguns” 
that could shoot them down. Papa had a very close escape once. He still 
had a scar on his snout. 
  Anyway, back at the village, was a boy called Stephen. He was 
eleven years old, but he looked like he was eight. He was very small for 
his age. He was rather timid, because he didn’t want to be humiliated at 
school again! The first time it happened, he was five. He always had a 
massive interest in dragons and so, when he first started school, he told 
everybody about it. That wasn’t a very wise move. 
  No matter how hard he tried, Stephen couldn’t shake off the bullies. 
They never allowed him to play football with them. The only times he was 
actually happy were when he played with his pet mouse Roddy, when he 
went to the sweetshop, and when he was locked up in his room, drawing 
dragons. Even when he should have given up in his peculiar belief years 
ago, he hadn’t.

Section 2 
Our story begins one night when Stephen sat at his window, looking 
through his binoculars on his never-ending quest to find dragons. He 

spotted a sudden splash in the water. Then he saw, a few minutes later, 
a dragon perch up on a rock above water, eating away at fish. Then it 
stopped and carried some spare fish underwater. 
  By this stage, Stephen had taken a photo. It was Friday night, so 
the next day he could go swimming. It was summer, so he could dive 
underwater and investigate without getting cold. Stephen woke up the 
next morning feeling very excited. He went out to the beach as quickly 
as possible, cradling Roddy in his hands. He swam out (Roddy sat on 
the beach, not willing to get wet) and soon he dived underneath. 
  Stephen found a hole in the cliff, so he went up it. Eventually, he 
came to a stream, in a cavern. Mama and Papa were out for the day, so 
Jack sat there, bored. Then he saw something climb out of the water. 
Both Jack and Stephen screamed. Then they stopped. 
  “Who are you?” they both asked at the same time. 
  Eventually, after a long and confusing silence, Stephen said, “I’m 
Stephen.”
Jack said, “I’m Jack.” And so the pair sat in the cave all day, talking 
about their lives. 
Then Jack said, “I’m going to the top of the lighthouse tonight. Papa 
says I have to go there on my own to show that I’m a grown-up dragon”. 
  Jack told Stephen to go, as the adults would be back soon. So 
Stephen went. Eventually, he was out. It was now roughly three o’clock. 
He went back home, dried off, and realised the men with shotguns 
would get Jack! He had to stop them, but how? 
  Stephen went to the sweet shop to take his mind off it, and guess 
who he saw there? The bullies: Quentin, Fred and Tony. He tried to get 
past them, but they blocked the way. Then they put him to the ground 
and walked off. “Bullies, very typical of them,” Stephen muttered. 
  Night came, and he jumped out of bed. Jack! 
  Stephen got his shoes on and tiptoed downstairs. Once outside he 
raced to the beach. There was Jack, on top of the lighthouse, spreading 
his wings, and roaring. The men with shotguns soon came out. Behind 
them was Stephen. 
  Once they stopped, he ran in front of them. “Don’t shoot!” he cried 
at the top of his lungs. But the men carried on! 
  Then, the most magical thing happened. The lighthouse shone 
brighter than ever, and out of the water came the boat that had sunk 
years ago: it was good as new! Jack hopped into it, and the light died 
down. The boat could fly! Jack swooped down to Stephen, 
  “Are you coming with me? Because I’m leaving home!” Stephen 
raced back to his house, packed up a few of his own belongings 
(including Roddy), and jumped on board. By now everyone in the village 
was watching, but that didn’t matter because Jack and Stephen lived 
happily ever after.

Arona Bonnar
Co Donegal
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DRAGON LIGHTHOUSE 
The Story of How a Lighthouse Got Its Stripes

The dragon attacks started at noon and then they got worse as the days 
went on. Leo was a little boy who lived in a port near a lighthouse and he 
was getting sick of the daily attacks. He decided to follow the dragon this 
time. 
  At noon the next day he waited patiently and… there it was, the red 
dragon with the crystal-like spikes on its back and its tail with flame pouring 
out like mist. It didn’t see him creeping behind it and crawling up its back.
  By this time, the people had come out with their torches and pitchforks, 
waving them at it. It didn’t take long before the dragon got the message. It 
took off, bringing Leo with him. Leo clung on as tight as he could. 
  After a few hours of flying, the dragon settled on a rock. The fire on 
its tail went out and that was when Leo slipped off… but disaster struck! 
He tripped and fell right in front of the dragon!!! It looked at him curiously 
but then it growled and spat in disgust and leaned away from him. Its’ tail 
caught fire again. 
  Leo stepped away slowly, petrified, when suddenly the dragon 
stopped growling and began to speak.
  “Don’t be afraid, my child,” she said softly. “I won’t gobble you up.” 
  Leo looked surprised. “But you are destroying my village!” 
  “Yes, yes, well of course. I have to tell the other dragons something 
or else they would tease me for being a softie,” she replied. “Now enough 
about me. What is your name, little boy, and how did you get here?” 
  “Well, my name is Leo and the only way I could really get here is to 
climb on your back, which I did, for you are much too fast,” replied Leo. 
  “Would you like a ride?” the dragon asked. 
  “Okay!” said Leo excitedly. 
  The dragon knelt down and Leo crawled up her wing. 
  “Hey!” yelled Leo, “I never asked you your name.” 
  “My name is Amber,” she said. 
  “What a beautiful name,” Leo crooned adoringly. “Why do you look 
so sad?” 
  Amber looked up. “I have no place to settle down and live!” 
  And with that she crashed down and started crying. Leo felt sorry for 
his friend, so he started to think when… he had an idea!!! 
  “Amber!” Leo called. “I know where you can go.” 
  Amber looked up, delighted. “Where?” 
  “Let me get on your back and I’ll show you.” 
  Amber knelt down and Leo crawled up and off they went! 
  A few minutes later they landed on the port beside the lighthouse. 
  “Curl yourself up on the lighthouse. It is very dull, and you will brighten 
it up,” Leo said.
With that, Amber flew up and curled herself around the building. 
  From that day the lighthouse shone and everybody came to see the 
lighthouse with the red stripes.

Naomi Cawley
Co Dublin
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RONAN’S ADVENTURE

“Are we nearly there yet?” moaned Ronan 
for the one hundredth time. 
  “Yes actually,” replied Mum. 
  “Really? Yippee!” yelled Ronan in 
excitement. 
  As he got out of the car, Ronan saw 
the great white tower. His dog chased 
after a big black hare along the path. Mum 
unloaded their luggage. Ronan peered down 
to the rocky cliffs and saw a pod of dolphins 
swimming. His dog Kirk jumped up on him, 
wagging his tail. They put their luggage 
away in their apartment and went on a tour 
of the lighthouse. They climbed the winding 
staircase. When they finally reached the 
top, Ronan’s hands were sweaty and he 
was panting. He could feel the warm breeze 
on his face and he could hear the seagulls 
squawking. 
  “Wow,” he thought, “I think I’m going 
to like it here.”
  That night when he was sleeping he 
heard a gentle voice whisper, “Sal…dah…

ALIENS

Once there was a place in space called Orgel 
Blorb, where there were something called 
Things. Things liked to play with things and 
eat Fan Apples; they were very tasty. Their 
king’s name was King Eons the Ninth. 
  Now to the proper story. The year 
was 2045. Most of the aliens looked like 
giraffessffesy. You are probably wondering 
what they look like. This is what they do look 
like: they have very long necks, are very tall 
and have square heads, glowing eyes and 
mouths. 
  One day King Eons the Ninth decided 
he wanted some people to go into space, 
because he was bored of sitting on planet 
Orgel Blorb. So he sent some astronauts 
into space. 
  After all their training, the astronauts 
went up in their rocket. After going around 
in a few circles, they were blasted out of the 
sky and crash landed on Earth (if you saw 
them, I hope you didn’t think they were a 
shooting star and make a wish). Only two 
astronauts survived.
  When they helped each other out of 
the big pile of metal, with big clumps of ship 
everywhere, they had a look around. With 
their special masks they could tell there was 
someone coming towards them, so they 
jumped in the hole closest to them. 
  Then they heard a voice saying in a very 
surprised way, “What the..?” It was a man’s 
voice. The voice then ran to tell someone 
what he had seen. 
  To make a long story short, the Thing 
astronauts found some parts and somehow 
got back to their planet, where they were 
shouted at by the king because they did not 
have his ship. Then they told about the man 
and the planet. The king’s frown flipped into 
a smile and he said, “I have an idea…” 
  The next day every one of the planets 
army went on their spaceships and took 
over Earth and made all the humans their 
slaves. 

na,” Ronan woke up with fright. 
“Saldahna?” he said to himself. “I’ve heard 
that somewhere before.” 
  Just at that moment he heard a big 
CRASH! outside. Ronan crept to the window 
to investigate and opened the curtains. A 
big flash lit up the room. He froze in fear. 
His eyes widened and his jaw dropped. 
Ronan could see a shadowy figure standing 
on the shoreline. He tumbled clumsily in the 
dark to his bed and hid under his blanket. 
He didn’t sleep a wink that night. 
  The next morning, Ronan got out of 
his bed slowly and opened the curtains. He 
was confused, as it was a nice, hot day. 
He could see the seals sunbathing on the 
rocks and could hear the birds singing. Kirk 
jumped onto his bed. 
  “Come on, get your trunks on because 
we are going to the beach!” called his mum. 
  Ronan asked if he could take his 
bodyboard. 
  “Of course you can,” replied his mum. 
  When they got to the beach Ronan ran 
into the water, lay down on his board and 
started to kick. When he was going back 
to the beach he saw something shimmer in 
the water. He looked closer and realised it 
was an old coin. He grabbed it and ran back 
to shore. 
  Mum looked closely at it and found the 
date: 1811! Later that day, Ronan showed 
the coin to the lighthouse keeper who told 
him, that it was from the Saldahna, which 
had been shipwrecked there over 200 years 
ago! Ronan was gobsmacked!
  “Time to go,” said Mum the next 
morning as they packed up the car. They 
drove along the narrow road quietly. In 
the distance Ronan heard the faint sound 
of a church bell ringing. He stared out 
the window and thought he would see a 
colourful bird flying above the car.

20 years later…. 
One (human) ex-army general told everyone 
to meet him in the bathroom, so everyone 
did. 
  When everyone was there, the ex-
general made a big speech. I don’t really 
want to have to remember everything he 
said, so here is a little sort of preview: 
  “We need some ideas, so start shouting 
all your ideas out to me!” 
  Someone said, “Tickle them with 
feathers.” 
  Another idea was: “Knock them out 
with hammers and send them back where 
they came from!” 
  There were a few others but the 
idea they chose was the one someone 
just suddenly shouted out: “TANKS AND 
LASERS!” 
  So that’s what happened. They shot 
them with the tanks and lasers and they 
shot at them from the lighthouses (maybe I 
should rename the story super lighthouses 
because of how much they helped). 
  So… that is the whole story, so I am 
just going to say: THE END.

Max Lennon
Co Wicklow

Ronan Wilson
Co Donegal
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A WONDERFUL HOME

A young boy’s landlord wants to build a 
lovely house on the plot of land where his 
family’s lighthouse is.
  Meet Christopher. He lives in a 
lighthouse in Kent. He is ten years old. 
  “Oy, you! The person that is talking 
from the sky! I am almost eleven!” 
  Yes, Yes, very good. 
  Christopher has one baby brother 
Samuel and one dog, Theodore. He also 
has one mum and one dad. 
  One day when Christopher’s dad was 
reading the newspapers, he saw that a royal 
from a different country was moving to the 
part of Kent they lived in. 
He said, “This will be exciting, mate!” 
  Christopher replied, “Will there be a 
child my age?” 
  “Maybe,” said his dad. 
  Then Christopher was a bit more 
excited. Soon after that, Christopher’s dad 
got a call. It was his landlord. They were 
talking for about half an hour. His dad 
looked at his son worryingly, but before he 
could explain, Theodore/Teddy/Ted/Theo-
bear/Teddy Bear/Ted-bear/Sir Ted came 
in, barking. 
  When Theodore/… 
  “Okay, you don’t have to say all 
the nicknames! Just say Teddy! Okay? 
Narrator?” 
  Okay, fine. When “Teddy” stopped 
barking, Chris’ dad told him the news 
that the lighthouse was being knocked 
down and that the landlord was building a 
nice big coastal house on the plot of land. 
Christopher was in tears. 
  “Narrator, I’m not, you put onions 
everywhere!” 
  In tears he was! But on the other side 
of things, the royals and the landlord were 
having an argument about payment. The 
plot of land was originally £175,000. The 
landlord wanted £200,000 for it but the 
royals are offering £175,000. 
  Two days later, the landlord threatened 

BENNY THE LIGHTHOUSE

Benny was so excited to wear his new red 
and white stripy jumper that he got from his 
mum for his birthday. Benny feels he has 
got taller since he turned 10 years old.
  “Oh look, said Benny. “Here is my best 
friend, Sealie the seal.”
  “Hi Sealie!” Benny called.
  “Hi Benny! Happy birthday Benny!” 
said Sealie.
  “Do you like my new red and white 
stripy jumper, Sealie?” Benny asked.
  But before he could answer, Sealie 
shouted, “Be careful Benny, here comes 
the big big wave! It might wet your new 
jumper!”
  “Thank you Sealie!”
  And SPLASH!!!!!
  “My new jumper!” cried Benny 
  “It’s okay, the sun is shining Benny. It 
will dry soon,” said Sealie.
  “Let’s go have cake,” said Benny.

Charlie Doherty
Co Dublin

them! They had recorded proof. The landlord 
was arrested for treason later that week. 
  But maybe a life sentence is little far-
fetched?

Sé Ruane-McAteer O’Neill
Co Cork

CARNROE LIGHTHOUSE

 It was a cool evening in autumn and my dad had just 
lit the lighthouse. Me and my family had just moved 
to Carnroe Lighthouse, where my dad was the new 
lighthouse keeper. 

We all had a nice dinner and went off to bed. Then, me 
and my brother Charlie decided to sneak out of bed and 
explore the lighthouse while everyone was asleep. We 
went to explore the basement. We heard lots of loud, 
creepy sounds so we looked out the window to see 
where the noise was coming from. 

It was a ship with skeletons, vampires and zombies aboard, 
coming right towards the lighthouse with cannonballs and 
ropes. We were so scared at this point. They crashed 
into the lighthouse and took me and Charlie away. 

On the way to their island we went through the Bermuda 
Triangle, where there was a megalodon. It took a big bite 
of the ship and it split the ship in half. The skeletons, 
vampires and zombies were on one half and me and 
Charlie on the other half. 

Another ship saw us and rescued us and brought us back 
to the lighthouse. When we got back, we told our family 
the story. They didn’t believe us first but then they did 
and we moved far away. 

Connor O’Kane
Co Meath
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THE LIGHTHOUSE STORY

THE LIGHTHOUSE MYSTERY
 
 I am living in a lighthouse. Every night I look out the window and see 
ferries coming back and the odd time I would see a cruise ship. I don’t 
think I’ve introduced myself, I’m Matt Mischief. You probably think that I 
get into mischief a lot, well if you think that, you’re right! If you are into 
mischievous books, you’ll love this one. This is about my most exciting 
adventure yet! 
  So, it all began on a Wednesday morning. “Morning,” said Mrs. 
Mischief happily. “I just got a text from Liam’s mom saying you could 
stay there for the night.” “Thanks Mum,” I replied tiredly. So, I packed my 
bags and put on some clothes and said goodbye to my mum and dad. I 
hopped into the car with Liam. Liam also lived in a lighthouse. We drove 
to a shop to buy some snacks (for a midnight feast!) then we drove back 
to Liam’s house. However, when we got there the door was open. When 
we went inside, we looked everywhere for Liam’s dad, but he was not 
there. Liam and I ran to the police station to report him missing. The 
policeman bellowed when we got there, “That’s the boy who’s missing!” 
and he pointed at Liam. We both shared confused looks. The policeman 
rang Liam’s dad (who was at the nursing home telling his parents that 
Liam was missing.) Liam’s dad picked up the phone straight away (which 
was very unusual by the look on Liam’s face). Liam’s dad’s name is Mark. 
Mark drove to the police station and Liam explained how he had gone to 
my house to collect me for the sleepover at his lighthouse. Liam’s dad 
was confused! 
  Mark had been checking the lightbulb in the lighthouse when there 
was a knock on the door. There was a police officer standing there from 
another town telling him that Liam and I had been reported as missing. 
We told Mark that the police officer was in fact a burglar and as soon 
as Mark had left, he had taken half the stuff from their lighthouse. Mark 
was very shocked!    
  The very next day we heard that the police had arrested a man 
who had stolen belongings from a lighthouse. As soon as we heard it, 
we knew it was the pretend policeman who had been arrested. So, we 
claimed the stuff the thief had taken. Then Mark drove us back to the 
lighthouse where we had the best sleepover ever!!!! We looked out the 
big window and watched all the ferries and cruise ships coming back to 
beautiful Ireland. 

Réaltín de Búrca
Co Mayo

Seán McMahon
Co Cork

LIFEGUARD DOLPHINS. 

It was a sunny day and the lighthouse light was off. George was watching his mam and dad 
surf in the easy waves. He went inside to get a drink to cool down. Luckily for George, he 
lived in a modern lighthouse with a lift. (He went through five Fitbits before they got the lift. 
Because he was doing too mnay steps up and down the stairs, the Fitbits had exploded). 
He got distracted looking for his confiscated iPad. He was in trouble because he kept 
messing with the lighthouse light!).
  When he came back out, a thunderstorm had come out of nowhere. George ran back 
to the lift as quick as he could, and turned on the light, so that the boats in the sea would 
not hit the rocks. He looked out and spotted his mam and dad clinging on to their surf 
boards. George had hated his swimming lessons and hadn’t finished them, so he didn’t 
know how to swim. He had a much better skill! Since moving to the lighthouse he learned 
to talk to dolphins and became friends with them. His best friends were Fred, Mario, Louigi 
and Ted. They were dolphins. He needed their help. He called them and asked them to go 
and find his mam and dad and bring them back safely to shore. 
  George ran to the shore and waited for his friends. They appeared after ten minutes 
with very wet and scared parents. He brought his parents inside for hot chocolate. 
He always knew it was handy to have dolphin friends, but the best of all was that he got 
his iPad back. 

Seán Connell
Co Westmeath
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CHEMICAL EXPLOSION

One warm summer evening, marine 
biologist Michael Murphy was strolling up a 
winding path. Ahead of him was a towering 
white lighthouse. Home, he thought, for the 
next three months. Dr. Michael felt ecstatic 
about a whole summer studying marine life 
in the pretty village of Appletown. He had 
just visited the local newsagent to buy some 
essentials. Conrad, the shop owner, had 
been warm and friendly.
  A week later, Dr. Michael had spent 
long, hard days studying the seals, seagulls, 
clownfish, sharks and dolphins that appeared 
around Appletown Lighthouse. Today, it is 
cloudy but warm. The doctor was currently 
mixing two chemicals, bleach and ammonia 
when KABOOM!!!! They exploded! Dr. 
Michael is thrown back onto the cliff. Slowly, 
he stands up with a blackened face. He can 
hear someone talking
  “What a dope! What’s he doing?”
  Dr Michael looks around nervously. 
The only things he can see are ten seals 
staring up at him. 
  “Surely not …” he thinks. 
  After the explosion, Dr Michael realises 
he can hear and talk to animals. He sits for 
five hours in the most exciting conversation 
with seals, seagulls and crabs. This is the 
most exhilarating experience of his life. That 
night, Dr Michael says goodnight to all his 
new friends and he falls asleep, intoxicated 
with joy.
BOOM!!!! Dr Michael is woken abruptly. He 
sits bolt upright. He recognises that sound. 
It’s a gun!
“HHHHHHHEEEEELLLLLPPPPPP” cry 
the seals. The air is alive with gunfire and the 
petrified screams of the animals. Dr Michael 
rushes down one hundred and fifty stairs 
and bursts out the door. As he runs, he calls 
999. He sprints towards the commotion. Dr. 
Michael stops suddenly horrified as he sees 
the familiar face of Conrad, the newsagent. 
Conrad is not friendly now. He is standing 
with his rifle barrel pointed at an innocent 

FAMILY RESCUE

Dublin: Howth Head 1946
Sean Riley spent most of his days in Howth. 
As a lighthouse keeper of the Baily, life was 
tough, being away from his wife and having 
the same routine every day. He looked 
forward to his days off when he could see 
his wife and get a decent night’s sleep in 
his own bed. 
  Sean was the perfect man for the job 
as a lighthouse keeper. He had perfect 
eyesight and could spot boats from a far 
distance. He was also a well-built man and 
liked to keep fit and healthy. He loved his 
job and felt great pride in helping sailors in 
difficulty. 

Liverpool: 1946
It was a foggy and wet morning. The twenty 
Jewish children were standing in the mist 
feeling tired and cold. They had come from 
Poland where they were in serious danger 
from a war in their country. They already 
missed their parents who had either been 
captured or had to remain at home. 
  After a few hours of standing in the 
wet, their boat finally arrived. It wasn’t a very 
up-to-date boat but it was still a boat and 
was going to take them to a safe country. 
The children boarded the boat for Belfast. 
Julia, an eleven year old girl, gripped her 
little brother’s hand tightly. George was six 
and loved his big sister very much. 
  That night a terrible storm came across 
the sea. The children had been asleep and 
the captain was panicking as the boat had 
gone off course.George suddenly woke up 
and called his sister. They were both terrified 
when they saw the boat filling up with water.
Sean had been watching for boats all this 
time when he noticed a storm heading his 
way. As soon as he spotted the boat in the 
distance he set up his fog signal and got the 
ropes ready. 
George was the first to spot the signal and 
told the captain. It was hard work but they 
managed to get the boat to the lighthouse 

dolphin, Speedy. Speedy is clicking in 
desperation.
  As Conrad pulls back the trigger the 
night is illuminated by red and blue flashing 
lights and the sound of sirens. Dr. Michael 
feels relieved when Gardaí arrest the nine 
local poachers. The sea life in Appletown 
are so grateful for the brave Dr. Michael. 

just in time. The captain asked Sean where 
they were and was told that they were in 
Dublin. They were invited into the lighthouse 
for warm tea and biscuits and given blankets 
to warm them up. The children felt relieved 
and safe in the lighthouse and Sean took 
great care of them. 
  The time came for the children to 
continue their journey to Belfast but George 
and Julia didn’t want to leave Sean as they 
had felt so safe with him in the lighthouse. 
The captain of the boat said that they had 
no relatives in Belfast and were to be placed 
in a home until they could be returned to 
Poland to their parents after the war. Sean 
spoke with his wife Sinead and decided to 
look after the children themselves in Dublin. 
The children were delighted and they came 
to visit the lighthouse every chance they got. 

Méabh Riley
Co Wicklow

THE SHARK RESCUE

There was a lighthouse on a rock. One day, 
my family and I went to visit the lighthouse. 
When we got to the lighthouse, there was 
a rescue ship out at sea because someone 
swam past a buoy and he was slowly 
drowning. 
  The rescue ship did not make it to him 
in time and he was now trapped. All of a 
sudden a shark came and brought him to the 
surface. They all called him Savey Sharkey. 
  The shark is now a friend of all the local 
people and the lighthouse shines a light for 
Sharkey every night. 

Liam Paul
Co Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE

The lighthouse is tall, 
But it won’t fall,
So don’t be scared at all, 

You can see very far, 
You could spot a nice car, 

The light is so bright,
It could give you a fright.

Shane Devaney
Co Sligo

Peadar Brennan
Co Cavan
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MY JOURNEY TO FANAD LIGHTHOUSE

It’s 204km from Lough Gowna
To Fanad Lighthouse in Donegal,

I started off my journey by putting my shoes on in the hall.
My daddy, mammy and brother were waiting in the car,
I was thinking of my belly, Fanad Lighthouse is so far.

We got as far as Letterkenny, the car and I were running on empty.
“Pull over there at Moorefield station and I will get a ‘football special’ to solve  

this situation.”
We got as far as Ramelton and my mammy wanted a picture of the ‘cup,’

Daddy popped my brother into it and said he was a little pup.

Next we got to Fanad Stage where the roads were so narrow,
Daddy thought he was a Donegal rally driver, 
But his speed was more like a wheelbarrow.

Fanad Lighthouse stood first class near Lough Swilly and Mulroy Bay,
My brother’s mouth was hanging open; for once he had nothing to say.

The lighthouse keeper said we could not enter, so off we went to the visitors centre.
A ship was wrecked with loads of ‘gold’ in 1917,

“How long ago was that Mum?” “Far too long to know, umpteen!”.
“Did you bring the wetsuits; I want to get the gold!” Mammy said, “Don’t be silly, the 

water is far too cold”.

Is maith liom teach solais Fhánada, it was the highlight of our day,
Time for home now, back down the Wild Atlantic Way.

Kevin Bannon
Co Cavan

PATRICK AND THE LOST GOLD

One day a family living at Fanad Lighthouse were out fishing. The 
youngest boy, Patrick, had caught something. His father helped him get 
it out of the water as it was so heavy. It wasn’t a fish. It was a gold bar! 
The family were all extremely surprised because they had heard stories 
that there were twenty two gold bars around that part of the sea and 
they knew it would be really valuable. The gold bars were from the SS 
Laurentic after it sank in 1917.
  The gold bar was a bit rusty because it had been in the sea for so 
many years. The family all went back to the lighthouse and had breakfast. 
The father, Philip, polished the gold bar after breakfast. It looked really 
shiny now. The oldest boy, Daniel, was birdwatching from the lighthouse 
while Hannah, the boys’ sister, was painting. 
  At dinner time everyone was talking about the gold bar and how 
rare and valuable it was. They decided to have a good night’s sleep and 
do something about their discovery the next day. Philip climbed up the 
seventy nine windy stone steps to light the light as he did every night.
  In the morning Patrick was the first one to get up. He was so 
excited because he was going to be famous for finding the gold bar. 
The family had their kippers for breakfast as usual and all headed off 
to headquarters in Dublin. When they got there, Patrick’s dad told the 
Commissioner about the gold bar. He was amazed and when he saw the 
gold bar his eyes lit up. He told Philip he would contact the government 
to see what they had to do. 
  They headed back to Fanad and Patrick was a bit disappointed his 
name wasn’t going to be in the papers yet. A week went by and no one 
had contacted the family. Patrick was worried they had forgotten who had 
found the gold in the first place. Eventually the Commissioner contacted 
them and explained that the British and Irish governments couldn’t agree 
who owned the gold. Although it had been found in Irish waters, the gold 
had come from the SS Laurentic, which had been carrying a shipment 
of gold to America as payment by Britain for weaponry during World War 
1. The two governments had eventually decided to split the gold and use 
some of the money to build a memorial for the people who had died at 
sea.
  A year later, Patrick’s family opened the memorial at Fanad 
Lighthouse and were guests of honour at the ceremony. Patrick’s 
picture was in all the papers. Whenever people came to Fanad to see 
the memorial and visit the lighthouse, Patrick was proud to tell everyone 
who visited how he had been the one to find the missing gold. 
  Patrick still keeps an eye out every day for the other 21 bars!

Patrick McAteer
Co Antrim
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OUR LIGHTHOUSE 

Hello and welcome, I would like to introduce myself. My name is Mary 
O’Brien and I live in a lighthouse. 
  I have lived here for the majority of my life and have seen big 
changes in how the need for lighthouses has been replaced by electronic 
equipment such as GPS and radar beacons. Fortunately, there are still 
a few mariners that still use the lighthouse as a backup, but most are 
unmanned.
  In 1908 I moved to a lighthouse off the coast of Mizen Head in 
County Cork on the Wild Atlantic Way with my mammy, daddy and little 
brother Michael. My daddy was offered the job by the lighthouse engineer 
when he returned to the mainland to pick up supplies. He recruited locals 
to help rebuild the lighthouse after it was damaged in a severe lightning 
storm that winter. My father was delighted as he was very good with 
his hands and had always looked out at the lighthouse as a kid and 
wondered how anyone could ever live there alone.
  Once the lighthouse was repaired, most workers returned home to 
their families, but my father asked if we could move into the lighthouse. 
I was sad that we had to move to a little island away from all my friends 
and family. I loved our little old house. 
  We could only get to our new home by boat as it was on a little 
island. This scared me at first but I got used to it. We still needed to go 
back to the mainland almost daily so we could collect essentials, such as 
food and medicines. 
  I will never forget the night of the big storm. It was so scary, the 
rain was pouring down and the wind was so strong. The glass in the 
tower had smashed and the wind blew out the light. I could see that my 
daddy was so frightened as so many ships would be dependent on us 
to warn them of the many rocks that surrounded the island. My daddy 
and the lighthouse engineer frantically tried to repair the glass and relight 
the flame. Suddenly there was an extremely loud noise followed by 
screaming voices. 
  A ship that had been sailing nearby had crashed into rocks below. 
My daddy got our little boat and rescued the six men from that ship. He 
was so brave and I was so proud of him. The men were so grateful to him 
as they could have drowned that night. My daddy became a local hero 
and was the talk of the town. 
  He eventually took over the running of the lighthouse after the 
old engineer passed away and it has remained in our family ever since. 
Unfortunately, I never had any children and I am too old now to look after 
things, so I have a local lad help out with changing the light bulbs. 
Perhaps someday he might move here and raise a family.

Sienna Sheehan
Co Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE 

Once upon a time lived a man called Mark. He lived with his family in a 
lighthouse on an island off the coast of Ireland. The lighthouse was a big 
red and white circular building with a light on top that went around to warn 
the ships that they were coming near land. The light made sure they did 
not crash into the land.
  One night, Mark was working the light when it just shut off without 
warning as a boat was coming. He quickly got a lamp, opened the 
window, and shined the lamp out of the window. When he was shining 
the lamp out of the window he fell into the dark freezing-cold water. It 
was a very long fall into the water from the top of the lighthouse.
  Using the light of the moon, he swam to the boat that he was shining 
the light at. As he got closer, he realized it was a pirate ship because it 
had a skull and crossbones flag on top of the ship. The pirates threw a life 
buoy to him. He knew it was the only way to safe himself, so he caught 
the life buoy just in time before a gigantic wave came.
  When he got on the ship, he saw a lot of pirates. He was very 
scared because he did not know what they were going to do with him. 
The pirates put Mark into a dark cell in the hull of the ship.
  Meanwhile back at the lighthouse his family had seen him fall out of 
the window. They called the life boat and told them what had happened. 
The rescuers on the life boat said they would be there as quick as they 
could. 
  Back on the pirate ship, the pirates had come to a place where they 
knew there were lots of sharks. They were making Mark walk the plank 
just for fun because they liked to see people falling into the freezing cold 
water and being eaten by the sharks. This was not fun for Mark.
  As Mark was falling from the plank, the life boat just came speeding 
up under the plank and Mark fell onto the boat into a blanket that the 
rescuers were holding. The life boat sped away from the pirates as fast 
as they could because they did not want to be captured by the pirates 
and have to walk the plank.
  The rescuers brought Mark back to the lighthouse. His family were 
very happy to see him alive and well. They thanked the rescuers.
  The next day some people came to fix the lighthouse light. That 
night the light was working as good as new. Mark said if the light broke 
again, he would not open the window this time but would shine the lamp 
from inside the window, but luckily the light never ever broke down again.

Amy Wall
Co Kildare
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LIGHTHOUSE FAMILY

Facts
A lighthouse is a tall building that 
has a light at the top. Ships rely on 
them to warn them of danger and 
to guide them to land. Lighthouses 
are painted differently to help 
mariners to identify them during 
the day. They protect ships from 
crashing into shore by sending the 
light out toward the sea.

Story
There was once a family who lived 
in a red and white lighthouse. There 
was a mum and dad, a little girl 
called Evie and her brother called 
Ethan. They loved it there beside 
the coast. Then, one day, there 
was a ship coming ahead at night.
  “It looks like that ship over 
there is going to crash into a rock!” 
Evie said. So Mum went to turn the 
light on but the bulb had broken. 
  Mum shouted, “Oh no! The 
bulb has broken! What are we 
going to do?”
  Everyone was panicking. 
Then, Dad told Evie and Ethan 
to try and call them. The people 
on the boat could hear them, but 
they did not know where the voices 
were coming from. While Mum and 
Dad were trying to fix the light, Evie 
found a switch. She turned it on 
and then the light turned on. 
  So then the people on the 
boat could go home now.

Chloe Cush
Co Antrim

THE ADVENTURE AT THE LIGHTHOUSE

Finn McMahon
Co Cork
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THE HAUNTED LIGHTHOUSE 

“I don’t want to move to this house in the country,” said Jessie. 
  Jessie, her parents and her dog Charlie were just arriving at a 
cottage by the sea. 
  “It was time for a change, Jessie,” said Dad. 
  Jessie thought her parents were bonkers for wanting to move to a 
place which was smaller than her grandparents’ flat!
  Jessie was sad because she was not going to see her friends Maura 
and Emma for a long time. Charlie noticed this and started licking Jessie! 
Jessie’s room was small and she looked out her bedroom window at the 
creepy looking lighthouse. 
  “Hey Charlie, look at that weird lighthouse. Most lighthouses are red 
and white but that one is black and white,” said Jessie. 
  Dad came into the room. 
  “Yes, that lighthouse has been abandoned since 1947.”
  “Wow, that’s a long time,” thought Jessie. 
  “Ruff!” barked Charlie. 
  The next day they went to the market to get cakes from the bakery.
  “Mr Baker, do you know anything about the abandoned lighthouse?” 
asked Jessie. 
  “Well, I don’t think it’s abandoned,” said the baker. 
  “Joe, don’t be filling the kid’s head with rubbish,” said the baker’s 
wife, but Jessie didn’t think it was rubbish.
  Jessie decided to go up to the lighthouse the next day. Before she 
went to bed that night, she looked out her window and saw a face in the 
lighthouse. 
  “That’s it, Charlie, we’re going to the lighthouse now,” said Jessie. 
  They tiptoed downstairs, outside and creaked open the lighthouse 
door.
  Jessie and Charlie climbed the long flight of stairs in the lighthouse. 
When they got to the top of the stairs Jessie felt a hand on her shoulder.
  “Give me your gold,” hissed the voice. 
  “Aargh!” screamed Jessie. 
  “Shut it and give me the gold,” growled the voice. 
  “I don’t have any gold,” whispered Jessie. 
  “Well then…” said the voice. 
  Jessie felt Charlie being pulled out of her grasp. 
  “No, please, anything but him!!” cried Jessie. 
  The voice laughed and disappeared. 
  Jessie cried for most of the day. Charlie was her best friend and now 
he was gone! Jessie thought of a plan. She went back to the lighthouse 
and found Charlie locked in a room. Jessie took off her hairclip and 
picked the lock.
  She heard the man’s voice in another room counting gold. She crept 
up on him covered his head with a bucket and knocked him unconscious.
  “Well, I have never seen him before,” said Sergeant Bob. 
  “Wait, he’s Count Tornado!” said Tom the fisherman. 

Lucy Kelly
Co Wicklow

  “Of course, I was just about to say that,” said Sergeant Bob. 
  Jessie rolled her eyes. This guy was the worst police officer ever! 
  “Jessie, the reward for finding him is €5,000!” said Tom. 
  “YES!!!” cried Jessie. 
  Count Tornado was arrested; Jessie bought a new phone to 
FaceTime her friends. And guess where the rest of the money went to? 
That’s right, an animal shelter for all of Charlie’s friends.

LIGHTHOUSE 

Lightening high and low
In the storm, the lighthouse family sees a big fishing ship

Great waves, the lighthouse keeper spots the ship
Hey, a big light, the fisherman sees it

To the fisherman’s delight he is saved, now a rest
Houses in town – hot chocolate and crackers

On the calm sea the sun comes
Up...on a cliff, ships set sail
Sun on sand but sea is blue

Eat fish – it’s good, but the lighthouse is best!

Naoise Verling
Co Cork
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THE LITTLE LAMP

Once upon a lamp...there was a truly magnificent lighthouse. It not 
only had the biggest light that shone for miles and miles, but also 
was home to many other lamps, that all helped out taking care of the 
lighthouse keeper and her family. Everyone thought it was the most 
wonderful lighthouse ever, the most magnificent. 
  All except Lamp 101, the smallest of all the lamps housed in 
this lighthouse. He just hated his job, he was always being teased for 
being the smallest. As for the jumping up and down the stairs every 
single day, sailing out on the roughest of seas, he was fed up with it 
all. Sometimes days passed and he’d have done nothing but watch out 
over the ocean, occasionally spotting a whale or two. Seven days a 
week he worked, fourteen hours a day, except Fridays, when he only 
worked a half day. It sucked working there. The pay was terrible. He 
may have been the smallest, but he fair and square worked the hardest, 
but as you all know, if you’re small, you often get underestimated!
  One Friday, Lamp 101 got out bed, feeling quite good! He did his 
normal work, but when work finished, he had a crazy thought – I want 
to do something better with my life! I want to be as important as the 
biggest lamp.
  So he went into town, hopping and jumping for hours till he got 
there. He rested by a pole and when he looked up, pinned to the pole 
was a poster. It said – Pixar needs a new mascot. The auditions were 
at twelve the next day. Lamp 101 decided to hang on in town, and to 
give the auditions a shot.
  The next day, he went to the auditions. He stood in line patiently, 
till he heard “next”, and they were pointing to him. This was his big 
moment. It was either all his dreams would come true or he would have 
to return to the lighthouse and live in misery.
  Lamp 101 hopped up on stage. The judges were shocked, but 
let him audition. He hopped up and down with all his might and shone 
his light as brightly as he could manage. It looked like the judges were 
impressed. He hopped off stage and waited until all the auditions had 
finished.
  The judges made their decision and came onto the stage with 
smiles on their faces. There was silence, but then the lady with the red 
clipboard spoke.
  “The job goes to.....Lamp 101!” she said.
  Lamp 101 jumped up and down with excitement, while everyone 
else sighed in disappointment. For once in his life, someone had seen 
him shine. 
  From then on Lamp 101 was treated like royalty. He had friends, 
and his job was hopping up and down on the ‘I’ in the Pixar name, it 
was perfect. He never took the stairs anywhere, and only travelled by 
plane, and he lived lampily ever after.

Rachel Lacy
Co Dublin

TALES OF THE GREAT SOUTH WALL

This is a tale of the Great South Wall, which is based on true events 
which took place in Dublin’s fair city back in the 1950’s. But first 
let me tell you a little about the Great South Wall and Poolbeg 
Lighthouse. The Poolbeg Lighthouse stands proudly at the end of 
the Great South Wall which is exactly one mile long and built by 
Captain Bligh back in the 18th century – a marvel to view it to this 
very day.
  Many moons ago, my grandad, AKA Jimmy Byrne, lived in 
a little village called Bath Avenue just on the outskirts of the city 
centre and just off the coast road. The Great South Wall was my 
grandad’s favourite place to hang out on those long bright evenings 
and weekends. He loved to swim in the Half Moon Swim Club and 
find the finest crabs out of all his comrades. He also had a nice 
collection of all kinds of seashells.
  This particular sequence of events happened 1959 on a 
beautifully bright Sunday morning in mid-May. What could go wrong 
I hear you say? Little Jimmy had just made his confirmation and was 
dressed in his Sunday best, with new slip on shoes. He decided to 
head down the wall as far as the lighthouse with all his friends. En 
route they tried to catch some crabs between the rocks and just 
as they were about to head on, Jimmy pulled out the biggest crab 
he’d ever seen. He put the crab down to have a good look. As his 
friends were getting out of sight, Jimmy kicked the crab back in to 
the sea. In flew his shoe with the crab and it quickly disappeared 
with the strong tidal waves.
  As you can imagine, little Jimmy was so scared to go home 
with one missing shoe that his parents saved up all their money 
to buy, so he continued on down the Great South Wall to tell his 
friends and try come up with a good excuse for losing his shoe. 
When they got to the lighthouse, they had a little sit down. Before 
long, the lighthouse keeper came out to see what was going on, he 
knew the boys because they were all regulars down there. 
  Now the lighthouse keeper was quite the character, always 
telling the boys jokes. On this particular day, he had his pet monkey 
with him. The boys loved the monkey. Jimmy had nearly forgotten 
all about his shoe at this stage and asked for his turn to put the 
monkey on his shoulder. You will never guess what happened next! 
The monkey only goes and bites Jimmy on the shoulder. Poor 
Jimmy ended up in hospital with a bite mark on his shoulder and one 
missing shoe, not to mention a very cross mother who grounded 
him from the Great South Wall for a whole month. 
  Some would call this monkey business, but we call it tales of 
the Great South Wall.

James Byrne
Co Dublin
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BILLY BUOY

In a harbour just off the shore,
Lives Billy Buoy who thinks he needs more.

All the other buoys would tease because he is small.
He would sob and sob. He wished he could be big and tall.

The bigger buoys were further out to sea,
While Billy Buoy was rather close to me.

The ships didn’t go near poor Billy.
As small as a football, he felt quite silly.

One dark day Billy saw a very small boat indeed.
Billy was sad because the other buoys started to tease,

“You’re so small, you can’t direct the boat”.
Poor Billy cried and stayed afloat.

But the boat looked lost; it didn’t know the way.
He saw Billy and smiled, and Billy thought, Oh, this is a happy day.

The boat sailed closer. Billy was overjoyed.
He was being used. Now he really knows he is a buoy.

The boat passed and Billy was so happy.
The other buoys realised that they had been nasty,

From then on, the other buoys didn’t tease,
And Billy the Buoy was very pleased.

Now they all share the job of keeping the waters safe,
And every buoy now knows its place.

Here up on the pier I sit,
Watching Billy Buoy doing his bit.

The ships are all on track,
And the buoys all have their back.

Liam Lighthouse I am and I look over the seas,
And love seeing Billy Buoy being as happy as he can be.

Mia Coleman
Co Dublin

THE BOY WHO WAS REBORN

Once there was a boy whose name was 
Charlie. He had brown hair, a posh fringe 
and much more. But this boy had something 
no-one had that made him sad. He had no 
friends. Everyone thought he was too posh. 
When it came to the summer Charlie and 
his family were supposed to go to Portugal 
but there was a virus, a bad virus, so they 
went to Goleen in West Cork. Charlie went 
bonkers, he moaned and sulked in their 
posh caravan that no one else could afford. 
They also had a yacht. Charlie did have nice 
manners, he just wanted to be a normal 
boy. One day when out on their yacht, 
Charlie’s parents thought he was having a 
nap. In fact he was having a swim. When 
he looked up he saw the yacht speeding 
away. Charlie was shocked and scared. He 
saw the Fastnet Rock in the distance and 
swam for his life. He thought there might 
be someone there but then remembered all 
lighthouses are now automatic. Still, it was 
his only option. He pulled himself up with 
all his might. Then he opened the door and 
what he saw was a man who was about 
103. Charlie thought he was a ghost. And 
then the man said ““This is my dog Rosie. 
I am John the lighthouse keeper.” “Nice to 
meet you. I’m Charlie!” said Charlie. Over 
the days John taught Charlie to fish and 
stuff like that. Until one day, Charlie saw 
a yacht approaching. It was his mum and 
dad. He was sad to leave John but John 
said, “Your family needs you.” Charlie said, 
“Thank you for teaching me to be a better 
boy.” He sailed off into the sunset with his 
happy mum and dad. 

Dan O’Leary
Co Cork

THE RAT, THE CAT, THE BIRD AND 
THE LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time, in a galaxy far away, there 
was a lighthouse. The lighthouse was pink 
with multi-coloured spots. In the lighthouse, 
there lived a rat. But not a normal rat, it was 
a space rat. Space rats aren’t like normal 
rats. They are not rats at all. They’re Robotic 
Animal Tools, or rat for short. 
  Then one day the rat went out to look 
for blees (something rats eat on Planet 
Oomph. Did I mention that the planet was 
called Planet Oomph?) The rat saw a cat. 
Well a space cat. A space cat looks the 
same as a normal cat, but it doesn’t meow, 
it woofs. The rat went up to the cat and 
said, “Do you want to be friends?” 
  The rat said this because he had no 
friends at all. The cat said yes, because she 
had no friends either.
  “My name is cat,” said the rat. 
  “My name is rat,” said the cat. 
  “Where do you live?” said cat. 
  “Nowhere. I don’t have a home.” 
  “You can live with me,” said cat. 
  Then they walked to the lighthouse. 
  A couple of days later, there was a 
storm. It was a very big storm. Suddenly 
that night they saw a ship. A bird was sailing 
it. It had lots of baby birds on the ship. So 
rat and cat guided the ship to shore. They 
became friends very quickly. Since the birds 
had nowhere to live, cat let them live with 
them. Then cat and rat made the lighthouse 
half lighthouse and half school that 
teaches baby space animals about parts of 
lighthouses. 

Edith Cahill
Co Dublin
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THE LIGHTHOUSE OF MOORDOON

Moordoon is a rocky island off the south west coast of Ireland. It’s 
mostly known for its lighthouse that was built ninety-five years ago. This 
lighthouse has been a light for many sea going adventurers on wild windy 
ocean nights.
  One night the lighthouse saved a man called John One Eye 
Pepperton. John, or One Eye as his friends called him, was on a return trip 
from the Caribbean. He was returning home to Ireland after a successful 
archaeological treasure hunt. His reliable twelve metre schooner, The 
Pepperton Ship, had never let him down. But this night was to be unlike 
any other night in his life so far.
  Sixty-seven miles from home a terrible storm approached. One Eye 
was surprised by this storm because it wasn’t on any of his weather 
charts. The storm whipped the ocean into a frenzy with fifteen-metre-
high waves that soared above One Eye’s schooner, which looked very 
small in the big stormy ocean.
   One Eye struggled to keep his schooner on top of the water and 
managed to bring down all of his sails except one. One Eye knew he 
needed to get the last sail down or it would break and damage his boat. 
A big wave then crashed over the boat and smashed the mast. When 
One Eye got up off the deck of the boat, he could see the light of 
Moordoon in the distance. He knew then that he wasn’t far from shore.
  The storm lasted two long hours. When it stopped One Eye could 
start fixing his sail and think about heading in the direction of the 
lighthouse. With the sail and mast patched together One Eye turned his 
boat around and headed towards the lighthouse. He knew that if he kept 
the lighthouse on his right side he would have a good chance of making 
it home without hitting the rough rocks of Moordoon.
  Once again the Moordoon Lighthouse showed the way home for a 
tired ocean adventurer.

Charlie Bateman
Co Dublin

 
Chapter One
One summer morning in May, Fungie the 
dolphin and his sister Cherry were swimming 
in Dingle Harbour.
  They were enjoying the sunny weather 
and all the people were waving at them from 
their boats. Fungie was doing tricks and 
swimming really fast. Cherry was jumping 
from one boat to another. The fishermen 
were giving them their favourite food, 
mackerel. Children were patting them on 
the head. Everyone was excited.

Chapter Two
Suddenly the sky was going grey. The clouds 
started to cover the sun and next there was 
a loud noise and a big flash across the sky, 
it was thunder and lightning. Strong winds 
began to appear. All the people left the sea 
for shelter. Fungie and Cherry were swept 
further from Dingle around the Atlantic 
Ocean and then they ended up at Valentia 
Island Lighthouse. Valentia Lighthouse was 
built on a 17th century fort on Cromwell 
Point. It was miles from Dingle Lighthouse 
where Fungie and Cherry lived.

Chapter Three
  There were no visitors at the lighthouse 
as the weather was bad.
  Fungie and Cherry were all alone. 
  “Oh no,” said Fungie. “Cherry, where 
are you?” 
  Cherry was missing. Fungie searched 
the lighthouse. He searched outside but 
the lightening was flashing so he went back 
inside. 
  Fungie was scared.

Chapter Four
Fungie found a dungeon. He heard a sound. 
Fungie shouted, “Cherry!” 
  With a flash of lightning Cherry was in 
the dungeon. 
  “Cherry, are you okay?” said Fungie. 
  Cherry was glad to see Fungie. “Yes, 
Fungie, I’m okay. I’m glad you found me as 
I was getting really scared!”
  Fungie and Cherry looked around the 
lighthouse and Fungie started telling a story 
about how a long time ago dinosaurs were 
meant to live there.
  Just then they saw big footprints. “It’s 
dinosaurs, Cherry!” said Fungie. 
  They came across old fossils and were 
super excited. “I wonder what else is here?” 
said Cherry.
  A few hours had passed, and it started 
to get bright again as there was light coming 
through the windows of the lighthouse.
  Cherry said, “The thunder must have 
stopped Fungie. Can we go home?”
  So off they swam back to their home 
in Dingle. All the tourists were back out on 
the boats looking at all the lovely views from 
Dingle Harbour. 
  Children were excited eating ice 
cream, enjoying the sunshine again. Fungie 
and Cherry were getting photos taken and 
eating some lovely fish. 
  There wasn’t a cloud in the sky.
  That night Fungie and Cherry talked 
about their day while they were enjoying 
the sunset over Dingle Harbour. Suddenly 
there was a flash but this time it was Dingle 
Lighthouse lighting up the sky. 
  Fungie said to Cherry, “Oh, I thought it 
was the Irish weather again!”
  They both started laughing.

Ava Moloney
Co Dublin

FUNGIE AND CHERRY LOST AT VALENTIA ISLAND LIGHTHOUSE

This story is about Fungie the dolphin and his sister Cherry who were swept out to Valentia 
Island Lighthouse from Dingle Harbour.
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MAX AND BILLY’S LIGHTHOUSE ADVENTURE

Billy, Max and their family were off to stay in a lighthouse keeper’s house 
for their holidays. They had won a holiday voucher and picked a lighthouse 
as they were so interested in everything from sea life, to water and boats.
  On arrival they unpacked the car and explored their accommodation. 
It was kept in old maritime style with an anchor on the wall in the hall and 
a boat steering wheel over the stove in the sitting room. The boys were a 
bit less impressed then their parents. All they wanted to do was explore 
the lighthouse.
  Finally, Bella went for a nap. Their parents got dinner and the two 
boys headed up to the lighthouse. They went into the lighthouse, had a 
tour and got to climb all the way up to the magnificent light. They could 
see for miles from up there. The tour guide explained that the lighthouse 
still guided boats and was a very important navigational tool. It guided 
many boats from danger and that the beams were so bright they could 
be seen from great distances.
  While on the platform, the boys spotted a little boat and decided 
to take it out to get a closer look at the birds nesting on the side of the 
cliff-edge and all the seals that were basking on the rocks underneath.
  The two agreed to only go as far as the first buoy and to take 
pictures from there as they would get some great photos. When they 
were nearing it, the water started to get very choppy and they could not 
control their boat. They were both getting very frightened, then the wind 
picked up and the heavy rain started.
  Now the boat was bobbing up and down and the waves were getting 
bigger. They were being pushed towards the rocks. They were panicking, 
had no mobile coverage and their parents did not know where they were. 
  What could they do?
  It was after getting darker with the storm. They could see the 
lighthouse lights as they were holding on to the boat for dear life, when 
Max felt a box under the seat. He opened it and found a flare. He hoped 
it would work even in the rain. He fired it up and luckily the lighthouse 
attendant spotted it and radioed the Coast Guard for help. 
  Within minutes, the Coast Guard boat was in the water and on its 
way to rescue the two boys while the lighthouse attendant kept watch 
from the light platform. The Coast Guard picked up the two boys. Luckily, 
they were safe but learned to never go out on the sea without letting 
people know where they are going and checking the weather first. They 
were glad to be safe and warm in the lighthouse keeper’s house with 
their family and to be able to enjoy the rest of their holidays, which was 
the best holiday ever.

Kaleb Kennedy
Co Leitrim
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One day I was at the seaside with my dog 
Jimmy. There was a lighthouse there; it was 
a tall red and white lighthouse.
  Suddenly Jimmy broke his lead and 
ran up all the stairs of the lighthouse and 
I couldn’t see him. I was confused so I 
decided I had to go into the lighthouse to 
get him. There were a lot of stairs. Halfway 
up the stairs I saw a man with a big black 
beard, he was smoking a pipe and he looked 
like a sailor, he was in his kitchen eating ten 
pancakes.
  I said, “Are you okay?”
  He said, “What are you doing here?”
  I told him I had come to get my dog 
Jimmy, that he had run up the stairs. I asked 
him his name he said it was Paddy. I asked 
him did he live in the lighthouse he said yes, 
and I asked him for how long he said for 50 
years. I asked him did he like living in the 
lighthouse he said yes. I asked why, he said 
it is a really nice place to live there are lots 
of animals to see.
  I asked him what animals did he get 
to see? He told me seals, whales, dolphins 
and birds like golden eagles, seagulls and 
puffins. He said that he also kept watch of 
boats and if any get into trouble in a storm 
that he let the life guards know by flashing 
the lights.
  I went upstairs to get Jimmy but we 
couldn’t find him. So I asked Paddy had he 
seen him. 
  He said, “Look on my bed.” There was 
Jimmy, he was fast asleep.
  Paddy said to leave him asleep and 
come and have some pancakes with him. 
He asked me if I wanted a pipe.
  I said, “Absolutely not!”
  We chatted for ages and Paddy told 
me all about what it was like to live in the 
lighthouse. I asked him does anyone come 
to visit him he said no. 

I asked if I could come to see him every day.
  He said, “Yes, that would be great.”
  Paddy had no TV, radio, Wi-Fi or even 
a phone, so I said I could tell him all the 
news from around the world and all about 
football. He said he liked football, so he was 
really happy about that.
  Jimmy woke up and came downstairs. 
Paddy fixed his lead for me and# showed 
us around the lighthouse. We walked along 
the beach and we found a big bottle. Inside 
the bottle was a football jersey we took it 
out opened it up and on the back of it was 
Paddy No. 7.
  I said, “What is this?”
  He said, “Oh my God, that is my old 
football jersey!”
  “Who did you play for, Paddy? “I asked.
  “Liverpool,” he said.
  I told him Liverpool was my favourite 
club in the Premiership. Paddy told me 
that he had played for Liverpool 50 years 
ago and he got injured and could not play 
anymore. So he came back to Ireland and 
found the lighthouse and went to live there. 
  The next day I went to see Paddy 
with Jimmy and brought up a football with 
me and we played for hours on the beach. 
Paddy showed me some football tricks that 
he did back when he played at Anfield. I told 
him the news that day: that Liverpool had 
beaten Manchester United 5 – 0 and he 
laughed. We became great friends, I asked 
him if he would like to go to see Liverpool 
play against Everton on the last day of the 
League, Liverpool are at the top of the 
league. He said, “YES I WOULD LOVE 
TO!”
  I asked my dad could we bring Paddy 
on our trip to Liverpool he said yes, so we 
set off to Liverpool by boat on the way we 
passed the lighthouse where Paddy lived 
and it looked beautiful.

We got to the match. The people at the 
stand knew who Paddy was and they were 
all cheering his name before the match. 
Then the people who work there let us go 
where dug out was and the players said hi 
to me. 
  The final score was Liverpool 4 –
Everton 0. So, Liverpool won the league. 
And they let the fans on the pitch we were 
in Liverpool for two days we bought stuff in 
the shop. 
  We all went back to the lighthouse and 
Paddy gave me his jersey to keep and ever 
since then we go up to see him every day.

THE DOUGHNUT OF TRUTH

One day at the lighthouse there was a guy. 
His name was Guy. He got a mysterious 
package delivered to him. It didn’t have the 
name of the person who sent it on it! So, 
Guy opened it up and inside was a really 
old phone. It started ringing! He put the 
phone to his ear, and it spoke to him in a 
dark voice, 
  “Did you know the government agents 
are coming to inspect the lighthouse?”
  “Yeah,” said Guy.
  “Well,” said the phone, “they aren’t who 
you think they are. So, I know this sounds 
crazy, but go to the top of the lighthouse 
and jump down into the water.”
  The government agents spotted Guy 
going up. He ran quickly to the top floor, 
and carefully climbed out onto the ledge! 
The voice in the phone said, “ok, do it now!” 
So Guy jumped off the lighthouse.
  SPLASH!!!
  He was in the cold water and running 
out of air. Suddenly he felt woozy and 
blacked out...

Then, all of a sudden, Guy woke in a comfy 
chair. In front of him sat a serious guy (not 
a clone of Guy). This serious guy spoke in 
a familiar voice. “Have you ever wondered if 
dreams are real?”
  “No,” Guy said. 
  The serious guy said, “We think we 
need you, Ned.” 
  “But my name’s not Ned.” 
  “Oh, is it not?” the serious guy said 
to Guy. “I have a question for you, Ned. I 
have two doughnuts. Eat the one without 
sprinkles and everything will stay the same. 
But eat the one with sprinkles and I’ll show 
you the Truth (with a capital T).”
  So Guy delicately picked up the 
doughnut, the one with sprinkles. He ate 
it whole (he’s a champion doughnut eater). 
Then he felt woozy. Again! And blacked out. 
Again! 
  When he came to this time the room 
was moving. He realised he was on a boat. 
But the boat was different. It had weird sorts 
of chairs that looked like they would put you 
in a strange Virtual Reality world. 
  Guy heard shouting. One person had 
seen him awaken and was calling out, “Wait! 
He’s awake!” 
  The serious guy who had given Guy the 
doughnut was there. He could hear some 
banging going on. The roof started ripping 
apart. There were sparks going everywhere. 
All of a sudden a spider-like robot came 
through the roof. He felt woozy. Yes, again! 
And blacked out, yes also again! 
  Guy was back at the lighthouse. He 
was at the top again and about to jump 
off. He decided not to this time because 
he didn’t know what was real anymore. He 
went back downstairs and had a coffee. 
Guy’s friend, Ned, offered him a doughnut. 
   “No thanks,” Guy said. “I’ve had 
enough doughnuts today.”

Kodie Fitzsimons
Co Dublin

PADDY WHO LIVES IN THE LIGHTHOUSE

Ruarc McDonnell
Co Dublin
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THE BIG LIGHTHOUSE

It had been a stormy night and Sam hadn’t got much sleep. Today he was going to do a 
dare that his friend Michael had challenged him to do.
  The legend was that if anyone even went near the big lighthouse on the side of town 
that they were never seen again. The tale went that a ghost took them in and no one comes 
out…
  Sam thought this was a load of rubbish in his head, but deep down he was truly 
terrified.
  Sam met Michael at the ice cream shop and they each had a 99. It tasted delicious.
  They had a little bit of a hike to get up to the lighthouse to finish the dare. Sam did it 
with his head held high.
  Once he got to the top, Sam turned around and noticed that Michael was lagging behind, 
he had actually stopped.
  Micheal shouted out that Sam should go on ahead without him. Sam knew that Michael 
was just scared. Sam decided that he would put a stop to all this rubbish and yelled back to 
his friend, ”There is no ghost!”
  Now Sam was right outside the lighthouse.The dare was to ring the lighthouse doorbell 
right? Simple as that. Now the only problem was doing it.
  Sam closed his eyes, pointed his finger out and pressed really quickly. Then he froze.
  The door creaked open the tiniest bit. Sam peeped inside to find a table full of all the 
sweets you can imagine!
  Not thinking, Sam went straight ahead to the table, but when he tried to eat a cookie, 
he went straight up into the air!
  Now Sam was dangling from the ceiling, terrified. What would happen to him? Would 
he make it out? Questions spilled in his mind.
  Once his thoughts had gone quiet, Sam heard some footsteps. Ghosts don’t make 
sounds. Or do they?
  Another door opened and someone walked out… Sam shut his eyes but nothing 
happened.
  No tentacles went up at him, he didn’t hear a boo behind his ear.
  Looking down,he saw a man.
  “Hello! I am Robert, the lighthouse keeper,” said Robert, pulling Sam down. “I see 
you’ve fallen into my trap. Sorry about that.”
  “Whe– whe– where am I...?” Is all that he could manage to say, he had no idea what 
was going on.
  Robert explained everything on a walk around the lighthouse, feeding all the animals.
  “I am the lighthouse keeper,” Robert repeated. “I take care of the lighthouse and 
sometimes the animals around it.” They were giving the seagulls some food.”If one of them 
is hurt,I’ll sort them out. Sort of like an ocean vet, ya know?”
  Sam nodded, he was starting to get it now, but he had one question.
  “What was that trap for though?” he asked, annoyed. 
  “I have many enemies,” Robert went on. “There are bad people out there and when 
they hurt the animals, I save them.”
  Together Sam and Robert saved lots of animals.
  What a team!

MY HOLIDAY

One day I woke up and I wasn’t in my house. I was in a car by myself and the car was 
parked outside McDonald’s. Then my mam came out and handed me a burger.
  I was so confused I asked, “Why did I wake up in the car?”
  She answered, “It was just a little surprise. You aren’t ready for the big surprise.”
  “Okay then,” I said.
  Then she but a blindfold on me – I was so confused. When she told me to take it off, 
I did then we were at the airport!
  She said she had booked flights for Spain. She said, “C’mon, we are going to miss 
the flight!”
  When we got on the plane, it was 2:00 but my mam said we won’t land until 9:30.
Then I was a bit sad but still we were going to Spain so I didn’t mind if it took a few hours. 
  I fell asleep on the plane around 5:30 then I woke up at 7:00. I was mad because I 
thought, If I sleep, I could wake up when we land.
  Then a few hours later we landed and when we got off the plane it was thirty degrees.
  We got to our hotel at around 10:00. The hotel was a lighthouse. I had never seen a 
lighthouse before now I was actually staying in one.
  It was huge – it had nearly 30 floors! It was the most amazing thing that I had even 
seen. We stayed there for two weeks and it was the most amazing holiday I have ever been 
on in my life. And then we left our lighthouse and went to the airport to get our plane.
  As we were flying back to Dublin we flew over the sea we saw another lighthouse 
lighting up in the sea.
  I was happy to be home, but I will definitely go back to stay in that lighthouse hotel 
again. 

Caoilfhionn Ní 
Bhaoill

Co Dublin

Jayden Wilson 
Co Dublin
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AGE TEN
LIGHTHOUSE DREAMS

There once was a dog called Isaac
Away to sea he fled
He longed to find his way
To see a lighthouse for himself
He dreamed of the quiet night
Where he would help ships guide their way
By using his bright and shining light
And into his dreams he’d stay
For he didn’t want to be a house dog
Going for walks or playing ball
He longed for open waters
The adventure and fun of it all
Along the way he met a frog
Who also had a dream
Of lily pads beside the rocks
And where the waters gleam
They found their perfect lighthouse
And put their dreams to test
Shining light to guide ships way
It really was the best

Grace Melly
Co Galway 

LIGHTHOUSE

It was a dark, cloudy night. There was a 
big lighthouse standing on the cliff above a 
village. There were people having fun in the 
pub. The lighthouse was shining its bright 
light all around the village and sea. 
  Inside the lighthouse, the keeper was 
writing by candlelight. He was grumpy 
and alone because he was a widower and 
missed his wife very much.
  Suddenly there was a loud noise. 
The keeper ran upstairs to investigate. He 
grabbed his toolbox and went up to the light. 
There he discovered that the light was not 
working. Out on the sea, a ship was sailing 
towards the rocks! 
  The keeper lifted the light to fix it, but 
he tripped on his toolbox, dropped the light 
and it shattered. The keeper could see  
the ship getting closer to the rocks and he 
was scared.
  He ran downstairs to go and see what 
he could do, but as soon as he opened the 
door, he saw the villagers coming up to the 
lighthouse with their lights. They all stood 
at the top of the lighthouse shining their  
lights out to sea. The keeper was feeling 
really happy and the ship was able to steer 
safely away.
  The keeper now knew that he didn’t 
need to be lonely ever again, and that others 
are there, willing to help and support him.

Reuben Shorter
Co Antrim

KEEPING WATCH

Stormy, dark, miserable
The night is cold and terrible 
Wind houles as it hits the bay
The wild Atlantic way
It sings 
As the waves spring 
Up out of the water 
A boat glides as 
It is guided by the light
So bright it glows in the night 
It is called Mizen. 

Mona Clifford
Co Cork
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THE LIGHTHOUSE

Years ago, in a country called China, there 
was a man called Steven Ying. He was 
a lighthouse keeper. His lighthouse was 
the biggest of them all, the light was the 
brightest of them all, but sadly Steven 
wasn’t as big or as bright as his lighthouse 
at all.
  One day, Steven’s lighthouse stopped 
working and that was the day that he had 
left to go and get some groceries and a new 
candle because his other one had worn out. 
He walked outside the store and noticed 
that his lighthouse was being attacked by 
angry villagers. He raced to the lighthouse 
and fell onto the paved ground. The villagers 
left and he lay there – helpless, and alone. 
Morning came and night passed Steven 
lay there with nothing to do but lie on the 
cold hard floor. One day, a lost little child 
stumbled into the lighthouse crying for all 
it was worth. Steven, being as nice as he 
was, felt sorry for the child because she was 
trembling and freezing cold. He decided to 
stand up and fix the lighthouse and start a 
conversation with the child as well. 
  “Tell me little girl, what’s your name?” 
he said gently. 
  The little girl started to stop shaking 
so much when she heard his voice was as 
gentle as it was.
  “Abigale” she said quietly.    
  “My, my, my such a gorgeous name, 
dear!” he replied, smiling. “Why don’t you 
tell me more about yourself, and I’ll make us 
some hot cocoa. I will find some cake as I 
just went shopping. How does that sound?”          
  “Wonderful,” she replied in a happy 
voice and as she ate the cake and drank her 
cocoa. Steven reckoned he saw the ghost 
of a smile flicker across the child’s face. 
  Later that night, Steven decided to let 
the child stay with him for as long as she 
needed. As there was only one bed in the 
lighthouse, Steven gave her the sofa bed in 
his sitting room. As Abigale looked around, 
he decided she would be okay in a room of 

her own. 
  The next morning, Steven made 
breakfast for himself and Abigale and ran a 
bath for her. After she came out of the bath 
and got dressed, Steven took her shopping 
and give her a limit of ten things that she 
could decorate her room with since it looked 
as if Abigale would be staying with him for 
quite a long time. 
  Years passed and once again the 
lighthouse light broke. This time it wasn’t 
the villagers’ fault, it was the age of the light 
house but this time it was far worse. A ship 
was sailing towards the rocks in front of the 
lighthouse. By this time, Abigale was 14. 
She knew how much her foster dad wanted 
to be friends with the villagers, so she 
gathered all her friends and they all stood at 
the lighthouse and held up lanterns. 

Elise Pickering
Co Antrim

OUR LIGHTHOUSE
 
Out across the water, 
Guiding ships across the sea,
There’s a red and white striped building,
Looking out at me.
 
On the most stormy nights,
While ships are gone astray,
The brightness shining from our lighthouse,
Shows the ships their way.
 
We are so grateful for our lighthouse,
So bright and big and tall,
Because without our lighthouse,
We couldn’t see at all.
 
Keelan Griffin
Co Galway

A LIGHT IN THE DARKNESS 

In a small lighthouse off the coast of Ireland, 
a lightkeeper lived. He wasn’t an old man, 
but he wasn’t young either. Each night he 
would tend to the light and from the top of 
the lighthouse, look longingly out to sea. He 
wished with all his heart he could sail around 
the ocean and see the many sights. But he 
knew it couldn’t be so. Even though its glory 
days were well over and it’s beautiful red 
and white paint was peeling and the barriers 
rusty, he loved his lighthouse. It had been 
his home for as long as he could remember. 
The lighthouse may not have been that 
pretty in daylight but at night its glow was 
as glorious as ever. Its golden beam guided 
many sailors safely to shore. 
  As the light keeper lit the light one 
night, he crept to the window and stared at 
the brilliant blue sea. The light was shining 
upon it and it was reflected back at him with 
a beautiful shimmering glow. Everything was 
silent except for the waves lapping at the 
rocks and the gulls crying out from beyond. 
Then a piercing roar broke the silence. A 
huge beast arose, covered in scales with a 
neck nearly as tall as the lighthouse itself. A 
tail whipped around behind him and rows of 
razor-sharp teeth lined his immense jaws. 
His eyes were yellow and seemed to glow 
in the darkness of the night. He let out 
another mighty roar that echoed around the 
coast. Then he disappeared down into the 
depths of the ocean once more.
  The light keeper was bewildered as he 
grabbed onto the railing that ran along the 
edge of the lighthouse. He was beginning to 
feel a bit queasy. He sat down as he stared 
out to sea. He felt calmed by the waves and 
began to see sense again. 
  “I must have imagined it,” he said to 
himself. “Yes, I imagined it, that would be 
impossible.” The monster did not come 
back the next day or the next, so the light 
keeper truly believed he had imagined the 
whole thing. After three days, the light 
keeper thought no more about it.

On the fourth day, the lightkeeper was 
just putting on the light when the monster 
arose again. It gazed over to the edge of the 
beach. Then he peered over at a large rock 
sitting there. 
  All of a sudden, the rock cracked 
and fell apart, revealing a little worm-like 
creature or perhaps… the monster’s baby! 
The baby looked up at its mother in all her 
glory. Then they set off into the sunset. The 
light keeper watched them with tears in his 
eyes. 
  He then realised what he had to do.

Aisling Fitzgerald
Co Cork

THE LITTLE LIGHTHOUSE 

Sitting just past the sea,
On its little bed,
Is the lighthouse,
With its bright shining head.

Sitting looking at the stars,
Which shine so bright,
Up so far,
Not knowing what is wrong or right.

The little lighthouse thinks about who it 
saved,
It did not mind as on it slaved,
Saving people with its clear bright glare,
All through the night it would brightly stare.

But then along came some people 
With an axe and a roar,
And down came the lighthouse,
Staring no more.

Maya O’Hagan
Co Derry
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HOOK LIGHTHOUSE AND A 
SCARY ENCOUNTER
       
Long ago there was a lighthouse that was in 
County Wexford.
  It still remains open for people to go 
and visit to this day.
  The lighthouse was a light beacon for 
the devil long ago. 
  It is said that the light on the very top 
of the lighthouse guided the devil to Loftus 
Hall.
  When he stayed at the hotel that night, 
the devil fell in love with the lady who lived 
there. One night while playing a card game, 
she dropped a card and looked under the 
table and saw his hoofs. The devil shot 
through the roof, never to be seen again.
  The waves around Hook Lighthouse 
are very strong and sometimes scary in 
the winter as they crash against the rocks 
below.
  Hook Lighthouse is one of the oldest 
lighthouses in the world!!! It is 848 years 
old in 2020 and was erected in 1172. As 
of today, the lighthouse stands at 115 feet 
tall!!!
  I myself have been to the lighthouse 
and Loftus Hall too.
  People say that the devil roams around 
the area at the lighthouse as well as lotus 
hall. It is scary but it is also very amazing.

Adrianna Nunes
Co Kilkenny

THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER

The lighthouse stood tall on the craggy rocks like a huge helter-skelter. Behind this huge 
white-washed building lay the little town with lots of happy-go-lucky inhabitants.
  Inside the lighthouse lived the keeper, who tended the powerful light that shone so 
brightly for all ships to see. He was a solitary person, a bit of a loner, quite shy possibly.
  One night the unimaginable happened: as a ship was approaching near the rocks, the 
light went out. In a panic the keeper raced up the steps to see what had happened. He tried 
to lift out the lamp but tripped over his toolbox, and the lamp smashed. He stood up quickly, 
raced back down the steps and ran outside to try and warn the ship. 
  He was at a loss when he suddenly saw all the lamps being carried by the townspeople. 
That saved the ship. The keeper was so relieved and delighted at how his neighbours had 
come to the rescue.
  Sometimes you do need help from others, as things are not always possible on your 
own.

Lucas Allen
Co Antrim

BRAVE SAMMY

Once upon a time in 1890 there was a fisherman. His name was Sammy. 
One night he was in his lighthouse as usual. Just then Sammy heard someone shouting.
 “HELP!!”
The only problem was he could not see in the dark. Then Sammy remembered that he could 
use the light on the lighthouse! 
So, with that he ran up the stairs and flicked on the light. 
“There we go!” said Sammy. 
Sammy hopped into his boat and sailed off into the distance. He saw fins around the 
woman. 
“SHARKS – HELP!!” screamed the lady. Just then Sammy heard a loud bite as a shark bit 
a chunk out of his boat. Then a huge pod of seals came followed by a school of fish. The 
seals formed a shape of a gigantic fish around the boat! This scared off the sharks.
 Sammy pulled the lady, whose name turned out to be Lila, onto his boat. Lila turned out to 
be a beautiful woman with long brown curly hair and big brown eyes. The second Sammy 
saw her he fell madly in love with her. 
They later got married and lived happily ever after in the lighthouse.

Mary Larkin
Co Galway
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THE TREASURE IN THE TIDE

One normal night 
The moon was so bright
It shone upon the ocean 

it made it look like the perfect potion

In the lighthouse a man and his dog sat on a chair
Just at the top of the twisty stair

The two were admiring the view that night
There wasn’t even a need for a light

Just before they went to sleep 
They spotted a bottle that was out in the deep

They raced down the stairs 
While putting on layers
He took off his shoes

Jumping into the murky blues

He swam out to sea 
The bottle brushed past his knee

He grabbed it with joy 
And shouted “we got it boy”

When they unscrewed the cap
Inside was a treasure map 

Back to the lighthouse they strolled
Thinking what would they do with the gold

Early morning, they jumped in the boat 
Gripping onto the important note

They put up their sail
Hoping this trip wouldn’t be a fail

The dog started barking
As they approached their marking 

The man jumped in dressed
He came back up with a chest

The two sat in the boat in delight 
Gazing at the magnificent sight
They were hero’s they were told

Because they found the Queen’s missing gold

They got a huge reward from the King
From the top of the lighthouse you could hear them sing.

Robyn Malone
Co Cork
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ELLIE BANKS’ DIARY, 1940

Dear Diary, 
  I wish everything was back to the way it used to be. I hate this stupid war. Now 
these odd children from London are coming and behaving like they own the place. 
Just yesterday, Daddy was told he’d have to paint our beloved lighthouse, the only 
place we’d ever lived in, G-R-E-E-N. 
  When I was two, I helped paint this lighthouse the bright red it is today. That’s 
one of the only memories I have of Mummy, who died when I was nearly three. Now 
our lovely ruby red is going to be washed away by some dark paint. When I complain, 
everyone just says it’s for the good of the war and Great Aunt Josephine just tuts. 
  I think they’re planning to paint it on Friday. I could switch the paints maybe. 
Throw the paint out or maybe I’ll just make a petition. All I know is that I have to do 
something.

Dear Diary, 
  I’ve been thinking frantically since yesterday, but I still can’t think of a solution 
to my problem that would work. 
  I hope I can come up with something before Friday. I was thinking we might be 
able to cover the lighthouse with something nice that’s also dark or paint it another 
colour that’s dark but nicer than green to make it camouflage. 
  I was thinking I could think of some thing to cover it and then make a petition 
and get loads of signatures from the town then I could present it to the town council 
or something. 
  Wait a second – we could paint the lighthouse purple and then it would be dark 
and pretty, though I wouldn’t be able to see the memories of Mummy as clearly it 
would be for the good of the war as everyone says. I’ll get working on the petition 
right away.

Dear Diary, 
  Tomorrow’s Friday so I had to put my plan into action. Today I went down to the 
town collecting signatures for my petition. Most children signed, including the ones 
from London because they liked the red or they were friends with me. The adults 
were a bit more reluctant. I only got a few adult signatures. 
  When I brought the petition down to the town hall, they just laughed and me 
and said to each other, “Look there’s a little girl here who has a petition signed by 
children who wants her daddy’s lighthouse to be painted purple” and they laughed 
at me. There was nothing to do now but wait and see if they changed their minds.

Dear Diary, 
  The workmen started painting the lighthouse at 8am. While they were doing it, 
Daddy was in the kitchen crying and I was in my bedroom feeling that I could have 
done more. When they were finished painting at 10am, I went outside with Daddy. 
When he saw the horrible green paint on our lovely lighthouse, Daddy slumped to 
his knees and started crying. I felt like doing it too. 

Grace Nic Mhathúna
Co Dublin

CLIFF TOP

I gaze out of my bedroom window in our new house. I see a cliff top 
lighthouse over to the right and below I see the beach. Nobody swims 
down there; they all swim in harbour beach down the road. I turn away 
from the window and head downstairs for lunch. 
  My sister Faye is playing with Elle, our youngest sister. As a matter 
of fact, she turned five last month. My mum hands me a sandwich. 
  “Can you pick me up a bag of flour at the shop, sweetie?” she asks, 
trying to get Coen to eat his lunch. 
  I’m half-way to the shop when it starts lashing rain. I look around 
hurriedly for shelter. The storms on this part of the island can get very 
fierce quickly. Kylie, the girl who lives in the lighthouse (she is also the 
only girl who isn’t my sister that lives on the island) beckons me over. 
  “This way,” she says when I reach her, pulling me towards the 
beach. 
  “I’m not sure this is a good idea,” I say, hoping to talk some sense 
into her. 
  We’ve reached the beach now, but it’s covered in the sea. I hold on 
to the cliff so the waves don’t pull me out to sea. Kylie has waded into a 
cave now and is nearly out of sight. 
  When I catch up to her, she’s standing on a rock and pulling on 
a trapdoor on the top of the cave. At last, it gives way. She climbs up 
into… well wherever that trapdoor leads. She pulls me up and when my 
eyes adjust to the dark I can see we’re in some sort of cellar. Kylie leads 
me up a pair of stone steps carved out of the rock. The steps lead up 
into a tall circular building. There’s only one building like this in town: The 
lighthouse. Kylie pushes me towards the door. 
  “Feel free to come and visit,” she says. “Just enter the right way 
next time.” 
  She grins and waves goodbye. It’s only when I get home I realise I 
forgot to get the flour. Mum tells me it doesn’t matter as she hangs my 
wet clothes on the washing line.
  I put on the jeans and jumper mum gives me and I go up to my room 
to wave to the lighthouse. I may be hallucinating but I think I see a little 
hand wave back. I sigh. Maybe life won’t be so bad on the island with a 
friend now. 
  Oh boy, was I wrong. This morning, I found a note addressed to me 
on the doorstep…

Elizabeth Allen
Co Dublin
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A JOB AND A HALF

The waves crashed on to the small island of Bluestone Island just off the 
north-east side of Ireland, where a small but good lighthouse stood high 
above the rocks. Its beacon produced about 1,200 lumens.
  But on one very stormy night disaster struck: its light broke on the 
night the ships needed it the most. This would be a job and a half. Trackers 
spotted a ship 1.84 nautical miles away, the ship was moving at about 
eight knots. It had been almost two decades since someone lost their life 
here, and the record wasn’t ending tonight. 
  The sea around Bluestone Island was filled with rocks. They’re easy 
to see in the day but in the dark, not so much. That’s why the lighthouse 
is so important, so ships can see the rocks. 
  The lighthouse keeper went up to see what the problem was. He 
found a stone in the diesel tank. The wind must have picked it up off the 
ground and flung it at the diesel tank. Replacing it would take around five 
hours, but he did not have the time right now. There was no one within five 
nautical miles he could call. He would have to face it himself. There were 
no spare diesel tanks in the lighthouse.
  There were only three flashlights with him in the lighthouse and there 
was no way three of them could make the same amount of light as the 
beacon could. The boat was a fishing boat, it had around six people on 
board and all six of them could lose their lives. The keeper could not be 
responsible for the deaths. He’d lose his job if they died, so what could he 
do to stop that happening? 
  Without thinking, he ran down the stairs and grabbed the flashlights, 
a hat and some duct-tape, before running out the door of the lighthouse. 
Quickly he duct-taped the flashlights to the hat and put it on his head. He 
ran to the edge of the rocks and turned on the flashlights then jumped in 
the sea. 
  He could see the boat in the distance. He held his head up high while 
looking at the boat. He watched the boat as it got closer and closer. He 
didn’t know if his plan would work. The boat came up and turned out of the 
way of the rocks. They stopped at the edge to ask what happened. The 
lighthouse keeper told them everything. When the fishermen got back to 
Ireland, they went to bed. The next day, they told RTE what happened and 
the lighthouse keeper was in the news. 

Ciaran Campbell
Co Dublin

 MY BEDTIME BRIGHT

When I was a very little girl, I used to ask my mom: 
“How come when we went to Nana and Grandads 
house, we did not pack my night light, the light 
that used shine on the ceiling every night to 
help me go to sleep?” 
  “Because you don’t need it at Nana’s 
house,” my mom said.
  I now know why…
  The Fastnet Rock lighthouse is 
situated at the most southerly point of 
Ireland in the Atlantic Ocean or, as I liked to 
call it, “Grandad’s Pond”, as he fished there 
every day. This lighthouse is the tallest (177 
feet) and widest in Ireland and UK. The 
Fastnet Rock (or Carraig Aonair, meaning 
lonely rock), lies roughly seven miles from 
Crookhaven, in West Cork. 
  My grandparents told me lots of stories 
about the Fastnet Lighthouse. One story 
was that the rock is used as a mark in the 
water for yachts to go around in a world 
famous race, a 700 mile trip every year.
  Another story Grandad told me was 
about how the lighthouse came to be built 
on the Fastnet. In 1847 an American 
ship was lost in this area and bad fog 
often hid the rock from many boats as 
they passed.

The Titanic also sailed past this lighthouse on her one 
and only journey to New York in 1912.
  Even though Fastnet Lighthouse was voted the fifth 

best lighthouse in Europe, it definitely gets number 
one place in my heart, because I am lucky enough to 
have it on the doorstep of my grandparents’ home.
  The reason this lighthouse is so special to me 
is because I grew up (yes I’m still growing) having 
sleep-overs and holidays in my grandparents’ B & 
B in Crookhaven and The Fastnet can be seen from 
their house.
  I remember being very small going to sleep 
and, because my mom used push her bed up against 
the window as a child, she did the same with mine. 
After all I did need my night-light to shine bright to 
help me sleep, didn’t I? We would count how long it 
took for the light from the lighthouse to go around 

and shine in my bedroom window… 
It was seven seconds. And 

another seven seconds. 
And another… 
And another…
And I would be 
asleep, dreaming 
of summers in my 
grandparents’ home.

Emily Newman 
Vaughan
Co Cork
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The lighthouse,The lighthouse,

pirate and queen ofpirate and queen of  
oceanocean

long, long time ago...

When i will be
older i want to be

a pirate

This is how this pirate adventure began

arrrrr Hello my crew! My
name is Captain Wiktor. At
the beginning I will tell

you something about
myself.

My mum is very nervous
when I don't come back in

time for my pirate
breakfast. Unfortunately I
can't always find my way

home. It can be very dark

I love my porridge 

This is my pirate boat - Grey 
Parrot

The ocean has not been kind to 
me for some time

I wonder who
hinders my

sea
adventures
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wind
blow

Oh no !
Storm
again.

due to this storm I
won't be able to
get to my mum's
breakfast again.
she'll be angry

worried pirate wiktor

haha... I am the queen
of the sea. You won't
be home soon. Try to

find a way
The queen of the sea causes storms

I will
defeat you,
sea queen

i have
idea

I will build a
lighthouse. it will
light my way home.

I won't be afraid of
storms.

Wiktor Pirate Lighthouse 
Construction Plan Surprised Queen of the ocean...

Wiktor Wojnilowicz - 
Lambucki
Co Sligo

The lighthouse is
ready. Now me and
other pirates will

always go back
home safely

i came back home safely



 110 | STORYKEEPERS VOLUME I AGE TEN | 111 

See - something
lights the land.
probably Pirate
wiktor and his

idea of   defeating
the ocean queen

The lighthouse lights the safe return home for all conquerors of the 
seas and oceans

return home a lighthouse lights the way home

I was
able to

get home
in time

yummy yummy my delicious 
porridge

hello lighthouse my
name is queen of

oceans and we have
to make friends

the queen of the oceans gives 
up

About Great Lighthouses of Ireland

For hundreds of years lighthouses have helped seafarers find their way. 
Now they shine their light on a truly unique experience around the 
stunning coastline of Ireland. Great Lighthouses of Ireland, is a new all-
island tourism initiative, developed by the Commissioners of Irish Lights.

Starring ...

Wiktor - Pirate Maggie - queen of the ocean
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The lighthouses

THE LOST LIGHTHOUSE TREASURE

One day, there was a little boy named Luke. He lived with his mum and 
grandfather. Luke’s family was poor and lived in a small house. Luke didn’t 
really like school, but he loved history. 
  Luke’s grandfather told all the children stories after school. He told 
great stories, but Luke’s favourite was the story of the Lost Lighthouse 
Treasure. All of Luke’s friends said the story wasn’t real, but Luke believed 
it. His grandfather always said it was real, but they didn’t have any proof. 
  One day when Luke asked his grandfather about it, he showed him 
a gold necklace. 
  “What is this?” Luke asked.
   “It’s treasure,” Grandpa said. 
  “But it’s just a gold necklace,” Luke said. 
  “It’s treasure from the lost lighthouse,” Grandpa said. Luke’s mouth 
dropped open in amazement. 
  “Many years ago, I found this in the ocean,” Grandpa said. 
  “Wow, cool! We must find that lighthouse,” Luke said. “We’ll start 
looking tomorrow.”
  The next morning, Luke and his grandfather set off on their boat. 
Hours went by and they still hadn’t found anything. When they got home, 
Luke’s mum was crying. She was looking at a big pile of bills that needed 
to be paid. 
  “If we don’t get some money soon, we’re going to lose our house,” 
Mum cried. 
  Luke said, “But how? We have nothing to sell! We must find that 
treasure.”
  The next day after school Luke and Grandpa set off again. This time 
they found something amazing. It was a shipwreck that had been washed 
onto the shore. They went to explore and found a large box. They opened 
it and found an old map. 
  There was a problem with the map, though. It showed an extra island 
that they had never seen before. It was only small and wasn’t too far away, 
so they set off again in their boat. In the distance they saw the island and 
on the cliff, they saw an old lighthouse. 
  “I think we found it, Luke,” Grandpa said. 
  “Yippee!” Luke said. 
  When they got closer, they noticed a bottle with an old piece of paper 
inside. They opened it and removed another map. It was a map of the 
Island. In one corner there was a big red X marked on it. They ran to 
that spot and started digging. They found a huge chest full of treasure 
and that’s when Grandpa shouted: “WE FOUND LOST LIGHTHOUSE 
TREASURE!”
  Luke was so excited. 
  They went home and showed Luke’s mum and she was the happiest 
she had ever been. They sold the treasure and bought a big, brand-new 
house. Luke’s friends now believed the story of the Lost Lighthouse 
Treasure and after that they all lived happily ever after. 

Keira Kelly
Co Galway
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FOLLOW THE LIGHT

Out at sea, in the middle of a storm,
The cook was below deck trying to keep warm.

Four sailors were scooping water off the deck and into the sea,
They all wished they were at home with their friends and family.

Lightning clashed with a clap of thunder!
Would they ever get home? They could only hope and wonder.

Then suddenly, a miracle appeared....
Could it be the lighthouse owned by Grandpa Pierce?

Yes, it was, the crew had been saved!
As a result, they whooped and raved.

The dazzling brightness of the lighthouse light,
Guiding the ship through the darkness of the night.

Helping them dodge shaggy, sharp rocks,
Leading them to the safe and sheltered docks.

Katie Shaw
Co Antrim

LONELY BOY

There was a boy called Mohamed. He had scruffy brown hair. It was very 
tatty, but he liked it that way. His mum was a small woman called Alisha. 
Mohamed’s dad was a tall man with a great sense of humour. His sister 
was called Shannon she was a year younger than Mohamed, who was 
12 years old.
  They lived in a lighthouse on an island off Northern Ireland. They all 
had strong Irish accents. Mohamed and Shannon were home-schooled 
by their mum. Their dad slept most of the day because he was up at the 
lighthouse most nights.
Mohamed had a dream to get off the island. He loved the island but 
needed some adventure. The only people he knew were his family.
  One night while he lay in bed, Mohamed imagined being on the 
mainland and having a friend. That was all he wanted: a friend. He 
decided he would try to run away the next night.
  He woke up at midnight the next night and grabbed his bag and an 
apple. Mohamed opened the door and it creaked quietly. He heard his 
dad up with the light. It was so bright he had to look at the ground.
  He spotted the rowing boat. This was the closest he had ever come 
to escaping. He clambered into the boat grabbed the oars and started 
his journey to the mainland.
It took till sunrise to get there. He lay down by the harbour exhausted. He 
started to fall asleep until a giant ding a ling ling woke him up. He knew 
what it was, it was the school bell!
  This was his big chance. He saw all the kids rush into school. He 
thought he would wait till the lunch bell rang but he didn’t need to wait 
long because a skinny boy with spiked up blond hair and a sad face 
arrived. 
  The boy shouted, “Who are you?!” 
  Mohamed answered “Mohamed,” shyly. The boy had an Indian 
accent.
  The boy ran inside and Mohamed was alone again. When the lunch 
bell went, Mohamed spotted the boy sitting on a bench alone. Mohamed 
went over to him. The boy looked at him and said: “My name is Raj.” 
  Mohamed told Raj what he had done. Raj had thought he was 
pulling his leg until after school Mohamed showed Raj the boat. Raj had 
no words.
  Raj asked why he did it. Mohamed told him that he knew no one 
but his family, and now Raj. Raj looked bewildered, and then Raj’s mum 
came and picked him up.
  Mohamed didn’t know what to do now, but he didn’t have to think 
long. About ten minutes after Raj went, he felt a hard hand on his 
shoulder he knew it was his dad’s. His whole family came and hugged 
him; his mum was crying.
  They travelled back on the dinghy; they had a long talk and at the 
end decided that Mohamed could see Raj once a week.

Jamie Lutton
Co Antrim
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THE UNEXPECTED LIGHTHOUSE ADVENTURE

It was early in the morning when the children woke up. They heard their mum slamming 
the door as she left for work. Tim, the oldest child, spotted a note on the kitchen table. The 
note read: 
  You have to spend the day with your dad because I have a big meeting today. Have a 
good day, xx.
  Tim called his brother and sister. His sister Aoife looked a bit disappointed, but his 
brother John looked excited. 
  The children’s dad, Bert, worked as a painter of lighthouses. He had lots of very long 
ladders and buckets of black and white paint in his van. Bert called the children, as it was 
time to leave for work, so they all bundled into the back of his van. 
  They arrived at the lighthouse and Bert told the children to play outside while he set off 
to start painting. The children climbed down the rocks behind the lighthouse. Aoife noticed 
how much plastic had washed up on the rocks. Aoife started picking up the plastic, but the 
boys got bored. Tim and John ran off to play tag in the lighthouse gardens. 
  After a few minutes, Tim heard a shriek from the rocks. He and John ran over to 
see what had happened. Aoife was in the water, screaming and splashing about. It was 
too deep and Aoife was not a strong swimmer. The boys spotted a ship close by. It was a 
lighthouse ship, ILV Granuaile. There was a small boat heading to the lighthouse from the 
ship.
  The boys started waving their arms and jumping up and down to get the attention of 
the boat. Suddenly the little boat changed direction and headed towards them. The boys 
climbed down to the waters edge to show the boat where Aoife was. When the boat got 
close enough, they threw in a lifebuoy to Aoife and told her to grab onto it. Aoife held onto 
the lifebuoy and they pulled her over to the boat, and lifted her in. 
  The boys headed back to the lighthouse. When they arrived, the men from the boat 
met them with a very wet Aoife in their arms. Bert was shocked and puzzled: he had not 
seen anything because he was busy painting a black stripe on the lighthouse. 
  The men carried Aoife to the van where Bert had a towel that he used for cleaning up 
paint. He wrapped it around her and told the boys to hop in as they were going home. On 
the journey home, the children told Bert all about what had happened. Bert was cross that 
the boys had left Aoife on her own. Although Aoife was wet, she was happy because she 
got a trip in a boat. 
  What an unexpected lighthouse adventure!!

Mia Ryan
Co Wicklow

Leathanach trasna:
AN SOLAS AG TAITNEMH A THUGANN ABHAILE MUID

Doireann Ní Mhuirí
An Mhí
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THE LIGHTHOUSE ON PEARL 
ISLAND

“Over there, Father,” I cried, pointing 
towards a light turning on and off. Father 
and I had been sailing off the coast of Salt 
Island and we had been caught in a raging 
storm and pulled out to sea.
  We had been on the boat for over 
three hours and were completely numb with 
the cold; we were also starving, as we had 
last eaten at one and it was now seven and 
turning dark.
  Salt Island is a dark and angry place 
but about five miles straight across from 
our island, there is an island called Pearl 
Island and it is apparently the opposite of 
Salt. I have never been there because we 
are strictly forbidden, but I have heard that 
the weather is nice and sunny and that it is 
known to be the Island of Peace.
  I helped Father and together we tried 
to sail the boat towards the light.
  “Summer!” shouted my father over the 
roar of the sea. “Lean towards me and pull 
the rope to your left.” I did so, and we finally 
got the boat under control. This only lasted 
for about ten seconds, but we had got the 
boat facing the right direction.
  After what seemed like an hour, the 
boat came to a stop and I saw a deserted 
beach that stretched out in front of us. I 
scrambled off and looked around. 
  “Wow,” I said quietly.
  Father, who was beside me, took in a 
deep breath. 
  “We survived, Summer, we really did 
and now, why now, I think we are standing 
on a forbidden island. Oh, Summer we’re 
alive and are on Pearl Island!”
  I gasped and then said: “Father, we 
need to find shelter and food, so let’s go,” 
and with that, I took his hand and together 
we ran up the ramp and into the heart of a 
forbidden island.

“Golly, why you’ve had an adventurous night 
and that Salt Island place sounds horrible!” 
exclaimed a jolly woman whose name was 
Lulu. She had been going for a late-night 
walk when she spotted Father and me. She 
brought us in to her warm and cosy cottage. 
We were now sitting on big soft comfy 
chairs and warming ourselves up with hot 
chocolate and the fire that was burning in 
Lulu’s grate. Together Father and I had told 
her about our day and all about Salt Island, 
which felt very far away indeed.
  “It is,” I replied, “and I think I just had a 
marvellous idea!”
  “Do tell, dear child,” urged my father. 
  “You know how Mother is still back at 
Salt Island?”.
  Lulu and Father nodded. 
  “Well, what if, when the storm dies 
down, we get a good strong boat and sail 
back to Salt, collect our stuff and Mother, 
sail back here again and buy the cottage 
just beside dear Lulu’s?”
  “Why Summer, you smart girl!”
  And that is what we did. My family now 
live on Pearl Island in a cottage beside dear 
Lulu’s. And now the blue and white striped 
lighthouse that saved mine and Father’s life 
is where my father works, because, if it was 
not there he and I would not be here. 
  So all I can say is, never ever under-
estimate how important lighthouses are, 
because maybe one day a lighthouse will 
save your life.

Ava Hennigan
Co Dublin 

THE LIGHTHOUSE 

Friday night, in amongst the dark streets of a village below a lighthouse, villagers partied in 
a small crowded tavern, chatting to their friends and dancing to music. 
  Meanwhile an old, grumpy lightkeeper named Jimmy was in his lighthouse away from 
all of the villagers, doing his important book-keeping with only a small candle to see with. 
He really hated being left out of all the fun, but he told himself he had to always stay at the 
lighthouse in case something went wrong. 
  That night something terrible happened. The huge, bright light in the lighthouse went 
out! Jimmy’s heart sank. He rushed up the big, long, oak staircase, lifted his heavy toolbox, 
went further up the winding staircase, into the lantern room, set his toolbox down and went 
to see what was wrong. Jimmy opened the hatch where the light was kept. Right at that 
moment he heard a ship fast approaching the headland. 
  Jimmy panicked, he was holding the light in his hands when he tumbled over his 
toolbox, smashing the light. Jimmy feared that the ship would crash into the rocks below. 
He scrambled to his feet and rushed down the huge staircase to look for help. 
  When he opened the old, wooden door, all of the villagers were standing there with 
little but bright lights. Jimmy was amazed, he let the villagers inside the lighthouse and 
showed them to his small balconies. The captain of the big ship saw the light and steered 
his boat around. 
  Jimmy was feeling so relieved and together with the villagers they showed that working 
together can save a lot of lives. 
 
Olivia Bingham
Co Antrim
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OFF THE PATH

The air was still and calm as the police wandered around 
the station, patrolling the wired fence that stood around the 
buildings.
  The moon was large and bright, but Sasha was not 
focussed on the moon. She was running. Running, if you want 
to be specific, from the blue police cars that had been chasing 
her for the past hour, until she turned a sharp, tight corner 
and lost them. She had escaped from her prison, a high-
security one.
  You must be wondering: how in the world did she 
escape?
  Well, that’s information that will be given later. 
  This particular girl had escaped from many prisons. 
She went from minimum security to security as high as 

the police of her town could find.
  At last, after five long years, after making friends with 

a tree that had been vandalised by several prisoners, she 
was out and free. She decided, in the now, that she would 

not be caught again. 
  She glanced down at the map she had grabbed swiftly on 
her way out. Just turn left and run some more, then I will be at 
the museum – I’ll find my way from there. She threw the map 
onto the ground, knowing she wouldn’t need it anymore; she 
knew her small hometown like the back of her hand.
  She knew exactly where she was headed: The lighthouse.

*  *  *

She approached the tall white and red lighthouse and went 
inside. 
  A fierce-looking policeman was standing inside.
  The door behind Sasha clicked, and locked…

Anna Rosalina Blaauw
Co Antrim

THE MAGIC LIGHTHOUSE

Five explorers were sailing on a boat, 
determined to find new land. The tides were 
rolling and splashing, but they had decided 
not to go home until their mission was 
accomplished. 
  Suddenly Alex, an eager and 
extroverted nineteen-year-old girl, said, 
“Hang on a second! What is that!?” 
  Everyone turned their heads. A gloomy 
looking island hung nearby. Alex continued, 
“It’s not here on the map!” She stabbed at 
her map with one of her stubby fingers. “It 
must be new land!” 
  Everyone made the boat turn towards 
the island. They set off towards it, shivering 
with excitement.

*  *  *

Once they arrived at the island, they 
immediately recognised a tall, luminous 
lighthouse. Alex and Harvey, a twenty-
two-year-old man who was always itching 
to discover new things, rushed up to it. 
Everyone else followed reluctantly. Morgan, 
an eighteen-year-old boy who always 
followed the rules (and it has to be said, was 
quite a bore), hung back, looking anxious. 
  “Come on, Morgan!” yelled Harvey. 
“There aren’t any rules here!”
  Rolling his eyes, Morgan trudged after 
them. Suddenly he jumped, and that was 
because he heard a booming squeak that 
came from Martha, his twin. Martha had a 
very, very loud voice.
  “GUYS!!! I FOUND THE DOOR TO 
THE LIGHTHOUSE!!” she called. Alex 
and Harvey bounded towards her. Morgan 
tensed and walked briskly over to them. 
However, Garnet, a cripplingly shy twenty-
three-year-old, shuffled towards them slyly.

*  *  *

When they got near the top of the lighthouse 
stairs, the light from the top bit was so bright 
they had to squint just to be near it. All of 
them shuffled into the top and they found 
the source of the blinding light. It came from 
a light bulb, a light bulb almost as big as 
themselves. Alex ran up to it, shielding her 
eyes, and ran her finger across it. Then, 
with a POP! so loud their ear drums almost 
shattered, Alex disappeared. Harvey, 
Morgan, Martha and Garnet all gasped. 
Then an even more unexpecting thing 
happened: Morgan rushed up to it eagerly 
and did the same thing Alex did.
  POP!
  All aghast, Harvey and Martha and 
Garnet glanced at each other. Morgan was 
the last person that they expected to do 
that.
  Then Harvey, almost reluctantly, 
stepped towards the bulb and dragged his 
finger across it.
  POP!
  Martha did it next.
  POP!
  Garnet seriously considered rushing 
away. Then curiosity got the better of her.
  POP!
  Martha felt her back pressed against a 
bench. A book was opened on her lap. She 
felt something icy around her neck. A snake 
was wrapped around it. She noticed a dog’s 
nose in her lap. She heard the faint canter 
of horses and she saw a couple of pandas 
munching their favourite food. 
  Martha was in the place she always 
wanted to be in. She adored animals and 
reading. Then suddenly, she was back in 
the lighthouse, with her friends, who were 
smiling broadly.

Vivienne O’Sullivan
Co Cork
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HOOK HEAD’S PROBLEM

My name is Lighthouse Keeper Wilson. 
I live in the lighthouse at Hook Head in 
County Wexford. I like my life. It’s very 
simple, except for one thing – a seagull 
named Gully. Now Gully is not your average 
seagull. Oh no, he is a very clever seagull. 
But he uses his wisdom in the wrong way. 
He uses it to make trouble.
  Today I had a really rough day because 
of Gully. I awoke this morning to hear the 
birds chirping. 
  “Ah, this is the life,” I sighed. Suddenly 
there was a loud screech. Guess who it 
was? It was Gully. I decided that kippers 
would be good for breakfast so I went to 
see my fisherman pal Archie. I knew he was 
down at the beach selling fish so I went 
to see him. I got one kipper, but once I’d 
paid the money, Gully stole my kipper and 
he flew away. Archie felt so sorry for me 
he gave me a free kipper. “Ha!” I said to 
myself. I had tricked Gully. I went home 
and cooked the kipper. I opened the widow 
and put the kipper at the windowsill to cool 
down. I turned around to make a cup of 
tea. Once my tea was ready I went over to 
get my kipper but it was gone, and on the 
windowsill was Gully with my breakfast in 
his mouth. 
  To calm myself down I went outside to 
plant flowers. When I was finished, I went 
for a walk to Loftus Hall as I often did, as 
this place fascinates me. When I returned, 
all my lovely flowers were pulled out of the 
ground and Gully had a flower in his mouth.
 I was exhausted so I decided to sit down 
on my favourite chair. I pulled the footrest 
up and was about to sit down when I heard 
squawking from outside my window. It was 
Gully again! He was being very annoying. I 
walked out onto my balcony and shouted, 
“Get lost, Gully!”
  He looked at me and laughed. “As if,” 
he squawked. 
  “If you come back again, I’ll have to get 
my gun,” I threatened Gully. Gully laughed 

SAVING LIVES

This very week a year ago, Sarah and Sean 
were about to have the biggest adventure 
ever. These two fearless twins lived with 
their mother and father and their dog Danny. 
They lived right beside the sea. The twins 
and Danny went to the seaside every day.   
  One day the twins heard two builders 
whispering about the lighthouse. The 
twins wondered why the builders were 
talking about the lighthouse and after 
eavesdropping some more, they found out. 
This is what the twins heard:
  ”Once that old lighthouse is knocked it 
will be the perfect place for a hotel, not that 
anybody will miss it! Its paint is peeling and 
its windows have practically fallen off!”
  The twins were heartbroken that the 
little lighthouse was going to be demolished. 
Their family and many others had had many 
happy and special times together there. 
Both twins knew that the lighthouse was 
not in tip top condition, but it had saved so 
many lives and was an important part of 
their community. They raced home and told 
their parents what they had heard. The two 
parents were astonished. Dad got angry 
and started beating his fists on the wooden 
table. 
  “They can’t do that. I will not let that 
happen!” he roared.
  When the children were going to bed, 
Sarah came up with a daring plan! The plan 
was for the children to row a raft out to the 

and pooped on my head. Then he flew into 
my house and down the stairs. I ran after 
him but I fell down the stairs. As I fell, Dilly 
my cleaner came in the door. She took one 
look at me and said: 
  ”I’ll call 999.”
  So now I’m in the hospital with a 
broken leg. I pick up the magazine that’s 
on my bedside table. Hmm, a lighthouse 
keeper is needed in Antarctica. I wonder if 
Gully will find me there?

Annalise Hudson
Co Wexford

sea, then carefully row their way halfway to 
shore and from there send out a distress 
signal. If all went to plan, the lighthouse 
light would guide them to safety and show 
everyone how important a lighthouse really 
is! The two children were risking their lives, 
but they felt it was a risk worth taking. 
  The next morning, over breakfast, the 
children bravely told their surprised parents 
the plan. The adults were worried, but they 
knew it was the right thing to do. At once, 
they started working on a crude raft, and 
had it assembled by the evening. 
  The following day, they put their plan 
into action. The first part worked and so did 
the second. But there was a problem with 
the distress signal. It just wouldn’t work… 
the children started paddling frantically. 
They didn’t know which direction they were 
going. 
  Meanwhile, on shore, the parents were 
getting worried, so in distress they raced 
into the lighthouse, sprinted up the old 
stairs and turned on the light. All at once the 
children saw the bright beam of light and 
started paddling furiously towards it! They 
reached dry land in no time! 
  “That lighthouse just saved our lives,” 
they panted. “That is the reason we should 
keep it!”.
  The stunned builders murmured 
together until they reached an agreement 
and declared they would not knock down 
the lighthouse and would build their hotel 
somewhere else. 
That night, the brave twins and their relieved 
parents watched the sun set over the 
lighthouse as darkness fell.

Cara Keane
Co Dublin

THE UNEXPECTED SAVIOUR

It was a beautiful summer’s evening in 
1854. Max happily bounced down the road 
with his owner, the lighthouse keeper of 
Loop Head, Co Clare. They were returning 
home after their evening walk. Max loved his 
owner and their busy life in the lighthouse. 
Max ran inside the lighthouse and curled up 
on his fluffy dog bed.
  A few hours later, Max awoke to the 
sound of crunching. He ran outside and saw 
the roof slowly cracking. In a few minutes 
it was going to fall! Max peered inside the 
lighthouse and saw that the lighthouse 
keeper was fast asleep. Max had to save 
him! 
  Max ran inside as fast as his legs could 
carry him. He looked up at the roof. It was 
breaking fast! Plaster scattered the floor 
like snow as Max threw a rope onto his 
owner’s leg. He then grabbed the rope in 
his mouth and ran towards the door, pulling 
the lighthouse keeper behind him. He pulled 
his owner through the door just as the roof 
came crashing down. The sound woke him 
and he was very happy. 
  “Well done boy, thank you!” he said. 
  Max was so proud that he had saved 
his owner. 

  The lighthouse needed a new roof, so 
while the builders were fixing the lighthouse, 
Max and his owner had a holiday! They 
went to Lahinch. The sun was shining and 
Max felt happy and relaxed as he paddled 
through the sea. 

Chloe Shelly
Co Limerick
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THE SHIP THAT STILL SAILS

One day everyone was getting ready to 
board the new ship, the Queen Victoria. 
The ship filled fast with customers eager to 
board her.
  The fearsome Queen Victoria was 
being loaded with millions of people wishing 
to ride the newest ship. A few hours after 
being loaded, the Queen Victoria set sail on 
her journey. Everyone went to explore the 
decks, to find their room on this big ship. 
  The Queen Victoria was full of the most 
stunning things. It had a movie theatre, a 
pool, a dining room and so much more. She 
had five thousand rooms for guests and 
including the basements there were eight 
thousand rooms altogether.
  The Queen Victoria’s trip was for over 
a month, but she was loaded with food and 
drink to last for up to three months. She 
was expected to be the best ship and never 
to crash. Though one day people thought 
otherwise. 
  It was just a normal day, everyone 
relaxing and having fun. Mums and dads 
were relaxing and kids were swimming 
thinking it was a normal day but that night 
something strange happened. That night 
the Queen Victoria was riding through some 
rough waves and was getting close to some 
sharp rocks. There was a lighthouse in the 
middle of all these rocks. 
  The man in the lighthouse realised the 
lightbulb was not working. He searched all 
over the lighthouse, in all the cupboards 
and all the drawers but he could not find a 
lightbulb. 
  Meanwhile, onboard the Queen Victoria, 
everyone was standing on the deck. No 
one could see the rocks, but they could see  
that the lighthouse light was not working. 
No one panicked and they all went back to 
bed thinking the lights would turn on in a 
minute. 
  The man at the lighthouse searched 
all over again. The Queen Victoria was 
very close to the rocks and he was getting 

worried. It would be all his fault if the Queen 
Victoria crashed. 
  He searched and searched and 
eventually took the bulb out of his bedroom 
light. It had very little light left but it would 
have to do. He ran upstairs and put the 
lightbulb in the light. 
  The Queen Victoria quickly steered 
away, avoiding crashing into the rocks. The 
crew cheered with joy at their escape. That 
is how the Queen Victoria still sails the seas!

THE LIGHTHOUSE

Up on the hill,
The lighthouse stands still,
With windows all shattered,
And all the doors battered.

On a dark stormy night,
The lighthouse was shining bright,
Water clashing against the rocks.
The boats were swaying in the docks.

But wait what was that?
Was it a rat or a bat?
Out in the distance they could see,
A large shape, but what could it be?

It was a boat,
All afloat,
There wasn’t a being to be seen,
But a ghostly figure, what could it have been?

The lights went out,
And there was a loud shout,
Then a high pitch cackle,
And the clink of a shackle.

The ghost on the boat,
Has never risked his own throat,
But instead haunts the lighthouse,
On the island of Cathrouse.

Jake McGurk
Co Armagh

Olivia Toner
Co Antrim
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JOHN AND THE LIGHTHOUSE

Parktale is a small town beside the Atlantic Ocean. There is a lighthouse there with a very 
special role in the town.
  Every evening at 7:00pm, John goes out to the lighthouse to switch on the lights for 
any ships coming in. John is the closest person to the lighthouse and the tradition has been 
going through his family for years now. John has been doing his job since he was ten years 
old! His dad had taught him every night until John had finally done it himself. One night 
when his dad got sick and too old, John took up the job for his dad and has been doing it 
ever since.
  It was 6:59 on a Friday evening. John was going out to the lighthouse. He unlocked 
the lighthouse doors, went up the spiral stairs that felt like it took forever to get up (that is 
the one thing that John always hated about the lighthouse) and as he got up to the top, he 
heard a slam. CLUNK! “What happened?” John thought.
  He was a fully grown man, but he suddenly felt like a child again. He didn’t know what 
to do and he felt really lightheaded. He went over to the lighthouse window to see if it was 
windy and maybe the door shut from the wind, but it was a very calm evening. John knew 
that once you are in the lighthouse and the door shuts, you can’t get back out again.
  John went to turn on the lights anyway because that’s what he went there to 
do. He suddenly realised, he had brought his phone! The only thing was, he lived on 
his own and all of his kids lived at least twenty minutes, if not half an hour, away. He  
decided since there was no one else to ring he would ring one of his children who has a 
spare key to the lighthouse anyway. So he took out his phone and went to ring them but 
there was no signal. 
  He decided to keep trying. After about thirty minutes he finally got connection but by 
now he was sweating badly. 
  “Hello?” John said. He could barely talk he was so sweaty.
  “Dad?” His eldest daughter was on the other end of the line.
  “I need help. I know you live twenty-five minutes away, but I came up to turn on the 
lights in the lighthouse and I think someone might have closed the door on me and I cannot 
get out. You have a spare key. Can you come and get me please?” 
  “Oh no! Dad, are you okay? I’m on my way.” The phone then hung up.
  After thirty minutes he heard the door open. His daughter came sprinting up and 
hugged him. 
  They went back to John’s house and had a cup of tea and biscuits.
  It was a really long evening, but he thought it was worth it because he got to spend 
time with his daughter.

Anna Cullen
Co Dublin

UP THE HILL!!!

She ran through the streets and up the road, towards the hill. She shouldn’t have let them 
tease her and most of all she shouldn’t have teased them back. 
  That meant they had won and now they were chasing her.
  Up the hill she went, weaving her way through the trees. She tripped a couple of times 
but that only made her run faster.
Eventually she got to the top. She couldn’t hear the rustle of leaves nor the snapping of 
branches, so she stopped to take a breath.
  “Stupid, stupid, stupid!” she thought.
  The sun had set and the moon was high in the winter sky. 
  She sighed and got to her feet to look around.
  At the top of the hill was a broken-down lighthouse. It had an odd vibe about it and as 
she got closer, she realised the beacon was turned on.
  It was a long way back down.
  She hesitated, but then opened the door, and walked inside…
  She was Anna Johnson and she had just moved to a town called Sunset Grove.
  She had been having a good day at school until Seán Crown and his gang had come 
and bullied her. She hated bullies so she had answered him back when he had asked her 
why she had such a long nose. He didn’t like her answer and had chased her out of school 
and up towards the hill.

*  *  *

  “Hello?” Anna called into the darkness, “Anyone?”
  She spied a staircase and climbing it found herself in the lantern room.
  There were computers and technology stuff surrounding the beacon and a big red 
button caught her attention.
  Should she?
  She pressed it.
  Suddenly a burst of light bounded from the beacon, stunned Anna and made the whole 
lighthouse wobble.
  When her eyes had adjusted, she realised she wasn’t up the hill, nor was she in Sunset 
Grove, in fact…
  ...she had no idea where she was, but was that lava?!!?
  She gasped and stared out the window of the lighthouse. She could feel heat tickle her 
nose and she realised something else. SHE WAS SINKING!!!! 
  OH NO, she was going to die, lava would swallow her up. WHY, WORLD, WHYYY?!
  BANG!!!!
  “Phew, that was close!” came a voice behind her. “Mount Gumdrop is a bit hot this time 
of year!”
  She spun around and saw a man standing there, with his hand on the button.
  “Must have left the door open. SORRY!” he said. 
  “But–I—” Anna struggled.
  “Are you hurt?” the man asked.
  Anna shook her head.
  “Well, off you pop then,” he said, leading her to the door. “Don’t tell anyone about this.”
  She nodded but didn’t say anything. Then the man pushed her out the door and  
went inside.

  “WHAT JUST HAPPENED??!!” Anna cried, spinning around to look at the man. But 
he was not there nor was the lighthouse!
  She stopped, then shrugged and walked down the hill, wondering what she’d tell 
mom.…

Eimear O’Shea
Co Carlow
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THE SILVER PEARL

“Once upon a time, in a faraway land, there 
was an island and, on the island, there was a 
lighthouse and in the lighthouse, there lived 
a man who had a magical clam which made 
silver pearls. One day the clam disappeared. 
The man searched for his clam, but he could 
not find her. The End.”
  “Go to sleep, Charlotte”, I said. 
  “No, tell me again!” screamed 
Charlotte. 
  “Go to sleep,” I insisted “I have a 
surprise for you.”
  “Pack your bags!” I shouted to 
Charlotte the next morning. “We’re going to 
the seaside.”
  Then we were at the seaside in a flurry 
of ice creams, train rides and fish paste 
sandwiches. When we got to our hotel, the 
first thing Charlotte wanted to do was go 
to the beach. When we got there, I noticed 
something in the sand. It was a silver pearl. 
I showed it to Charlotte. 
  She said, “It’s just like the story and 
there’s a lighthouse over there.”
  I smiled and said, “You know it’s just 
a story.” 
  Charlotte said “I don’t think it’s just a 
story. Let’s ask someone.” 
  “Fine” I said. “If it makes you happy.” 
  She screamed “You’re the best sister 
ever”.
  The lady at the information centre said, 
“The lighthouse is abandoned. We haven’t 
used it for years. Some people say that 
there’s thugs living there.”
  I said, “See it’s just a story Charlotte, 
we should be getting back to the hotel now.” 
  When we got to our hotel Charlotte 
asked for the story.
  I started. “Once upon a time in a 
faraway land...” 
  Soon we were both asleep. I was 
woken up by Charlotte screaming, “Lili, 
where are we?”
  I responded, “I think we’re in the 
abandoned lighthouse”.

THE MERMAID, THE SHIPWRECK AND THE LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time, there was a lighthouse. It was painted blue and red. It had a big light 
that shone on the same spot in the ocean all of the time. Nobody knew why it didn’t move. 
The spot it shone on was where a big pink buoy bobbed up and down. No one knew why it 
shone there, it was a mystery. But deep under the water was a big shipwreck that nobody 

knew about. In that shipwreck 
was a secret mermaid village. 
The buoy was there to mark 
the mermaid village and nobody 
could move it. But one day a 
girl called Lucy was swimming 
near the big pink buoy that was 
bobbing up and down. Lucy was 
interested in what was under 
the buoy.
  Lucy decided she wanted 
to swim under the pink buoy. 
She swam down very deep 
under the pink buoy. Suddenly 
she realised she could breathe 
under water. Then she spotted 
the shipwreck. It was a huge 
vessel ship that must have sank 
years ago. Lucy’s curiosity got 
the better of her and she decided 
to swim into the shipwreck. That 
is where she saw a mermaid 
with a green, blue and purple 
tail. She was very surprised to 
see her. The mermaid was very 
pretty. Lucy swam over and said, 
“Hello.” “Hello,” the mermaid 
replied. Lucy said, “What’s your 
name?” “Pearl,” answered the 
mermaid. 
  Soon after that the girl 
and the mermaid became best 
friends. The mermaid showed 
the girl around her town. Pearl 
happened to be the princess 
mermaid. Lucy and Pearl spent 
lots of time together and were 
best friends for the rest of their 
lives. Lucy always found her 
friend by looking for the light of 
the lighthouse shining on the big 
pink buoy.

Saoirse Moriarty
Co Dublin

  Charlotte panicked and screamed. 
“We have to get out of here!” 
  I shushed her. “There’s a part of the 
story I haven’t told you yet. There’s a secret 
passage under the vase on the second 
floor of the lighthouse. It leads out of the 
lighthouse, under the sea and out onto the 
beach. It was used during pirate attacks.” I 
heard footsteps. 
  “Pretend to be asleep,” I told Charlotte. 
  The door opened and in stepped 
two men. One of them said, “They’re still 
asleep.” 
  The other one responded, “Do you 
think they know where the clam is? If so, 
we’re rich.”
  The first one said, “I saw them find a 
silver pearl yesterday on the beach.” 
  When they left, Charlotte said, “Look 
there’s a vase over there.”
  I shoved it away and heaved up 
the trapdoor. I gestured for Charlotte to 
follow me down the ladder. She grabbed 
something I couldn’t see. They were 
torches. We climbed down the ladder and 
into the tunnel. We ran through the tunnel; 
I fell and awoke in my bed. It had all been 
a dream. But in my hand, there was a silver 
pearl. I smiled and went back to sleep.

A FISHERMAN’S TRIP

I saw a lonely lighthouse, 
When I was sailing my boat ashore. 
It had a very big bright light, 
and was a lovely sight.
I dropped my shoe in the big blue, 
And my fishing rod too.
The tides were going in and out, 
And the seagulls were flying all about.
As the lighthouse tower stands, 
I sail back to land.

Joyce Chen
Co Antrim

Orla Jepsen
Co Dublin
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 THE MAGICAL LIGHTHOUSE
 
 “And… sold to the man in the wig!” said the 
auction woman.
   “Awwwww, man!” said Chris 
Peterson. “Okay, Dad – the next auction is 
a lighthouse.” 
  “But why would we need a lighthouse?” 
asked James Peterson. 
  “Well, you know how you have to drive 
two hours to work? Well, you only have 
to drive ten minutes down the road to the 
lighthouse.”
  “Oh. Yeah!” 
  “You don’t wanna get that lighthouse 
man. It’s haunted,” said a stranger. 
  “And let’s start the bidding at €200,” 
said the auction woman.
  “Yuuuuuupppp!” said James. 
  “Okay! Sold to the man with the 
14-year-old son.” 
  “YEESSSS!” yelled Chris and James.
 After they paid for the lighthouse, they got 
in their VW Golf car and drove to their house 
to break the amazing news to Allison, Chris’ 
mum, and his siblings Robert and Emma.
  “YOU WHAT??!” yelled Allison. 
  “We thought you would like it,” Chris 
screamed with excitement. 
  “Emma and Robert pack your bags 
we’re moving to a lighthouse!” said James.
  “But we already have a house with 
lights,” said Emma. 
  “No sweetie, it’s… just leave it,” said 
Allison.
  After one week of packing, eating, 
sleeping and schooling, all the packing was 
finished and they jumped in the car. They all 
fell asleep. 
   “We’re here,” said James.
  As Chris got out of the car, he saw 
how bad the lighthouse looked but he knew 
it was for the best. As he went in, it looked 
as bad inside as it did on the outside. They 
went up to the top room where the kids 
would have to sleep. It was evening time 
when the unpacking ended. 
  “Goodnight, kids,” said Allison. 

NEW LIGHT OF LIFE

As another day passes, the waves splash up on me. I always wish I had 
a light to shine out to sea to help the boats. My light hasn’t been used in 
a very long time. It was broken in a stormy night and never fixed. I have 
been living at the end of this pier for a long time. But nobody seems to 
notice me. It gets very lonely. There are no other lighthouses here. 
  I’m confused, there are a lot of people and it looks like work is 
being done on the other pier. It looks like they are building something. 
It’s round like me and getting taller by the day. Days go by and boats 
are approaching the new round building. I’m starting to see that the new 
building is a new lighthouse! Maybe this means a new friend for me and 
I won’t be alone. Maybe I’ll get new paint or a new light. Imagine, a new 
shiny light for me!
  As the builders work away and the days pass, I get more angry. 
Why won’t they fix me? It’s not fair. I’m here so long and nobody cares 
to fix me. I look closely and see the lighthouse with a brand new light 
shining so bright. Everyone gathers around and looks in awe. The new 
lighthouse has a lovely coat of paint and stands tall and proud like I used 
to. But no one sees me. I thought I’d finally get a friend but instead I’m 
being replaced.
  I feel like a useless lighthouse, never to be used or seen again. 
I sob, my tears splashing into the sea below. But suddenly I see the 
builders and boats heading my way. Their boats packed with large paint 
cans and brushes. Surely it can’t be. They are painting me. I’m getting 
a new coat of red and white paint. I look so smart. I feel so happy. I’m 
getting a new light. I’m useful! 
  I’m happy now and no longer lonely. I have a new lighthouse friend. 
I tell the new lighthouse stories of the old ships that used to pass and 
together we use our lights to help any boats we can to see the way 
home. 

  “Goodnight, Mam,” said the kids.
 In the middle of the night, Chris went down 
the 200 steps of the lighthouse to get 
milk. At the 24th step he noticed a brick 
on the ground. He looked through the gap 
from where the brick had fallen and saw a 
cramped room full of spider webs and a desk 
with some paper and a pencil. Suddenly, 
the other bricks began to collapse, and he 
dodged them. 
  Chris wrote a story on the paper and 
when he was finished, he noticed something 
on the wall. When he looked closer, he could 
see that they were the characters from 
the story he just wrote. As he blinked the 
characters came to life and started fighting 
each other. One was an evil pirate, Captain 
Twaites, and he was in battle with the hero 
Captain James. The swordfight was intense 
and finally Captain James knocked the evil 
pirate back into the story from where he 
came. 
  “Who are you?” said the hero to Chris. 
  “I am Chris Peterson and I created you 
with my story,” he replied. 
  Captain James asked, “Will you come 
to Storyland, Chris?” 
  “YES,” Chris answered. 
  As he joined the good captain and 
walked into Storyland, Chris woke up in his 
bed. It was all a dream.
  From that day forward, Chris wrote 
stories for his family and friends knowing 
that somewhere, someone would be living 
his stories.

Samuel Costello
Co Meath

Hannah Murphy
Co Dublin
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HOOK LIGHTHOUSE 

One summer my family and I were staying 
were staying in Wexford in Duncannon. We 
were staying near Hook Lighthouse. One 
day we went cycling to the lighthouse. We 
had to bring our new puppy Bubba. Bubba 
is a French Bulldog – he was twelve weeks 
old when we brought him to Hook. Alan had 
to bring Bubba in his bike’s basket. Bubba 
did not like the basket because it was too 
bumpy, so Alan had to grab onto Bubba 
while cycling! When the rest of us got there, 
Alan was a bit behind. When Alan came we 
took Bubba out of the basket, he looked a 
bit traumatised. We put him on the ground. 
  We looked around the outside of the 
lighthouse and in the café we got an ice 
cream. It was finally time for our tour. A 
tour guide let us in and showed us around. 
First he took us into the rooms and then 
we got to the top. I learned a lot of things, 
like Hook is the oldest working lighthouse 
in the world. William Marshal, a knight, built 
the lighthouse eight hundred years ago. The 

 THE FANTASTIC FILM 

Once upon a time a girl named Ella was sitting inside a lighthouse. Ella 
was twelve years old and had twin brothers, called Jackson and Jordan, 
who were both eight years old. Ella, her brothers and her parents lived 
by the seaside, so they went to the beach almost every day. Her father 
was the lighthouse keeper. When she was at the beach, Ella’s favourite 
thing to do was to go up into the lighthouse and write lots of stories about 
amazing things that could happen there.
  Ella was sitting in the lighthouse as usual, but today she was reading 
a story that her brother Jordan had written about pirates and dancing 
dogs.
  “Oh, Jordan, you sillybilly,” she chuckled to herself. “Dogs dancing 
on top of the water while pirates sword fight on top of lighthouses. 
Inventive.”
  At that moment her brothers came up the stairs of the lighthouse 
and into the room Ella was in.
  “What are you doing, big sis?” asked Jackson.
  “Just reading Jordan’s story,” said Ella.
  “Oh, did you like it?” said Jordan excitedly.
  “Yes I did, it was very good Jordan,” said Ella.
  “Thanks,” said Jordan happily.
  “So guys, I read Jordan’s story too and I have an idea,” said Jackson.
  “What is it?” chorused Ella and Jordan.
  “Well, I know Ella can edit, she has a lot of equipment, and Jordan 
and I love acting and dancing so I was thinking we could make a movie 
out of Jordan’s story. It will be great fun. Ella can direct, hold the camera 
and do the rest of the techy stuff and Jordan and I can act it out. It will 
be fun to dress up and we can use a green screen for the backgrounds 
and stuff,” Jackson said excitedly.
  “That’s a great idea, Jackson!” said Ella.
  “OMG, why didn’t I think of that? Yes we can! We both have 
pirate and dog costumes. I’m sure Ella can play the woman/girl parts!” 
exclaimed Jordan, “Let’s get started. What are you waiting for? Grab 
your stuff and we can start now.”
  The children had a lot of fun making the film and were doing well. 
As they were filming their last scene beside the water, Ella thought it 
would be funny to push the twins in. She caught them by surprise and 
they fell in, spluttering and trying to catch their breath. Suddenly Jackson 
started to sink because his costume was wet. It got heavier and started 
to pull him down. Ella put down the camera, quickly jumped in and had 
to pull both boys out.
  “Sorry boys, I was only trying to play a prank. I hope you are okay. 
At least the camera didn’t get damaged.”
  “We’re okay, Ella. Just don’t do that again,” said Jackson.
  “I promise not to,” said Ella, ashamed.
  Turns out their movie was a huge success. They showed it to their 
friends and family and they all loved it.

lightkeepers and their families lived in the 
lighthouse until 1977. 
  When the tour ended, I was delighted 
because we all got a drink and sat on the 
cliffs. Unfortunately for poor tiny Bubba, 
it was time to get back in the basket and 
cycle back to the cottage. 

Layla Hamrogue
Co Wicklow

Alanna Crean
Co Dublin
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THE FORBIDDEN CAVE

On December 25th the O’Neill household was full of excitement and anticipation. Today it 
was Grace O’Neill’s birthday. She was thinking of what presents her parents and Santa had 
got her. She was hoping for a new hurl and helmet.

  When she got her presents, also tucked in her helmet was a handwritten note that 
read:

Grace would have loved to have read it over and over again, but her younger sister Sarah 
and older sister Carolann thought otherwise. They snatched the piece of paper out of her 
hands and read it out loud. Then they all attacked their mum and dad with lots of questions.
Over dinner, that was burnt turkey (because Mr O’Neill got engrossed in his favourite 
movie), the family discussed their lighthouse visit.
  The next Friday all the O’Neills set out for Clare island. When they got to the lighthouse 
they were exhausted, but not enough to say no to a big slab of chocolate cake made by 
their grandad. 
  The next day when they woke up, they finally got to meet their grandad properly and 
exchanged many stories and Christmas presents. 
  Their grandad told them he would show them around the lighthouse at one o’clock, 
but they were free to look around before the tour. But he said in a sharp tone, “Don’t go 
into the basement.”
  But of course, that was just about the worst thing he could have said, because the 
O’Neill children were very adventurous children.
  So, when Joe left to maintain the lighthouse, the three children set off for their 
adventure.
  They all darted to the basement. They wondered why their grandad told them not to go 
into the basement, because it was just an ordinary basement with lots of boxes.
  But then Sarah gave a shout – she had found a trapdoor! With great excitement they 
lifted the trapdoor and to their surprise they found a spiral staircase leading down. The 
staircase went down and down until they reached a dark tunnel! At the end of the tunnel 
they found themselves in a cave. They heard a loud roaring sound coming from behind 
a massive tree; they rushed to look behind the tree and there was a massive waterfall. 
But it wasn’t any ordinary waterfall – the water flowed in all the magical colours of the 
rainbow. Then Grace looked at her watch – it was nearly one o’clock so they had to rush 
back upstairs and through the trap door just in time to hear their dad calling them for their 
grandad’s tour.

SEA RESCUE

It was a warm summer evening in Donegal when Dylan and Murry decided 
to go on a fishing trip on their Grandad’s rowboat to fish for mackerel. 
They were on their annual summer holidays in the fishing village of 
Killybegs in southwest Donegal. The brothers were ten-year-old identical 
twins and best friends. They knew the area and Donegal Bay really well 
since they’d been coming here every summer for ten years. 
  It was a clear and calm day. They could see Sligo and Benbulben 
mountain on the horizon. They decided to go on their trip despite their 
grandad’s warning about a storm. The boys didn’t believe him as it had 
been such a nice day and there was no sign of a storm. But they were 
wrong!
  They set off in the little boat, hoping to catch lots of mackerel. 
After two or three hours they had caught more mackerel than 
they had imagined but it was getting dark and they had no torch 
or mobile phone. They could no longer see Benbulben on the 
horizon, nor could they see St. John’s Point lighthouse, which  
their grandad owned, to the left. It started to rain, and the waves were 
starting to crash into the boat, and the boat was rocking alarmingly from 
side to side. The boys were wearing just shorts and t-shirts and were 
starting to get very cold, especially Murry. They were starting to get 
worried, really worried!
  “Oh no, what are we going to do?” said Murry, shivering. 
  “We could sail in the direction of the lighthouse?” said Dylan. 
  “Great idea! Let’s go now, I’m freezing!” said Murry, still shivering 
dangerously at this rate. Suddenly they saw the light of the lighthouse 
through the sea mist and the rain and they rowed in the direction of the 
light. They would be saved by their grandad if they managed to get there 
safely. Luckily, they went in the right direction towards the lighthouse and 
their grandad saw them. 
  “Dylan, Murry, is that you?” called Grandad. 
  “YES!” the boys called desperately in reply. 
  “I’m coming to save you in my boat!” Grandad shouted, quite 
alarmed. 
  Grandad hopped into his boat in his pyjamas as there was no time to 
change, and sailed to the terrified boys in their small and cold row boat. 
  “Jump in!” Grandad shouted, so they did. 
  The twins were so relieved and hungry after their long adventure. 
  Then they sailed back to the lighthouse and were welcomed by 
Nana and Roger the dog. Nana fried up the mackerel Dylan and Murry 
had caught earlier that day and they boys ate up their supper of nice 
fresh fish.
  “Well that was some adventure, wasn’t it?” laughed Nana.
  “I’m never going fishing ever again,” said Murry, somehow still 
shivering. 
  They then climbed into their cosy bunk beds and fell fast asleep.
  And they all lived happily ever after!

                           December 2005

Dear Grace, 
  You probably don’t know me but I’m your long-lost grandfather. 

  I was lost at sea in World War II when I was just a young lad at the age of 25.

  I’ve asked Santa to help me find my grandchildren, so I hope this letter 

  reaches you. 

  I would love if you could come to visit some time soon.

                 Love 

                  Your grandad Joe

                Clare Island lighthouse, Clare Island, Co Mayo 

Carolann Downes
Co Westmeath

Oscar Ovenden
Co Dublin
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Clara Keyes
Co Cork

THE GREAT LIGHTHOUSE OF BALLY-NA-FARRAIGE

It was a dark, foggy night. The fog was so thick that 
even the strongest of lights failed to shine through 
and the waves in the bay had started to get choppy. 
Rosie Parker and her friend Emma were returning 
from their holidays aboard her grandfather’s fishing 
boat. They had just spent an amazing few days on a 
nearby island, swimming and eating lots of ice cream. 
They had sunburnt noses and sand in their ears but 
it was all worth it. 
  They lived in the seaside village of Bally-Na-
Farraige, that’s where they were heading now. 
CRASH! “What was that?” screamed Rosie The boat 
had hit the rocks near the cliffs. The captain couldn’t 
see the rocks due to the thick fog. “Abandon ship!!” 
the captain roared. They got in the lifeboat and the 
sea was very rough. “Look over there, I think I see the 
beach!” exclaimed Rosie The heard a ‘psssst’ noise 
and the lights on the boat suddenly failed. “Everyone, 
we’re sinking! Get in the lifeboat!”
  The waves were now crashing over the lifeboat 
and soaking them. They rowed and rowed and finally 
made it to the beach. They made their way to the 
village and into the safety of their houses and then 
went to bed. Next morning, Rosie woke to a knock 
on her door and opened it to see her friend. “I have 
an idea,” Emma said as she came in. She explained 
that she wanted to ring the Taoiseach to tell her 
about the night before. So together the girls rang the 
Taoiseach and told her the story of their narrow escape. 
  “Miss Parker, I think it would be best if we built a lighthouse in Bally-Na-Farraige,” said 
the Taoiseach. “That’s what we were thinking too. Thank you, that would be great. Will you 
send us the design when you have it done?” asked Rosie The Taoiseach started laughing 
hard and she said, “You don’t have to see it because you two are designing it with whoever 
you want!” 
  “Wow!” said Rosie. “Thank you, Madame Taoiseach!” “Now get to work!” the Taoiseach 
said as she hung up. 
  Rosie and Emma decided that they would let the whole village design it with them. The 
next day they set out to the village to meet up with everyone and design the new lighthouse. 
Everyone was very excited and relieved that the lighthouse would keep all who travelled the 
waters in Bally-Na-Farraige Bay safe and sound. Together after a long time of drawing and 
discussing, they all came up with a design, drew up plans and sent it back to the Taoiseach. 
She was so happy with the design she ordered her construction workers to start building 
immediately.
  After a lot of construction it was completed. It looked like the picture below. 100 years 
later it is still standing tall and the shores of Bally-Na-Farraige never had a boat crash since. 
The girls are remembered by the Great Lighthouse of Bally-Na-Farraige.
 

Lúaithe Mc 
Tiernan
Co Sligo
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THE LIGHTHOUSE

Hello, my name is Grace Roberts.
  I live in the Clare Island lighthouse, and 
you will not believe what happened last year 
on Clare Island. We all still remember it a 
year from now, to this day!
  Well, what are we waiting for? Let’s 
begin!
  It all started when I was on my way to 
school to meet my friends Jane, Ashley, 
and Sam at the gate. 
  “I envy you so much,” cried Sam. 
“You get to live beside the sea and go for a 
swim whenever you want.” (Sam really likes 
swimming). 
  “You can all come over this weekend 
for a sleep-over if you want. Dad’s away 
looking after Grandma,” I said. 
  “Sounds good,” everybody agreed. 
  “Okay, so I’ll expect you all at six 
tomorrow?” I asked. 
  “Great,” agreed Jane. 
  “I’ll bring the snacks!” exclaimed 
Ashley. 
  “Can’t wait,” said Sam. 
  And just like that they were all coming 
over to the lighthouse. 
  They arrived at six sharp with huge 
amounts of luggage. 
  “Jeez, are you sure you need all that?” 
I asked. 
  “It’s best to be prepared,” they replied. 
  We spent about three hours carrying 
their luggage into a separate room, there 
was so much! Then we settled down in 
our sleeping bags and ate the snacks that 
Ashley had brought. Then we eventually fell 
into a deep, deep sleep.
  Only we were awoken once again 
(hurray!) by loud banging sound coming 
from outside.
  I told the girls to get up. “We have to 
see what that noise is,” I urged. 
  Then the lighthouse gave a jolt… “IT’S 
TOPPLING” I shouted, “GET OUT OF 
HERE NOW!”
  We ran through the crumbling bricks 

THE LIGHTHOUSE OUT THE 
WINDOW

Once there was a girl called Eevee. She 
lived in a small bungalow on a farm. She 
had a horse called Tigerlily and a dog called 
Pixie. Eevee had long brown blonde hair and 
loved animals.
  Every day, Evee would look out her 
window and would look at the farm. Her eye 
would travel past the farm and would stop at 
a lighthouse in the distance. 
  “Eevee, down for breakfast!” Evee 
heard her mother call from the kitchen. She 

and debris. “We made our way out of there 
just in time!” said the out-of-breath Jane. 
  “Yeah,” said Sam. 
  “I can’t believe that just that just 
happened,” Ashley said in shock. 
  Then I saw the ship…
  I shouted over at the boat, “STOP! Turn 
off your engine!” The engine died down and 
the captain came out. 
  “Is anybody there?” he asked. He 
couldn’t see, it was darkest of nights. 
  “Over here!” we shouted. The man 
came out onto the deck! 
  There was silence….
  “I’m so, so sorry, I had no idea, I 
thought it was a rock that I bumped in to. 
As you can see, I got into a bit of a sticky 
situation meself.” The man spoke with an 
Irish accent. 

*  *  *
You’re probably wondering what happened 
next…I know I would be! Well, to clear 
things up, we raised enough money to build 
a new lighthouse that was even better than 
the last one. Dad wasn’t angry because we 
got a better home and the girls and I saved 
the day. 
  We got medals of thanks from the 
government.
  And that is the story of Clare Island! 

opened her eyes and saw her retriever Pixie 
licking her face. 
  “Stop, Pixie,” Eevee tried to say. “Come 
on, it’s breakfast time.” Pixie immediately 
jumped off her. 
  “But first I need to wash my face,” 
Eevee said. Her face was covered in doggie 
slobber, so Eevee went to the bathroom to 
clean it off. Then she and Pixie went down 
for breakfast.
  Eevee popped two slices of homemade 
break into the toaster and went over to the 
shelf and got some butter and homemade 
jam.
  Pop! went the toaster and she got a 
plate out of the press. Eevee put her toast 
on the plate and went to the table. She put 
butter and jam on her toast and ate it happily.
  To be continued…

Drew Chambers
Co Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE GHOST

As Jamie looked towards the sky, he saw 
birds flying all about. He shouted out for his 
mum and dad, who were talking to one of 
the captains of the cruise – his name was 
Captain Smith. He told Jamie’s parents that 
the boat was his grandfather’s, who named it 
after his wife. The Angela was her name, his 
grandfather passed it on to Captain Smith’s 
father, who then passed it on to him. 
  Jamie liked Captain Smith, he thought 
he was lucky to have him as one of the 
captains of the Angela. This was Jamie’s 
first time on a boat, he was always too afraid 
but when his parents told him it was a luxury 
cruise he was in! 
  That evening, when Jamie and his 
family were having dinner, the ship hit 
something hard. It was another ship, the 
biggest ship you could imagine. Slowly, the 
Angela started sinking. Jamie saw the look 

of sadness and despair on Captain Smith. 
The Angela was his life and now it was as 
if there was no point to anything, I mean I 
wouldn’t blame him, the one thing he loved 
was plummeting down to the bottom of the 
ocean. 
  Jamie felt a hand grab his shoulder; it 
was his mum. “Mother!” he cried. 
  “Jamie get on one of the lifeboats now!”
  “But what about you?” he asked 
worriedly. 
  “It doesn’t matter about me, just go!” 
  “But?” said Jamie.
  “No buts.”  
  Jamie rushed over to one of the 
lifeboats and looked at his parents, they 
nodded but didn’t move. 
  “Come on, Mother, Father, please 
don’t leave me! get on the lifeboat, please!” 
he cried, but it was too late. 
  It must have been a few days until Jamie 
arrived somewhere. It was a lighthouse. He 
entered and saw a quick movement. “Ah, a 
ghost,” thought Jamie. Ahhh, who was he 
kidding? There was no such thing as ghosts. 
Jamie kept looking around until he saw 
every room in the lighthouse. He decided to 
settle in a little one, after all he didn’t need a 
big room, he was only seven. It was cosy in 
his room, he stayed in there most of the day. 
Jamie opened the door of the room and, to 
his surprise, saw the ‘thing’ he had seen 
earlier that day. This time he was sure it was 
a ghost, he peered out of the door and yes, 
there it was the ghost. Jamie wanted to cry 
or run away screaming but he had a sudden 
urge to talk to the ghost because, after all, 
he was stuck in a lighthouse in the middle of 
nowhere with it. 
  Jamie greeted the ghost and invited 
him into his room. They had a long talk about 
their lives. Jamie told the ghost about his 
parents and the ghost told him about how he 
became a ghost. They soon realised that if 
they were going to be stuck in a lighthouse 
they might as well be together. 

Robin Grace 
Conlon

Co Dublin

Mia Hefferon
Co Dublin



 138 | STORYKEEPERS VOLUME I AGE TEN | 139 

A LIGHTHOUSE OF MYSTERY: 1942

The wood sizzling in the oak shack and the gentle cry of birds were the only 
sounds that night. Thomas Winster looked down at the hundreds of maps and 
tattered old pistol lying motionless on his desk. The rusted door gave a creak 
and a young man poked his head through. “Come in, Louis” said Thomas. 
The man walked in, saluted and replied, “Thank you, sir. General Winster, do 
you believe in magic?” Thomas chuckled, as if this was a normal question to 
ask during war. He replied, “Yes I do believe in magic, Louis. Let me tell you 
a story.” Louis protested “No, no, General – I must go. A story would take far 
too long. Lieutenant Jennings is waiting for me.” “Stay, Private,” commanded 
the General and stopped the young man in his tracks. Louis knew that when 
he was called “Private” he must obey. Thomas lit his pipe, settled in and began. 
  “The year was 1910. The rapid rain hit the windows and every house in 
sight had smoke pouring from the chimney. The school bell rang and I ran home 
with my retriever Zano by my side. We were sprinting home to the beautiful 
lighthouse keeper’s cottage where we lived. I worried that the ancient lighthouse 
could fall on our cottage or that some poor boats would get lost in this storm as 
the light in the ancient structure was long since broken. Zano sprinted ahead – 
his coat now soaked from the rain – as was my hair. We reached our cottage, 
roses still blooming through the cracks in the walls. I entered the moss green 
door and laid my bag on the floor. My mother brought me upstairs – followed by 
Zano – for a bath, as we were drenched.”
  Thomas stopped and puffed his pipe, silent for a moment. He then started 
again. “The next morning the storm still raged. I was woken by Zano’s beautiful 
happy bark and my mother telling me there was no school. I had no intention of 
getting dressed that day or going outside. Evening came and the sizzling stove 
burned. The rain crashed and bounced off the walls and the wind raged on. The 
night was pitch black. Zano nuzzled up beside me contentedly. A light suddenly 
flashed outside. I travelled to the window and peeped out. Through the rain 
I could see a light flashing at the peak of the lighthouse. I ran outside, Zano 
at my heels. We both climbed the stairs to the top of the lighthouse – Zano 
cheerful, me shaking. A man appeared from the shadows – a person with no 
bones or skin – literally transparent. Through him I could see the back of the 
lighthouse walls. As soon as he saw me he spoke quickly, with a worried edge 
to his voice.”
  Thomas paused again. “Louis, you may not believe me but this is what he 
said: “I am Jackson Dreyene – the old lighthouse keeper. The light only comes 
on when there is trouble at sea.” 
  “The ghost had warned me and trusted me. I knew at the moment that I 
should go and save the boats. Louis, I cannot tell you the whole story – as it has 
remained a mystery to me. But the next morning my mother told me that here 
in our bay, a golden retriever had been spied on a boat the Hornick and on that 
same night, the fisherman was saved at sea.” Thomas stood and dusted off his 
hands. It was now so dark that the only source of light was the match held in 
his hand. “Now Louis, do you know why I believe in magic”? Louis nodded and 
said, “Sir, I do. But you forgot something?” “Oh yes,” said Thomas.

THE TERRIBLE 
LIGHTHOUSE SLEEPER 

There once was an old lighthouse keeper
Who was a terrible terrible sleeper
He woke through the night
Cause his light was too bright 
And his alarm was a noisy beeper.

Lara Gray
Co Kilkenny

Luke Barry
Co Galway
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AGE ELEVEN

MY LIGHTHOUSE

My lighthouse so bright,
you can see it at night.
When in your boat,
it keeps you afloat.
Its guiding light,
is always in sight.

Clara & Freya McKeon
Co Dublin

WHAT AM I?

So bright and tall in a distance I stand
Can you see me?
I have a beacon light which I like to shine 
bright,
My job is to warn and guide all ships at sea.
I come in different colours, one being white
And I have a keeper who takes good care 
of me.
Out in the ocean all alone, waves crashing 
against me .
Yes that’s right you have figured me out
I am the Lighthouse.

Kayla McConachie
Co Antrim

LEGEND OF THE LIGHTHOUSE

As Fia and Nara stepped onto the small boat, the thought of going on a trip to the most 
famous lighthouse in the world was incredible. Nara was amazed at the sandy beaches and 
when Fia looked out at glistening water, she felt shivers going down her spine. With a small 
jerk, they were off.
  Fia noticed two strange-looking men. Fia nudged Nara and pointed towards them but 
Nara was too busy staring at the lighthouse. It had magnificent red walls that towered above 
you and when they walked inside there was a strange compass engraved into the ground, 
with holes in it. The lighthouse keeper talked about a legend that said if you put four gems 
into the holes a secret passage would be revealed. Fia laughed, but Nara looked worried. 
  “Come on, let’s go explore the rest of the island,” said Fia.
  As they were clamouring over rocks, Nara noticed a strange looking stone. Fia rush 
towards it and picked it up. It was sapphire blue. Nara exclaimed, “It is amazing!” Fia 
whispered that it must be one of the gems that the lighthouse keeper talked about. They 
set off to find more. 
  They found a green one on a goat’s collar and a red one in a cave. There was only 
one left. They had looked everywhere except for the lighthouse so that is where they went.
  They climbed up the steps to the top of the lighthouse and they searched for ages but 
couldn’t find anything. 
  “It must be here!” exclaimed Fia. Just as they were about to leave Nara had an idea.
  “What if it’s hidden in the beacon?” she exclaimed. 
  Fia crawled through the small vent at the bottom of the beacon and in a few seconds 
she was back with a white gem. 
  “It’s getting late. Maybe we should take a look at it in the morning,” suggested Nara in 
a worried voice but Fia grabbed Nara and dragged her down the steps. 
  They put the four gems into the compass and it opened up to reveal a passage. 
  Fia jumped down the opening and exclaimed, “Oh, is this treasure?” then climbed back 
up. 
  As they were walking away, they heard a shout from below, “Someone’s been here!” 
yelled a man. They heard another yell and scurrying of feet and a man appeared out of the 
passage. Fia gasped. It was one of the men she had seen on the boat! 
  “Run!” yelled Fia. 
  They ran all the way to the top of the lighthouse. Nara told Fia to climb into the beacon, 
so she did. Fia reached into her pocket and took out the white gem she then put the white 
gem into the beacon and shone the light in the man’s face. He fell all the way down the 
stairs. Then they rushed to get help. 
  The next day they got a surprising letter! 

           Dear Fia and Nara,
           We would like to thank you for your bravery.
                      Yours sincerely, 
                      The Mayor 

Laura Creagh
Co Cork



 142 | STORYKEEPERS VOLUME I AGE ELEVEN | 143 

James Corrigan
Co Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE

In a small town in New Zealand lived a boy 
named Sam. He loved the sea: he loved 
swimming in it, sailing on it, and fishing in 
it. The day before Sam’s 12th birthday, his 
parents told him they had rented a small 
yacht and they were going to sail into the 
high seas and stay in Snares Islands. Sam 
was very excited as he had never been past 
the Invercargill harbour. 
  The next day they left Invercargill 
and set sail for the Snares Islands. In the 
evening Sam looked into the darkness and 

then he saw a light. It was a lighthouse. 
His dad came out to him and said that 

lighthouses were great because 
if a crew on a ship didn’t know 
where to go, they would follow 
the lighthouse’s light and know 
they were getting closer to land. 
Sam knew he was safe with his 
mum, dad and the lighthouse. 
  When Sam woke up the 
next morning, straightaway 

he put on his swimming trunks 
and he ran onto the deck of the 

boat and he jumped off the edge. 
The water was refreshing but then 

he realised the water was shallow and 
when he looked up, he saw a nice island. 

They had arrived at one of the 
Snares Islands. Out came his 

dad on the deck and smiled 
at Sam and hollered, 

“Sam we’re here!”
  For the next 

three days, Sam 
had a great time 
on the island. 
They went fishing, 
swimming and 

paddle boarding. He made friends with 
the Maori people. They had native dishes, 
which were new to Sam. And Sam and his 
parents also stayed in little tepees, which 
were really fun. On the last day of the trip, 
Sam’s dad brought to him one of the small 
cliffs and they both had a great time jumping 
off them. Finally, the family went back on 
the little yacht and started sailing back to 
New Zealand.
  Sam decided to lie back and sunbathe 
for the trip back but when it got dark rain 
started to fall and then the rain became 
heavy rain and lightning started to appear 
and you could hear the thunder. 
  “Get inside!” shouted Sam’s dad. Sam 
ran into the little cabin with his mum. Sam’s 
dad had to stay outside to steer the boat.
  “I can’t see anything,” shouted Sam’s 
dad. “The fog is too thick!” For about 
twenty minutes, the storm went on and 
the family were in the open sea. Sam 
was very scared but all of a 
sudden Sam’s dad 
shouted, “What’s 
that light?” 
  Sam’s mum 
looked out and 
screamed, “It’s the 
lighthouse!” 
  They all started 
to cheer and eventually the family were 
back on land. 
  “Thank god for the lighthouse!” said 
Sam’s mum. “We’re never going on one of 
those trips again!”
   When they were walking home, Sam 
said, “That was the best birthday ever.”
  Aand they went home, had a few cups 
of tea and went to bed.
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THE LIGHTHOUSE

July 12th 1954
It was a quiet day as the sun went down. People were having tea and 
supper but I stood out and watched the lighthouse shine across the 
waters. I have always been mesmerised by lighthouses. 
  I stood still looking at the brilliant tower beam, It’s light like a white 
hand stretching and pulling as if it was swimming. After a while, I went 
back to my cabin near the coast. When I was at the grocery store a 
thought struck me: I wanted to go across the sea and see the lighthouse 
in full perspective. But it was far away so I booked a small rowing boat. 
  I set off across the seas but then the weather suddenly changed. 
I was scared. I rowed as fast as I could, but lightning struck, and I was 
blinded then I lost consciousness. When I woke up, I found myself at a 
sandy beach. I looked around and saw some life on this island. I could 
see nothing at all. 
  I started exploring around. I found a few palm trees with some fine-
looking coconuts. I would be staying here for quite a while. I found some 
sticks and rocks and made a few tools like pickaxes and axes and felled 
some more trees. I also started making some foundations for the shack 
to live in. I made a campfire by rubbing the sticks and started making 
some glass for windows. I also thought that I would make a telescope, 
so I hollowed out a branch and fitted a piece of glass inside. I also made 
a bed by putting wood coated with palm leaves.

July 23rd 1954
Today was an eventful day as I explored some more around the island 
and found a few animals. I collected string and combined it with sticks 
and started fishing. I also found a cave at the heart of the island. I mined 
a few pieces of metal, I went back outside as I walked back home I saw 
some white beam in the distance then the next second it went away 
then came back.

August 2nd 1954
I had made lots of progress. I made a blowgun with a lot of darts so I 
can knock out some animals. I had also found that I had only explored 
half of the island. There were lots of sheep and cows around this island. 
  I had built a raft so I could explore other islands or find home. I 
went to the place where I last saw the light then I saw something that 
was tall, red and white and then I realised that it was the lighthouse. 
  I was amazed, home wasn’t that far at all. The first thing I wanted 
to do was take a detour of the lighthouse but there was fog so I couldn’t 
see anything so I went back. It was getting dark outside.

August 3rd 1954
Finally, I reached home. 

THE ISLAND

Once there was a lighthouse that was right beside a lonely harbour. See, 
the lighthouse was on a deserted island. It was deserted because it was 
the so-called ‘trash island,’ or that’s what the kids in the country beside 
it called it. 
  There was one charming little girl, whose curiosity for the island 
was only growing, even though everyone else thought it was just trash 
island. Some of the kids at the school thought a monster was buried in 
all the trash. 
  What caught the girl’s curiosity the most was the lighthouse. It 
blinked and flashed, which was very unusual. The girl told her parents, 
they told her that something was probably just broken. 
  She tried to ignore it for several years, but when she turned 12 
years old, her curiosity got the best of her. She went down to the harbour 
and took a little rowing boat. She thought she would be back in the 
morning so off she set to the creepy little island. 
  As she got closer, the smell was overwhelming. She dragged her 
boat ashore. Panting for breath, she looked around. There was so much 
she hadn’t realised how much rubbish would be over there. 
  She looked to her left, seeing the lighthouse. “Finally,” she thought 
to herself. 
  As she creeped close to the lighthouse, she became anxious. What 
if it was just a broken light? But then it started flashing and she had to go 
and see what it was. She had come too far to give up now. 
  She creeped open the door. As it creaked, she was so excited . 
  The girl ran upstairs, being wary of the time. It was about 2:30, she 
thought to herself. She reached the second floor. She thought she saw 
something move. She decided to ignore it – that was a mistake. 
  She was at the bottom of the stairs, making her way up to the light 
which had stopped flashing. She heard rattling like chains against the 
floor. 
  She knew that she was scared now. “Is there someone there?” she 
said.
  Nothing happened. She thought maybe it was trick of her mind. 
She put one foot on the step, getting ready to run up, to finally find what 
was up there. Something was smothering her, and she was struggling, 
but whatever had her was stronger than her. She started to see black. 
  And no one ever saw her again. The town searched for weeks. No 
one, of course, suspected where she was.

Sai Harsha 
Goru

Co Antrim

Maya Kerrisk
Co Dublin
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LIGHTHOUSE

Lighting up
Ireland with its
Great light, 
High
Tides
Hammering
Our 
Universally
Special
Environment

We love you lighthouse, protect us forever.

Emma & Beth Holmes 
Co Wexford

THE LIGHTHOUSE 

Once there was a lonely man in a lighthouse 
next to a town of the coast of Ireland. On 
one stormy day, he was writing a letter to 
his son about when he will be home again. 
  Every time the lighthouse bulb went 
around, the people of the town would cheer. 
The man didn’t like that. When he was in 
the middle of writing, the man noticed that 
the people of the town were not cheering 
any more because the lightbulb was broken. 
He grabbed his toolbox and ran as fast as 
he could up all the stairs to see what was 
going on. 
  The man noticed that the light was 
broken, so he grabbed it. It was heavier 
than he thought and he stumbled a bit and 

THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER’S 
ASSISTANT

Crash! Another ferocious wave penetrated 
my home. It was Friday night and I hadn’t 
seen my family for a month but I would 
tomorrow. It’s a boring underpaid job being a 
light keeper’s assistant, but tonight certainly 
was not boring.
  The rain battered down on my head 
as I tried to light the coal but with only a 
few wet sticks it was difficult. Little by little 
I got the flame going. My toes were raw red 
with chilblains as my grandfather’s socks – 
although made of wool – now barely covered 
my heels, leaving my toes exposed to cold, 
wind and fire. 
  The local children always point and 
laugh at me, calling me “the rag boy” as I 
scuttle past, unable to meet their eyes, my 
shoulders hunched against their stares as 
much as the gales. I was the first born, the 
secret the hidden one, so while my three 
brothers and two sisters live in the home 
place, I was sent to the lighthouse as helper 
to old Richie, whose drunkenness would 
cause ships to repeatedly steer off course 
onto jagged rocks. But he’s my only friend 
in the world and I continue to make sure that 
most ships passing by hook or by crook will 
travel on safely. Dreams of faraway lands 
keep me going and when I have the four 
shillings saved for passage on the cattle 
ship to Libya, I will seek my fortune and get 
as far away from this misery as possible. 
  I’m twelve years old but I’d pass for 
fourteen and on the day of inspection I’ll 
stand stout like a man of sixteen as I need 
to be a man to get my travel documents. 
Suddenly a thunderous noise came from 
the ocean as though a metal wave had been 
ripped apart. I realised a fishing vessel had 
hit an underwater rock about one hundred 
metres from shore. A flare lit up the sky, 
blinding me. 
  I knew there was little time to spare, 
so I put on Richie’s sodden, mould covered 
coat and raced for the shore before dumping 

it on a pile of seaweed. I started swimming 
but it was freezing cold and my only way of 
seeing anything was when the beam from 
the lighthouse swept over me. Eventually, 
I reached the boat and discovered a frail 
old fisherman clinging to a sinking boat. I 
knew if I went back into the water I would 
die of hypothermia so I strung two barrels 
together with rope into a makeshift raft. We 
climbed aboard and started paddling for our 
lives. I felt ice in my veins, my heartbeat 
was slowing and within seconds I was 
unconscious in a river of blackness.
  I was kicked back into consciousness 
by the fisherman shaking me awake on the 
shore and as he leaned down toward me I 
almost vomited from his foul fish-flavoured 
breath. If tonight’s work isn’t worth an extra 
shilling, nothing is.

Raymond Walsh
Co Tipperary

fell over his toolbox and the light smashed. 
  When he looked out to sea, he saw a 
big ship heading for rocks. He scrambled 
down the stairs and opened the door. He 
saw a lot of people from the town with 
lanterns coming to help. When the people 
got to the top, the boat turned away from 
the rocks and into the harbour. 

Jack Meenan
Dublin
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A ROCKABILL ADVENTURE

One sunny afternoon in Skerries, Jack was in his room packing for a trip 
to his granny’s house. “Jack,” called his mum.
  “Coming!” he shouted as he ran downstairs and hopped into the car. 
Jack’s dad started the engine and they drove to Harbour Road where his 
granny lived in one of the old lighthouse keepers’ houses. Jack quickly 
jumped out of the car and rang the doorbell. Granny Glenda opened the 
door and they waved goodbye to Jack’s parents as they drove off into 
the distance.
  Jack’s favourite thing to do when he was at his granny’s was to go 
to Storm In A Teacup for ice cream. As soon as Jack stepped through 
the door, Glenda asked him if he wanted to go for one. When they got 
there, Jack met his friends, Adam and Issy, who were sitting on the 
bandstand. 
  Jack ate his ice cream with them and headed home with Granny 
Glenda after their chat. It was getting late and time for bed. As he 
was walking into his room Jack heard a creak in the floor. He got 
down on his knees and started to pull up the floorboard. He reached 
in and was shocked to find a map. It showed Skerries but further 
out to sea he could see Rockabill Lighthouse and on the top, there  
was an X. A few minutes later he figured it out – it was a treasure map! 

He phoned Adam and Issy and told them to meet him at the slipway with 
Issy’s kayak. 
  When they got there, Jack told them about the map. Adam suggested 
swimming to Rockabill but Issy thought they should tell someone. Jack 
simply said, “We should go out, find the treasure and come back before 
morning!”
They all agreed, put on their lifejackets and started rowing. It was foggy 
and they could see nothing so they followed the light of the lighthouse. 
A few hours later they reached Rockabill, exhausted. 
  They climbed the hill to the lighthouse and opened the door. 
Creeeeaak! They walked down steps to the basement where they saw 
something lurking in the corner. 
  “Yawn!” The children were so scared they ran into each other and 
fell to the ground. It started to move closer. They froze with fear. Suddenly 
the creature switched on the light.
  “Hello!” he said in a friendly voice. They could see better now and 
realised he was a ghost. Adam nearly fainted.
  “W-w-we’re looking for treasure!” stammered Jack.
  “Ha, ha, ha!” laughed the ghost. “There’s no treasure here.”
  “What?” Jack replied, “But I have this map!”
  “This old thing is fake so you’d better get home before your boat 
drifts away.”
  “Oh no!” shouted Issy as they all ran out.
  “The kayak’s gone!” cried Adam. 
  “Don’t worry, I have a submarine,” the ghost replied. With the flick 
of a switch, a submarine appeared out 
of the ground. Everyone hopped in and 
Jack pressed ‘Start’.
  “Thank you!” they shouted as they 
headed under.
  Back in Skerries, Jack snuck 
through his window and back to bed.  
A second later Granny Glenda woke him 
up.
  “You look tired, Jack. Did you sleep 
all right?”
  “Definitely,” he replied.

Conor Cahill
Co Dublin
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HOME AT LAST

I remember the day we set off. My map and compass in my bag, saying my goodbyes to 
Rusty and Jack. My faithful hounds are probably missing me. If it wasn’t for that storm, and 
the map falling into the sea, I’d be home. Four months ago, that was. For the past sixteen 
weeks, me and my crew have just been sailing our boat, the Chat Sauvage. The water and 
food is scarce. 
  This morning, the sea was wild. My crew and I were sick as dogs. We climbed into the 
hull and slept, as it didn’t rock as much there. We shared half a loaf of stale soda bread, and 
drank a bit of water. Now we only have three loaves and two bottles left. What will we do? 

  Today we got a nice surprise. 
A pod of dolphins swam up 
close to the boat and breached 
with such vivacity that we were 
all speechless for a moment. I 
pulled my photo out of my breast 
pocket. It was of me, Jack and 
Rusty sitting outside of the family 
bike shop. There was always 
someone in there, with a buckled 
wheel or a squeaky brake. My pa 
could fix just about anything. With 
a sigh, I put away my picture. 
  I remembered the fishing 
rods we had in one of the trunks. 
Me and my sailors spent three 
hours catching black sea basses, 
and we had an amazing dinner 
that evening. One member of 
my crew, Ernie Blake, found a 
way to separate the slat from the 
seawater. You get a cup, a pot 
and some seawater. You fill the 
pot with the salty water, place the 

empty cup in the middle of the filled pot, put the lid on upside down, bring it to a boil and 
in about twenty minutes, you have a glass of unsalted water! It works because the water 
condensation collects on the lid and slides into the cup. 
  Three weeks have passed and no sign of Wexford. The band and I had a chat about 
what to do next. Nobody had ideas. The fish was running out, the coal for the fire was 
nearly gone, and we had no bread. The rods broke, our pot was cracked, and our hearts 
were broken. We sang a few folk songs to lift our spirits, and for a half hour, we were happy. 
  Night fell, and as I was setting up my hammock, making jokes with the band, I saw 
a beam of yellowy light from the distance. I alerted everyone, and a sudden gust of wind 
blew us full speed towards the lighthouse. We were dancing and singing, laughing and 
crying, delighted to be here. As we docked at Hook Head, we slept on the rocks and  
waited for morning. We walked to the nearest town, and we all sent letters to our families, 
and hours later, Jack and Rusty, Mum and Pa, and everyone else’s folks came, and it was 
all so, so, happy. 

THE MAGICAL LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time there was this beautiful lighthouse on the lovely blue 
sea in Ireland. Every night the waves would pass by it and it would look 
like a painting. In the evening it would always light up due to the top 
where there was a light. Nobody could believe how shiny the light was 
until these two kids named Lily and Benjamin discovered something 
extraordinary. 
  On a Saturday afternoon during lockdown, Lily and Benjamin felt 
like they had no air so they wanted to go out and explore. They thought 
that the best place to do it was by the sea. They spent a little time 
admiring the beautiful lighthouse. There were blue and white stripes all 
the way to the top with the big shiny light. They thought the light was so 
strong so Lily wanted to take a selfie with Benjamin. They climbed up to 
the top of the lighthouse where Lily took a selfie. 
  Benjamin then stared at the light. “You don’t think it is magical, do 
you”? he asked.
  “Could be. There is only one way to find out,” said Lily. 
  So with that note Lily opened the glass window of the light but there 
was no switch. Benjamin stared at it in amazement. “There is no switch! 
Maybe it is inside, it is very shiny,” Lily said.
  Benjamin slapped his head wondering how she could think it was 
that. “Lily, don’t you see it isn’t a lamp, it is gold! We should report it to 
the news.” 
  Lily stared at the gold. They placed it back and called the news. The 
news crew from RTÉ stared at the gold and congratulated the children 
for such an amazing discovery. The children ran home and told their 
parents and they all watched the news together. 
  “Hello and welcome to Ireland’s Nine O’Clock News. Tonight, two 
children named Lily and Benjamin made a discovery that the lighthouse 
light is actually made of solid gold.” Then the parents turned the television 
off and hugged the kids. 
  “Well done, you two, but I am afraid it is time for bed!”
  When Lily and Benjamin went to bed, they heard something near 
the lighthouse. 
  “Did you hear that Benjamin?” said Lily. Ben nodded yes. Lily did 
code language that said: “Let’s sneak out.” Ben nodded again. 
  So with that, they snuck out the window and brought out a rope with 
them. They ran to the lighthouse and saw that somebody was stealing 
the gold and had put it in his bag. Lily and Benjamin were afraid but they 
wouldn’t let this happen. Lily pulled out her rope and she threw it around 
the thief’s waist. 
  Benjamin then took the gold and returned it. Lily told the news this 
story and then their family was awarded €10,000. It turns out that the 
thief they caught was wanted for a long time.
  Lily and Benjamin were in the newspaper and their parents were 
very proud of their children!

Eden Enright
Co Dublin

Isabelle Downey
Co Kildare
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THE UNUSUAL DAY AT THE BAY

One day a girl called Aoife was reading a book in her room. She loved 
reading. Suddenly the doorbell rang. It startled her. Aoife tied back her 
hair and ran downstairs to open the door. It was her best friend Emily 
from the village. Aoife loved hanging out with Emily. Emily had shoulder-
length strawberry blonde hair and pretty, sparkling blue eyes. In contrast 
Aoife had long brown curly hair and beautiful chestnut eyes. Emily asked 
Aoife to go for a walk along the seafront. Aoife said she would love to go. 
They loved strolling along the seafront and watching life go by.
  A little while later when they were engrossed in a chat about the new 
art shop in the village, they heard a scream! There was nobody in sight. 
The only house in view was the old lighthouse. It had been abandoned 
in 1965. Aoife and Emily ran over to it. A lot of the villagers had wanted 
the lighthouse to be torn down. It wasn’t safe. The lighthouse had old, 
crumbling rock walls. If those walls could talk, they would tell many tales 
about the sea and the sky. There was a big old oil lantern at the top of 
the lighthouse.
  When the girls reached the lighthouse, they tried the door handle 
assuming it would be locked but surprisingly it was open! They were 
feeling very tense and nervous and they went in cautiously. On the floor 
was an old man. He appeared to be unconscious. Emily checked his 
wrist for a pulse while Aoife ran for help. This was a skill that Emily 
had learnt in her first aid training in the Scouts. Some time later an 
ambulance arrived.
  Later that day the girls got news that the man would be okay. He 
sent word that he wanted the girls to go and visit him in hospital. He was 
so grateful to them for saving his life. When the girls talked to the old 
man, they discovered what exactly had been going on and how he came 
to be there. 
  The old man walked via the seafront by the lighthouse every day 
on his way into the village to run his daily errands. There was a ring of 
smugglers who had been using the lighthouse as a hideout. They were 
transporting stolen goods via the coast using their boat and working out 
of the abandoned lighthouse. They kidnapped the old man because he 
came upon them one day. He didn’t know exactly how he ended up on 
the floor but he assumed the smugglers had hit him on the head and left 
him for dead.
  The Gardaí thanked the girls for their quick action and Emily and 
Aoife went home. They felt great about the big adventure they had and 
the good deed they had done. They never thought a stroll on the seafront 
by the lighthouse could be so eventful.

Kate Donohoe
Co Dublin

THE INFERNAL LIGHTHOUSE

Niall had never wanted to encounter the lighthouse. He had been dared by his friends to 
walk inside it, and it had landed him in trouble. How could a lighthouse be such a problem? 
Well, this lighthouse was very different. Never in Niall’s life had he ever seen it working. Nor 
had anyone. In fact, it was just, simply there. It had no purpose at all.
  The night Niall walked to the shoreline surrounding the lighthouse, it was dark and 
foggy. Niall couldn’t see two metres in front of him. He had brought a lantern, but it was 
no use. It was far too foggy to see anything. As he approached the door, Niall heard a faint 
laugh. A laugh like no other. Somehow, it sounded familiar, but Niall ignored it. When he 
touched the door, it gave a low creak. When he pushed it, it opened. Niall tiptoed inside. 
The interior was no different from the exterior; flaky, freezing, stinky, empty, useless. But 
that was about to change. 
  Niall tripped over something, 
luckily able to grab on to a loose 
brick to steady himself. A staircase. 
He carefully climbed up the ruin. A 
sudden gust of wind made him shiver. 
It was almost as if the lighthouse 
shivered, too. He nearly jumped out 
of his skin and put his hand over 
his mouth when he heard a voice 
bellow, “WHO DARES TO ENTER 
MY HOUSE?” A shadow crept down 
the staircase, followed by an old, 
stout man. His shadow was in a 
position where it looked like the man 
was lagging behind, and the shadow 
was impatiently tugging him along. 
The man had hair as far as the eye 
could see, apart from the top of his 
head. “Oh. A boy.” The man looked 
hopelessly at the boy. “How old are 
you?” The boy looked shocked. 
“Eh...fourteen,” Niall said, trembling. 
“Hmm…dared by your friends to 
come here, perhaps?” Niall replied, “Em, yes. And, if you don’t mind, I’ll be off.” The man 
stopped. “WAIT!!” he screeched. “NO!”
  But Niall was off. He bolted out of the lighthouse, raced down the shoreline, up the 
sand hills, down the street and into his house, not even once checking to see if the old man 
was following. He wasn’t, but someone else was. After walking into the lighthouse, he had 
opened an ancient gateway that surrounded the area of the lighthouse and the small island 
it sat on. The gateway was a portal; a cross between earth and its opposite. A demon, foul 
and evil, with razor sharp teeth, crept out of the now open gateway, quickly taking the form 
of Niall’s shadow.
  It was released into the world. Niall had just brought a demon from the opposite earth, 
just by walking into a lighthouse.
  Who knows what trouble that could bring?

Aoife O’Connell
Co Carlow
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MY NANA AND FANAD HEAD 
LIGHTHOUSE

I am writing about Fanad Head Lighthouse 
because my Nana Cáit grew up there. 
Fanad Lighthouse is in Donegal. It was built 
after the shipwreck of the HMS Saldanha 
in 1811 in the waters of Lough Swilly. The 
lighthouse is white and twenty-two metres 
tall. In the tower there are seventy-nine 
steps. 
  Fanad Lighthouse is very important to 
me and my family. Every summer we go to 
Donegal and visit the lighthouse. When we 
go to the top the view is beautiful.
  My nana lived there for fifteen years 
and she loved it. Her mammy died when 
she was little and they were allowed to 
stay in Fanad near her granny. She would 
go fishing in her boat with her father and 
her siblings. They would swim on the rocky 
beach nearby. Nana would walk three miles 
to school everyday. She would go to her 
granny’s house nearby for lunch. On the 
way home, she would have to buy bread for 
her father but they would get hungry and 
there would be a big chunk gone by the 
time they got home.
  Then my nana’s dad got a job in Dublin 
as a lighthouse keeper so they all moved 
there. So now every summer we spend our 
holidays in Fanad and the lighthouse is the 
best place to visit.

Emer Leonard
Co Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE 
Ethan Bruton 
Co Cork

HAUNTED

Jade: I was crying while rapidly running. I 
normally wouldn’t be able to run to save my 
life. She was after me, I just knew it. The 
ghost… she was haunting me for years. 
I dash over to the special lighthouse that 
Kayla, Beth and I used to talk and play in. 
She can’t go into bright light. I run like the 
wind over to the lighthouse knowing she 
wouldn’t dare to come over.
  Beth: I keep wondering why she is 
running away from me. We used to be 
besties. Jade, Kayla and me: The Three 
Musketeers is what we were called. Now 
Kayla and Jade have forgotten about me. 
They are now called Two Peas in a Pod. 
I follow them, telling them I’ll forever 
mind them but they keep running into the 
lighthouse. It’s just too painful there, all the 
happy memories that I keep and treasure 
come flooding to my mind. The precious 
lighthouse. All the times we laughed and 
played in there, memories that will forever 
stay in my heart, my ghost heart.
  Jade: I wish Beth was here. She’ll 
know what to do but she is gone forever 
more. Something stops me in my tracks. 
A ‘For Sale’ sign. I sprint home instead to 
tell my dad some exciting news. “Dad, can  
we move to the lighthouse?” I asked. “Sure,” 
replied Dad from the kitchen. “Yes!” I cried. I 
ran upstairs to my room and told my siblings 
to pack. We moved in two weeks later.
  Beth: I couldn’t believe why Jade would 
move to that place, I don’t like to go there. 
I was bawling my eyes out. I then thought: 
How can I tell them that I am the ghost?
  Jade: We picked out our rooms and put 
all our stuff away. I packed the boxes away 
but left one out since it didn’t fit under the 
stairs. I opened it up slowly and there were 
notes, long notes. I read one and it said who 
the ghost is. I rang Kayla. I said, “My sister 
Beth is the ghost!” “We have been running 
away from your sister?” cried Kayla. I put 
down the phone and ran outside and heard 
Beth crying and said “Beth, I’m sorry for 

running away from you, please forgive me,”
   Beth: “Of course I will,” I whispered. 
I can leave them now and watch over them 
from heaven. That’s how my fellow siblings 
feel today. So they lived happily ever after….
or did they? 

Ciara Burke
Co Roscommon
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THE LIGHTHOUSE ADVENTURE OF JOHN AND 
CAPTAIN DUTCH BEARD

Fun-loving, ten-year-old John Nolan was born in Wexford. Shortly 
afterwards, his mum passed away. He grew up in Hook Head Lighthouse, 
where his dad, Mr Nolan, was the lighthouse keeper. John had two 
friends: Scotty the Scottish terrier and Pete the courageous puffin.
  Although he didn’t have any children to play with, John had fun 
exploring with his dad, Scotty and Pete. One sunny day, John and his 
friends were exploring down on the rocks under the lighthouse. Suddenly 
John and Scotty slipped on some seaweed and fell down into a secret 
cave. Just as John and Scotty were about to land, Pete slowed their fall 
with his strong wings. 
  Next thing they knew, they were in a dark cave. Staring at them was 
a large ghostly figure. John, Scotty and Pete all froze in terror. “Hello,” 
said the ghost, “I’m Captain Dutch Beard.”
  John couldn’t believe his eyes. “Am I dreaming?” he stuttered. 
“Argh! A ghost!” shouted Pete. “I need your help,” said Captain Dutch 
Beard. “With what?” asked Scotty. “With finding my long lost ship” replied 
Captain Dutch Beard. “My ship crashed on the County Wexford rocks 
300 years ago to the day. Only somebody with the blood, wisdom and 
courage of a lighthouse keeper can help me”. “I’m your man,” said John. 
“I live in Hook Head Lighthouse with my dad, who’s the lighthouse 
keeper.” “We’ll help too,” said Scotty and Pete. “Thank you, thank you!” 
said Captain Dutch Beard.
  “Just one thing,” said Pete. “How are you guys going to get out of 
the cave?” “Don’t worry” replied Captain Dutch Beard. “I know a secret 
exit. Let’s go.”
  Soon they were all back at the lighthouse. “Holy mackerel!” said 
Mr Nolan the lighthouse keeper, when he heard what happened. “It’s all 
true,” said John. “Well in that case,” said his dad, “we better get cracking.” 
“Just one problem,” said Captain Dutch Beard. “Us ghosts can’t touch 
water. If we do, we will dissolve.” “Don’t worry,” said Mr Nolan “I have a 
row boat which you can take.” “Super duper,” said Captain Dutch Beard. 
 Two hours later, they were all ready for the master plan to reunite Captain 
Dutch Beard and his long lost ship. John pushed the big, red light switch 
in the control room. Hook Head Lighthouse lit up in all its glory. John 
could see the row boat far below with Captain Dutch Beard in it. “Now 
we just need to shine the light on Captain Dutch Beard in the row boat,” 
said Mr Nolan. “There we’ve done it!” they all shouted. For one second 
only, before them was the most beautiful tall ship they had ever seen and 
then it was gone…
  The next day when John and his friends were searching for 
periwinkles and fossils by the rocks, they found a wooden chest. It said: 
Thanks for your help, Captain Dutch Beard. It was full of loot and they all 
lived happily ever after!!!

Jamesie Cahill
Co Wicklow

Ella Hammond 
Co Wicklow
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THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER

There is a building of red and white,
That guides the ships right through the night.
At the top of the building is a big bright light,
Now the ships can see, it grants them sight.

My great-great-grandad once manned one,
It was on the island of Clare.

The light in it was so clear at sea,
That you could see it whether here or there

My great-great-grandad had many lighthouses,
Each one his own red and white home,

And the story of such a relative
Is why I chose to write this poem! 

CAPE LEEUWIN 

There is a lighthouse so strong and tall,
Its bright white walls will amaze you all.
As it stands to attention for all to see,
To protect the ships that are out at sea.

Inside is a staircase that leads to the top,
It goes around n’around you wish it would 
stop.
Out on the deck, so high and so clear,
You will feel the wind, you will feel the fear.

On a stormy night so gloomy and cold,
You can still see the light shining, just like 
pure gold.
As the bad weather dies down, the sun will 
appear,
The lighthouse is safe and will forever 
remain there.

Cape Leeuwin
Co Cork

POOLBEG LIGHTHOUSE DUBLIN
Titouan Compagnon

Co Cork

Keely Costello
Co Dublin

STRANDED

Adam, Michael and Percy are sailing home 
from a trip to the Aran Islands. Adam, the 
captain of the boat, tells Michael and Percy 
that they can get some rest. He will turn on 
the engine and set it on a course for home. 
They all go to sleep. They wake up to a loud 
bang and a smash and a crash. The crew, 
all awake now, rush outside, only to find 
they are stuck under the boat. They think 
the boat has hit rocks in the middle of the 
ocean. They see that the boat was cut in 
half during the crash. 
  Adam notices that Percy is limping. 
He asks if he’s okay, Percy says he’s fine 
but Adam is worried. Adam tells Michael to 
get the first aid kit. Michael goes to get it 
and they help Percy, who appears to have 
sprained his ankle. When they are done they 
start wondering how they will get out of this 

mess as they are trapped under the boat. 
They start by pushing on one of the walls 
– it’s too hard for them. They go searching 
for their phones – they find Adam’s, but it’s 
broken and it doesn’t work. 
  Then something falls out of the boat 
onto Michaels head! Michael is knocked 
out and he has a cut on his head. They 
already used the medical kit on Percy so 
they don’t know what to do. Then Percy rips 
the sleeve off his t-shirt and wraps it around 
Michael’s head. It stops the bleeding but he 
is still unconscious. After a few minutes he 
wakes up, they tell him to rest for a bit until 
he is okay.
  Percy suggests that everyone goes 
looking for food that was left in the boat. 
They start looking and Michael finds some 
uncooked hot dogs, Percy finds some 
crackers but Adam doesn’t find anything. 
They had slept through the night when the 
boat was sailing, so they decided to have 
the crackers for breakfast. Percy finds a 
crab and names it George. They wait until 
what they think is lunch, as there is no way 
of telling the time, to give out the hot dogs. 
  When dinner comes around they are 
all starving – they ate all the food they had. 
They ask Percy if they can eat his crab, 
Percy says no but even he wants to eat 
him. They end up eating the crab raw – it’s 
disgusting.
  After dinner they decide to try pushing 
on the walls again but on a different side, 
it works! They’re free. They see that they 
were pushing on the side of the lighthouse 
at first, and they are not stranded in the 
middle of the ocean as they thought. They 
are on a patch of rocks by the lighthouse, 
they see the town from where they are 
standing. They go back and tell everyone 
about it.

Charlie Walker
Co Dublin
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THE LIGHTHOUSE SAVED MY LIFE

My name is Nala Adebayo, and I am a migrant from Libya. I liked it there, 
it was my home, but it was not safe anymore.
  This is my story.
  It was a normal day in the market and everything seemed normal, 
but nothing was normal in those days. You got used to the bombs, the 
terror, and the broken hearts. 
  Suddenly there was a boom, a crash and a horrific cry for help. 
My mother picked up my brother Ali and we started running to our 
house. There we found a pile of rubble with my father, grandfather and 
grandmother buried under it, with no way of ever getting out. Ali and I 
clutched our mother tightly as we grieved and sobbed. She then picked 
up Ali and started running with no explanation. I followed her, of course, 
wondering, Where is she going? 
  We soon came to the docks and found a very small boat, probably 
used as a lifeboat for a fancy cruise ship that I could only dream of. We 
used every last penny on it as it was our only way out. My mother and I 
paddled endlessly, just paddling, not knowing if we would survive. 
  One night the weather was particularly bad, and a wave submerged 
me, my brother, and my mother. My mother never learned how to swim 
and Ali my brother was four, so he was helpless. I played in the lakes with 
my friends, though, so I knew how to swim – just about. I tried to help my 
mother but she was holding Ali and said she would catch up. It was such 
a blur and I did not remember she couldn’t swim. I swam for my life until I 
saw a flickering light, a lighthouse! I had heard of them in stories, guiding 
boats back to home, a light in the darkest of tunnels. I was starting to 
get tired and losing hope, but seeing a light was like having a new tank 
of energy! As I got closer and closer I saw the silhouette of a person. 
It was dark so I could not make out his or her face, but it was standing 
on a large rock and then to my surprise it waved at me! As I got closer, 
I made out a shrivelled old man: it was though his wrinkles on his face 
were a map of his life. I walked over to him and said, “I am from Libya.” 
  He nodded then and inquired if I wanted to come in. 
  I mumbled “Yes please,” and he escorted me to his beautiful home. 
It was the lighthouse that saved my life. I spent many years with him. 
He was like a father and taught me how to fish and work the lighthouse. 
Then, one day he didn’t come down for breakfast. He had passed away 
but never passed from my heart.

Eva Munnelly
Co Dublin 

THE GHOST OF THE LOOP HEAD LIGHTHOUSE

I sat reading my book in the lighthouse, when a kind looking lady 
approached me. She asked if I liked mysteries and I told her that I 
loved them. 
  “Well,” she said. “My name is Jane Foster, and I am a private 
detective. Unfortunately, my assistant became ill and I find myself in 
the market for a new one.” 
  I looked up, fascinated. “Well, I could do that, but what are you 
investigating?” 
  “I’m here to solve an old mystery. You see, 104 years ago, there 
was a mysterious theft here. All the money in the safe was stolen.” 
  “Okay, but why was it never solved?” 
  “Ah, you see the police concluded it was a ghost, for there was 
a storm, and only three people were in the lighthouse at the time, and 
they were all in the basement.” 
  Jane and I began investigating immediately. 
  “So, the thief must have entered through a secret passageway, 
because you couldn’t enter through one of the windows during a storm.” 
  I searched the top two floors of the lighthouse. Both Jane and I 
found nothing. This disappointed me, I had failed to impress an actual 
detective. I angrily threw a stone at a particularly big rock, and to my 
surprise, it sounded hollow. I looked around it, and saw a pipe leading 
out from the inside of the building. I realised it was a sort of chimney 
leading out of the big open fire in the main lounge. I told Jane, she 
looked impressed. She said we would investigate later.
  That evening, in my room, I realised how beautiful and peaceful 
this place really was. The navy and white lighthouse, the jagged cliffs, 
the crashing waves. That night was the most exciting night of my life. 
We snuck down to the fire and the passageway was there. There were 
trails of saffron along it. We got to a large room. There was a diary, 
which proved useful. In it was an address. It was for the owner of the 
diary’s granddaughter. Myself and Jane tracked her down and got lots 
of information. The woman’s grandfather had been rich from trading 
saffron. We went back to the lighthouse. Reading more of the diary, I 
deduced that this saffron trade was illegal. The man wrote about what 
would happen if he was caught. After reading about the robbery, we 
discovered the men could never admit how much money had been 
stolen. 
  I read the last few pages of the diary. He wrote about his three 
friends who had double-crossed him and how he would get his money 
back. Case solved! We went to the local police and told them. The 
younger one looked impressed, but the detective inspector looked 
cross. The following Saturday, Jane told me that she would hire me if I 
lived in Galway, and I smiled happily as I told her that this was the case. 

Emily Ross
Co Galway
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GOOD NEWS AND BAD NEWS

It was in the year 1896. It was a stormy evening in Wexford. Elisabeth and Cormac, two 
young siblings who lived in a lighthouse, were snuggled up in their little beds reading a book.
Well, Elisabeth was reading, Cormac was flicking through the pictures.
Cormac was only six years old and Elisabeth was eleven.
  BOOM! the thunder crashed. Elisabeth and Cormac both jumped.
  “Elisabeth! I’m scared,” said Cormac.
  “So am I. Will we go down to Mother and Father?”
  “Yes!” said Cormac, relieved that Elisabeth was going with him.

  Both of them went downstairs, 
where their parents were sitting having 
their dinner. But all their parents said 
was that it was nothing to be scared 
of. So Elisabeth and Cormac just fell 
asleep.
  When they both woke up in the 
morning the sea was nice and calm and 
there was no sign of the storm. They 
got ready for school, grabbed their 
satchels and their life vests and then 
went outside with their father.
  Their father always got the boat 
ready for them. The two children got 
into the boat, spreading their blankets 
on the seats and the food on the floor of 
the boat. Cormac and Elisabeth never 
had time to eat breakfast, so they ate it 
in the boat.
  They were eating away happily 

until a big wave lifted the boat up high in the air. That happened a lot when they were out at 
sea, but then the storm from last night came back! The big waves kept smashing the boat 
against the rocks.
  “Help!” they both shouted, but no one heard them.
Soon the boat was torn to bits and now the children were in the water. Elisabeth was closest 
to the rocks and when a big wave came it smashed Elisabeth against the rocks right on her 
spine.
  “OUCH!!!!!!!!!!!!” shouted poor Elisabeth. Then Elisabeth weakened and fainted. Poor 
Cormac had to hold her to stop her from drowning.
  A few hours later, Elisabeth woke up in a white room.
  “Where am I?” she asked. She was in hospital.
  Cormac had ended up with a few bruises, but they weren’t bad. But when Elisabeth 
had got smashed against the rocks, it had damaged her spine badly!
  That day Elisabeth was allowed out of hospital, but with a wheelchair. The doctors had 
said that she would never be able to walk again. They had to figure out a new way of going 
to school.
  So the good news is that both of them are alive and Cormac is not badly hurt and the 
bad news is that Elisabeth will never be able to walk again.

A LUCKY LIGHTHOUSE CHARM

Once upon a time there lived a sailor named Captain Fishers. Captain 
Fishers loved the sea and all his crew. He was a kind man but had no 
time for hugging or anything of that sort. Captain Fishers had a long, 
silver beard. He also wore a blue hat with a charm coming out from it – 
that charm was his prize possession, he loved it. Captain Fishers used 
his anchor charm to tell him where there was land or pirates near.
  One day something strange happened, something terrible! One 
of Captain Fishers’ best mates on his ship called out for him. Captain 
Fishers called out, “Hang on matey, I’m trying to cook fish for your 
dinner.” Captain Fishers was fuming, he was going to burn the only meal 
they’d had in days! 
  The man’s name was Richard, a weak and tired man. Richard said, 
“Look over there in the fog!” Then he stuttered, “Are they pirates?” 
  “Turn this boat around now!” screamed Captain Fishers. Slowly they 
turned the boat around, but it was too late. The pirates were only a few 
metres away. One pirate jumped on board and took the fish and a few 
coins that were lying around for emergencies. Other pirates grabbed 
the steering wheel, spun the boat around and all the sailors, including 
Captain Fishers and Richard, fell into the sea.
  They were in real danger now because they were in the Atlantic 
Ocean. They had no boat, no more food and not even each other! 
Captain Fishers spent days in the ocean swimming around like a fish! 
Until... a boat came by! 
  He called out, “I’m here! Stop!” 
  The boat stopped and the sailors on board were petrified. Captain 
Fishers got on the boat, barely able to talk with all the salt water in his 
mouth. 
  “I’ve just been thrown off my boat by some pirates!” he said. 
  “Let’s make a deal,” said one of the boat’s sailors. “All of us 
gentlemen are lost and we need to find a way to any land. If you can get 
us there we will let you on board with food and water and a good night’s 
sleep.”
  “Oh yes, deal!” cried Captain Fishers. 
  “Okay, find us our way!” said a polite sailor. 
  Captain Fishers set sail. He had no clue that his charm was special, 
he had lost it in the sea but it was following him. Captain Fishers could 
see a broad light beaming out from something big and tall and followed 
it. The golden anchor was in the sea and following that light as well. 
  Days turned to nights of sailing the boat towards the light. Finally he 
got there but it was not what he expected. It was a red and white striped 
building. Captain Fishers was amazed at the sight, he had never seen 
anything like it. This was a lighthouse! 
  “Wow! Amazing!” everyone called out. 
  Captain Fishers got off the ship and saw his golden anchor lying on 
the sand in the sun, now he knew it was special! 

Julia Blake
Co Dublin

Katelyn Fleming
Co Dublin
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THE FLASHING LIGHT

Feodora Brown raced home from school on 
a sunny Friday afternoon. She was excited 
because her gran had bought a lighthouse. 
Fedora, her mum, her cousins Stephanie and 
Samantha, Stephie’s mum Cora, Sammie’s 
mum Poppy and Auntie Sally were all going 
to stay there for a girls’ weekend.
  Feo, Stephie and Sammie were great 
friends, but they didn’t get to see each 
other too often as they lived so far away 
from each other.They were delighted at the 

idea of spending a weekend together.
  Once she got home, Feo ran upstairs 
to the bedroom she shared with her brother 
Mike. She grabbed her bag and went 
outside to where her mum was waiting. 
  Two hours later, they arrived at the 
lighthouse. Steph looked at the big light and 
told Sam and Feo that she knew how to 
read light language. The girls laughed.
  Suddenly the light started flashing. 
“That means ‘Hello, strange people,’” 
Stephanie said.
  “Stephanie, you are crazy,” laughed 
Sammie.
  “You’re even crazier Sam,” said Feo.
  After they had explored, they discovered 
that there was only two bedrooms in the 
lighthouse.
  “We don’t mind sharing,” said Feo. 
  “I do, Feodora,” joked Stephie. 
  “You girls can sleep in one room,” said 
Aunt Cora. “Mum, you can sleep in your 
room and the older girls and I will sleep in 
the local hotel.”
  That night all the adults except Gran 
went to the hotel for the night. At midnight, 
Sammie went to check if Gran was asleep, 
but she wasn’t there! The girls searched all 
over the lighthouse, but Gran was gone!
  “I’m scared,” whimpered Feo. Just 
then the light started flashing again. 
  “That means, ‘I’m coming to get you’,” 
whispered Stephanie, her face grave. 
  “Boo!” yelled a voice. “I’m coming to 
get you”, the voice said, and it laughed like 
a maniac.
  A monster emerged from the shadows, 
a monster too big and scary to describe, 
and picked the girls up. Sammie bit him 
and he dropped them. Sammie and Stephie 
managed to escape, but the monster got 
Feo and shook her. “I’m coming to get you!” 
he said again and again, everything was 
becoming blurry.
  Feo woke up, sweating and panting. 
“I’m coming to get you!” came a voice from 

SAVED BY THE LIGHTHOUSE

Jimmy was only 10 years old when his dad 
felt he was old enough to join in the family 
business. Jimmy’s dad Bill, who was a 
successful fisherman, was known to bring 
in massive hauls of herring. 
  He went with Jimmy one day to go fishing, 
but his mom Sinéad thought it was far too 
dangerous, but at least it got Jimmy off the 
rough Arklow streets so she let him go. 
  Jimmy was delighted that he was allowed 
to go, so off they went to the harbour. When 
they got there they immediately saw Betsy. 
Betsy was a fine little fishing boat, even 
though the lovely green paint was peeling 
off and she was in need of some tender 
loving care. 
  When they got on to the boat, Jimmy 
started to feel slightly nervous. 
  “Are you ready?” asked Dad when they 
were in the boat. 
  “Yep,” Jimmy replied happily. Two hours 
later they still hadn’t caught any fish and it 
was getting dark. Jimmy was really starting 
to get worried now.
  “All right, I think we’ll start heading back 
now,” said Dad. 
  “But we haven’t even caught any fish 
yet,” Jimmy replied sadly.
  They started sailing home. 
  “Jimmy, I’m getting worried. We have 
been going on for ages and I still don’t see 
the lighthouse,” said Jimmy’s dad nervously. 
  “Hey Dad, look over there!” shouted 
Jimmy. It was the lighthouse! Jimmy’s dad 
let out a sigh of relief. 
  “Okay we’re on the right track,” said 
Jimmy. 
  All of a sudden the wind started to rise 
and the boat started rocking violently. Jimmy 
gripped on to the side of the boat. 
  “HELP!” shouted Jimmy. 
  Then when he looked behind him his 
dad wasn’t there. Jimmy thought that this 
was the end of his life. And then there was 
nothing.
  “Wake up!” Jimmy opened his eyes. 

  “What’s going on?” said Jimmy sleepily. 
He looked around him. He was in the 
lighthouse. The man beside him was the 
lighthouse keeper, Sean Riley. Jimmy 
noticed there was another bed beside his 
and in it was his dad. 
  “Hi son,” said his dad. “Can you walk?” 
  “I think so,” answered Jimmy. 
  “Good, then let’s go home because Mom 
will be worried sick.”

Sean Riley
Co Wicklow

A DAY IN AN OLD LIGHTHOUSE

There on a hill by the seaside sits a very old 
lighthouse with the sun rising right behind it.
  A bunch of bats flutter in through the 
broken glass at the very top for a good 
day’s sleep. The cows pass through the 
field to graze. The bees fly out looking for 
flowers and collect the nectar, while the 
birds lay their eggs and make nests while 
they fly around looking for a snack. The 
swans swim by the seaside, teaching their 
younglings how to swim and seagulls fly and 
dive down for fish. 
  As the peaceful day continues, the 
clouds slowly turn grey as the bats fly out 
through the broken glass at the very top. A 
storm brews and hits the land hard banging 
against the old building, making it sway 
side to side. The cows rush back home, 
the swans and seagulls take shelter, the 
birds hold on tight waiting for the sun to rise 
again. 

THE LIGHTHOUSE

You’re a dawn to darkness
You’re a peace in a troubled sea
You’re a lifeline to sailors
You’re a light in the darkness
You’re a port in the storm
You’re a saviour of boats
You’re steps to the sky
My lighthouse is
Silent, strong, bright, pretty, beautiful, a 
beacon of hope for many people.

Toby McCarthy
Co Dublin

the landing. Feo frantically looked around 
her room wondering if the monster was in 
her house. Suddenly her door burst open 
and she hid under the covers.
  Feo felt the small body of a two-year-
old jumping onto her bed. She heard her 
little sister Molly calling her. She poked her 
head out and Molly laughed and hugged her. 
Just then her brother Mike came in saying, 
“I’m coming to get you!” He jumped onto 
the girls and tickled them. 
  Mum poked her head into the room. 
“Hurry up kids, get ready for school!” she 
said. “Feo, don’t forget that we’re staying at 
Gran’s lighthouse this weekend.”

Cara Bonar
Co Louth

Charlie Robertson
Co Dublin
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ANGEL LIGHTHOUSE 
 
Continue shining our lighthouse – the lone guardian of the sea, who will 
keep our path and give us hope to return home. You are the guiding star 
of every sailor who shows the path of light in the darkness of the night and 
the crashing of the waves.
Continue shining our lighthouse – our angel guardian and our friend. We 
sing you a song of every sailor in this world:
The lighthouse stands near the edge of world
For thousands of years but is alone,
It guides the way of many ships
Even the battleships
From long ago
The waves come crashing at its sides
But the lighthouse is still there
Giving hope and light to anyone around
At those incredibly special times
When the lighthouse shines
Brighter than any star
It gives joy and wonder
To the world under. 

SAPPHIRE AND THE LIGHT 

From out of the shadows came a girl with turquoise and purple hair, 
skin as white as milk and eyes as beautiful as the ocean. Her name was 
Sapphire. 
  It was Sapphire’s first time in the Human Realm. She was a shadow 
being, a creature of darkness, but she was not evil, if that is what you 
were thinking. Suddenly a huge, bright light shone directly in her eyes for 
a few seconds and then was gone. Sapphire bent down to pick up her 
sword and felt a soft dusty powder under it that was illuminated by the 
moonlight. The light flashed again, and she felt weakened.
  Sapphire looked around and saw a cliff with a black and white striped 
tower on top. It had a flashing light on it. There were jagged, black rocks 
on the dust, and the water was black like the water in her own realm, 
but it was very far away. Sapphire was being pursued by Lyra the sun 
warrior. She had defeated these war hungry people before when they 
invaded her realm, but they were now planning to attack and take over all 
the other realms. She had fled from the Border Realm hoping that Lyra 
would follow. 
  Sapphire ran towards the tower to destroy the light, she could not 
be weak in this battle, or it would be the end of the Realms as we knew 
it, we would all be slaves to the light. She ran up the staircase knowing 
Lyra could arrive at any moment. When she got to the top, she saw that 
the light source could be removed. New plan – use the light instead of 
destroying it. If she could trap Lyra in the light of the tower, she would 
be able to end the war. Sapphire did not want to kill her, that would be 
barbaric. You only got one chance at life and you had to be able to live 
with yourself and your conscience. 
  She saw a flash of light on the shoreline where she had been just 
moments before. It was Lyra, she had come just as Sapphire had planned. 
She shadow-stepped to just in front of Lyra with her sword drawn. The 
light shone on them both, so Sapphire exaggerated her weakness by 
dropping to her knees. She saw Lyra draw her power from the light with 
a look of blood lust on her face. Sapphire faked a look of terror and ran 
towards the tower. 
  Lyra strolled towards her a look of victory on her smug face. Sapphire 
ran up the 109 steps to the light as Lyra light travelled to the top. 
  “You fool, I draw power from the light!” said Lyra. As she drew 
power from the light, Sapphire lunged forward and grabbed the light 
source, removing it quickly, 
  “NOOOO!” screamed Lyra as she was pulled into the light source 
and trapped. 
  “Not so foolish now, am I?” said Sapphire. 
  The battle was won, the war over.

Louise Maher
Co GalwayAnastasia Savitskaya

Co Galway



 168 | STORYKEEPERS VOLUME I AGE ELEVEN | 169 

JIM’S LIGHTHOUSE

Once there was a lighthouse keeper called 
Jim. Jim lived in a lighthouse on an island 
just outside the Bermuda Triangle. Jim 
rarely saw any ships passing the lighthouse, 
but one night the light at the top of the 
lighthouse turned off! 
  Jim thought that he could just go to 
the bottom of the lighthouse and turn the 
power back on using the trip switch, but it 
was broken! 
  Then he thought he could just go to 
the nearest country on his speedboat and 
get new wires for the trip switch, but when 
he went out to get in his boat, he saw there 
was a yacht out at sea! The yacht was 
heading straight towards a buoy and Jim 
could not turn on the light in the lighthouse 
to help the people on the boat! So, Jim got 
into his speed boat and headed towards the 
yacht at top speed. 
  Unfortunately, it was too late. 
  The yacht had already crashed into the 
buoy and was starting to sink! Jim did not 
have much time to get to the yacht to stop 
the people inside it from sinking, but luckily 
he got there just before the yacht was about 
to sink and saved the people who were on 
the boat. 
  The people on the boat said, “We’re all 
from Portrush, in Northern Ireland. We are 
on a world cruise on our family yacht.” 
  Jim said Portrush was too far away 
and he would bring them there the next 
morning. After they arrived at Portrush, 
the family thanked Jim and he finally got 
the wires he was trying to get in the Indoor 
Market. He bought another set just in case 
it happened again. 
  Jim stayed at Kelly’s Hotel for another 
few nights because Portrush was such a 
lovely place. He then headed back to his 
lighthouse. 
  Another adventure for Jim!

Jason Kelly
Co Antrim

A BEACON OF HOPE

Living upon the seas was Lyra’s life. The way she had to fend off those 
wretched seagulls that swarmed down and tried to steal her breakfast. 
The monstrous waves that threatened to swallow their ship, that ship 
called Luimiere de la Mer – the light of the sea – what a name. Her 
family were so very proud of it. Its light blue paint had peeled away at 
the bottom due to erosion. But the one thing Lyra always looked for 
was a lighthouse, that beacon of light that had become her beacon of 
hope when she though all was lost. The way it stood there so proud and 
unflinching, not even acknowledging the waves that crashed at its feet. 
  One day, they moored abreast a lighthouse surrounded by neon 
buoys, as the conditions were too bad to sail. It exhilarated Lyra. The 
lightkeeper didn’t live there anymore. He had died there mysteriously 
one night, found thrown up against a wall. It was suspected to be murder 
but there wasn’t a trace left, not even a lousy fingerprint. That somehow 
excited Lyra rather than scared her. Her father, Joe, a plump man slightly 
flushed in the face, opened the door to the lighthouse. It was traditionally 
red and white, yet it was so different. She could smell the damp walls 
that surrounded the lighthouse and could almost taste the sea salt that 
had arrived at its feet. This lighthouse was almost intimidating, just off 
the coast of the Atlantic Ocean.
  Inside, the walls were painted a pastel yellow. Some water had 
leaked in from under the door due to the waves beating off it. It looked 
as if all the kitchen units and everything else had been torn out since the 
man’s death. It smelled like fish and seaweed, but Lyra didn’t mind the 
stench: she was too interested in everything else. The tall rusted metal 
stairway travelled all the way up through the building to the top where the 
light guided the ships to safety. Lyra climbed the stairway to the lantern 
room where the beacon stood. The light was so big it must have been 
seen from miles away. She went out to the railing, numbed by the crisp 
sea air on her face. Lyra spent hours up there staring at their pastel blue 
boat and gazing at the stars that scattered the sky.
  That night a storm raged – lightning, thunder, everything clung to 
the sky. Then a wave almost tsunami like crashed into the lighthouse and 
it shook to the core. That’s how the man must have died. He was pushed 
up against the wall so hard that his skull had cracked. The stars had all 
disappeared and Luimeire was scattered across the sea bed. But that’s 
when that magnificent light shone into the blackness onto an ox-blood 
red boat. It came like a scar through the stormy darkness. 
  They were liberated by the beacon of hope.  

Sophia Meaney
Co Limerick
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NEVER TO BE SEEN AGAIN

  “I’m going fishing, Grandpa!” Tim said.
  “Be careful of the Black Hole 
Lighthouse,” Grandpa replied.
  “What?” questioned Tim.
  “The Black Hole Lighthouse sucks in 
anything within ten metres of it, never to be 
seen again,” Grandpa explained. “They say 
it has a mind of its own.”
  “Anyone that crosses the line 
disappears?” Tim said curiously. “Where is 
it?”
  “It’s about three miles south, make 
sure to stay away.”
  “I’ll avoid it Grandpa, don’t worry.”
  But what Grandpa didn’t know, was 
that Tim had decided to discover the secret 
of The Black Hole Lighthouse…
  Checking his compass, Tim headed 
south in his little boat.
  The Black Hole Lighthouse came 
into view up ahead, a ginormous whirlpool 
surrounding it.
  “It must be hiding something inside,” 
Tim said to himself. “I want to know what 
it is.”
  So, bravely or foolishly, Tim crossed 
the line of ten metres and the whirlpool 
sucked in both Tim and his boat.
  Tim woke up face down in the sand. 
Looking up there was no sun, and no sky, 
only a ceiling. Stunned, Tim realised he 
must be under the lighthouse.
  Tim looked around and screamed, 
beside him was a skeleton covered in 
cobwebs…not just one… but FIVE.
  Tim felt a tug on his jeans and looked 
down. A baby turtle was tugging on his 
jeans!
  Poor thing, Tim thought, it must be 
trapped too.
  The turtle led him to a wall.
  “I know we are under the lighthouse 
little turtle, I’m sure you want to be free too,” 
Tim sighed and leaned against the wall. 
  It started to turn, pushing both Tim and 
the turtle into a tall, winding, staircase.

  “Oh, smart turtle!” Tim said feeling 
relieved. He picked up the turtle and walked 
up the staircase.
  A storm sounded from outside, shaking 
the lighthouse.
  “At least we are indoors,” Tim 
whispered to the turtle.
  All of a sudden the staircase lit up with 
a bolt of lightning, aimed right at Tim! 
  “How is this possible?” thought Tim 
as he dodged another bolt, clinging to the 
turtle.
  Laughter echoed down the staircase: 
“You will never reach the top! I am the 
lighthouse and I protect my treasure from all 
who dare to enter!”
  The lighthouse was alive.
  And it was after him.
  Luckily, Tim’s school teacher was 
obsessed with dodge-ball, so Tim was now 
an expert at running and dodging. 
  He made it to the top of the staircase 
and clutching the turtle he shouldered his 
way through the rickety, wooden door.
  Inside the room was more treasure 
than Tim could ever imagine! Moving 
quickly, he packed all he could into his 
fishing backpack, and tucked the turtle into 
his pocket. 
  The Lighthouse boomed and shook.
  He needed to get out. 
  Tim spotted a door hidden behind a 
large chest: he ran to it and pushed it open.
  “NOOOOOO!” screamed the voice, as 
Tim jumped through.
  Tim couldn’t believe it: he was on the 
beach… beside his house!
  He looked behind him…but there was 
nothing there.

Caoimhe Smyth
Co Antrim

THERE’S AN OWL ON THE SUN

Gwen was a barn owl.
  She gazed out into the dying summer 
sunset.
  It was breezy, and in the distance 
waves crashed against rocks as cold as 
winter frost.
  Gwen was supposed to take off, 
swooping off towards the ruins where she 
could rest peacefully, farther away from 
the sprays of water. But something held 
her back, something tugged inside her to 
keep hold of that branch on the dead oak, 
to continue to gaze at the waves.
  Gwen usually stayed a long time 
anyway, but today she spent even longer 
than usual. Gwen felt a strange urge to look 
at the lighthouse, standing alone of the tip 
of the land.
  “How does it stand? It’s amazing how 
it hasn’t fallen over yet. Why is it so tall? 
Maybe so the sparrows could rest on top of 
it?” Thoughts buzzed inside Gwen’s head as 
she looked at the mysterious building.
  After a while, she sighed heavily. 
“Humans are strange, that’s all!” She looked 
up briefly and almost fell off the branch. It 
was really late.
  Gwen expanded her wings and waited 
for a boost of wind. Just as her first talon 
let go of the branch, a bright light sent her 
wobbling. It was the lighthouse! There was 
a small sun was inside at the top of the 
structure, turning around and around.
  Gwen gave a huge flap of her wings, 
sending her upright on her branch.
  She stared at the small sun with awe.
  “So that’s what it does! But what is it 
for?”
  Gwen was very inquisitive. She took off 
from her branch and started to fly a distance 
away from the small sun. She squinted every 
time the bright light turned towards her. 
Once she almost lost her balance and fell 
close to the ground. She quickly recovered 
and took off once more.
  Hours and hours passed.

  Gwen slowly began to understand 
more. There was an exit to the lighthouse 
at the bottom of the tower, and the 
humans grew wings to flap up to the top. 
Occasionally, she would see a man with the 
Small Sun.
  “I’ll call him the Sun-Holder,” Gwen 
declared.
  Suddenly she dragged her gaze away 
from the Sun-Holder who was dozing off 
and spotted a small ship.
  She quickly jerked her head to and fro, 
looking for a place where the ship would 
dock.
  Nowhere.
  “It must be going further.”
  In the midst of Gwen and her gazing, 
the Small Sun turned off. When Gwen 
realised, she swooped down towards the 
lighthouse.
  “The ship will surely crash if there is no 
light!”
  Gwen professionally swooped through 
an open window and pressed every button. 
Something switched under her talons. She 
gasped and fluttered on top of the sun’s 
metal sphere.
  “Oh no! I did something wrong!”
  Then, a huge, beaming light sprang 
out from under Gwen. She chirped happily, 
watching the close-to-death ship turn 
sharply in the night and sail away in the 
ocean.
  “I’m on the sun!” she whispered.

Aoibhinn Gallagher 
Co Donegal
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WASHED AWAY AT SEA

Every night, off the coast of the beach near to where I live, I would see a 
shimmering, glistening light. Over the years I had many fantasies of what 
this light could be. When I was five I thought it was some sort of a fairy; 
when I was eight I imagined it to be a star. Now I’m eleven, I know it’s 
not a fairy or a star. But what is it? Who is it? 
I brought my dog for a walk on the beach, he went into the sea and I 
went to catch him when he went too far. He ran to the beach and just as 
I looked up I saw a wave, bigger than I’ve ever seen. I ran. Then I saw 
black.
I woke up slowly. “Where am I?” I thought, as I stared up at the deep 
blue sky. I looked to my left and saw a grey cloud coming towards my 
direction. I then felt my hair: it was wet and I pulled a piece of seaweed 
out of it. I coughed and spluttered and was frozen with cold. I stood up 
and was overtaken by a tall building that was red and white with a blue 
trim around the bottom. There were patches of moss in certain parts of 
the building, finished off with a glass room at the top. A lighthouse! I’d 
never seen one of them this close before, it was amazing. But after I 
stopped admiring the building I had to go back to my problem, I didn’t 
know where I was. I suddenly felt a wave of apprehension. 
I found the door of the lighthouse. As soon as I stepped inside, a spiral 
staircase greeted me. I climbed the staircase to the second floor. I scanned 
the room and it was bare. Nothing. I was trying to find something to help 
me escape this island. I climbed the stairs some more and I came across 
three sticks, one smaller than the others, so I picked the small one up 
and moved on. On the next floor I found nothing, but out the window I 
saw it was getting dusky. I hurried on. 
Continuing up the stairs I heard a noise and what did I find, but a bunny 
tangled in wire! Beside the bunny there was a flag, a wooden pallet and 
some tarp. I untangled the bunny and stuffed the wire into my pocket. I 
found a ladder leading to the roof of the lighthouse and planted the flag 
there. When I got to the bottom of the lighthouse, I tied the tarp around 
the pallet with the wire, used the sticks as rafts and me and bunny set 
off. 
Soon I could see land. As I came closer I recognised more things and 
soon I saw my house! Bunny and I went home.
That night I saw the same light, but this time I saw a flag with it and I 
knew what the light was.
    

Abby Breen
Co Limerick
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SHELTER IN A STORM

The lighthouse was always a magical sort of place. I remember clambering 
along the cliffs many times and looking down at the roaring, foamy sea 
below and the little pink anemones growing along the cliff face, with the 
seagulls soaring and crooning overhead. If you were lucky you might 
even catch a glimpse of Fungi the Dingle Dolphin as you walked along 
the path to the beautiful little red and white lighthouse overlooking Dingle 
Bay.
  My mamó often told me stories about times long ago when the 
lighthouse was manned by the lighthouse keeper who was a much-
respected member of the little fishing community of Daingean uí Chúis. 
The lighthouse keeper had a very important job, to warn fishermen of 
danger in times of bad weather. She told me that they often worked two 
or three day shifts without a break in times of bad fog or stormy weather. 
That bright light kept many fishermen safe on treacherous seas.
  I suppose that these stories were going around in my mind as I 
took that lovely clifftop path that dusky summer evening. It had been 
a lazy sort of day. We had eaten a big dinner and the rest of the gang 
had settled down to the telly for the evening. I had a headache from the 
humid weather so decided to go for a walk to clear my head with the 
fresh sea breeze.
  I had just reached the little lighthouse when the sky turned dark, a 
sudden downpour struck and a clap of thunder roared, followed by the 
most terrifying lightning bolts I had ever seen. I felt my pocket for my 
phone to call for help but I had plugged my phone in before I left and 
totally forgot to bring it!
  Just then I realised that the light was on in the little lighthouse 
cottage and the door was ajar. I went over and peeped in the door. 
  “Hello, is there anyone here?” Nobody answered but I ventured in 
as, to be honest, I was quite terrified of the lightning. The little cottage 
was just the cutest cosiest place I had ever been. A merry fire burned in 
the grate and the room was lit by beautiful candles which cast a warm 
glow around the cottage. A ginger cat rubbed off my legs and before I 
knew it, I had dropped off to sleep.
  The next thing I remember was my mother’s worried face. 
  “Sadhbh, Sadhbh wake up. We were terrified that something had 
happened, you gave us such a fright.” Turns out I had fallen asleep beside 
the lighthouse: the little cottage was now in darkness, the rusty lock on 
the door looked as if it hadn’t been opened in a long time, but that dream 
seemed so real. 
  Mamó said later that it was the lighthouse keeper’s ghost that had 
come back to open the cottage for someone in need of shelter in a storm 
and I like to think she was right.

Sadhbh Mannix
Co Kerry

It was a calm day in the lighthouse on planet SUCTUS and Frigus the 
octopus was sitting in his chair with all eight arms happily resting on 
the supports. His sprinkler system was working a charm as the handy-
octopus had fixed it just yesterday. He was manning the light (which 
could be seen for up to 2000 light years) and Frigus checked that there 
were no trading ships due (the planet SUCTUS is mostly a trading planet, 
their main export being ink) when suddenly a bright red light flashed. 
  “That can’t be good!” thought Frigus.
  It wasn’t. That light meant that an enemy ship was in THEIR territory! 
Frigus zoned in on it to see who it was. He looked at their number plate 
but didn’t recognise it as any of their usual trading partners, so put it 
into the computer to find out. The number plate was from a planet called 
Earth. 
  “What an odd name!” he thought. The computer also explained that 
this planet was in a faraway galaxy called the Milky Way. He was busy 
looking at the rest of the information, so didn’t notice the big SOS signal 
that beamed out of the ship.
  “Oh no! I have to help them!” Frigus exclaimed when he spotted it, 
“I’ll guide it to our planet, even if they are enemies,” he concluded. He 
was a kind old octopus, and always thought of all creatures as good, 
even if they weren’t.
  Frigus started guiding the ship to his planet using the light because 
they were well within its range. The ship appeared confused initially, but 
then seemed to understand his intentions and followed the light. When 
it finally came close enough to see the planet, the pilot took charge 
and landed near the lighthouse. When the crew climbed out of their 
ship, Frigus didn’t know what to do with them because they seemed to 
have only two arms and two legs and no suction cups at all. Frigus was 
very curious to see how they moved around. When they finally started 
communicating, it was lucky that Frigus knew almost every language in 
the universe. The creatures said that were lost far from their home planet 
and that they needed help to get back. 
“I’ll help,” Frigus promised, “I can get you back!” 
  The strangers thanked him and they all left together. Frigus didn’t 
need one of the odd garments called a spacesuit, as his kind had evolved 
to withstand the pressures of space. He keyed the coordinates into the 
computer and they set off. It was a rough journey because of the primitive 
technology these humans used, but they eventually went into hyperspace 
and arrived on Earth. There Frigus was greeted with much praise and 
applause but all he longed for was swim in the sea. He received a medal, 
had his swim and went back home to his quiet life.

(And honestly, I don’t think he minded much.)

Freya Walsh
Co Derry/Londonderry

THE LIGHTHOUSE AT THE EDGE OF THE PLANET SUCTUS
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LIGHTHOUSE TROUBLE

It was Ronan’s turn to lock up tonight. He 
had come here for a summer job to learn 
responsibility. His shifts were very enjoyable 
with all his mates. Touring was a tiring job. 
Mentally he was giving tour guides a round 
of applause. He had light brown hair that fell 
across his sky-blue eyes that gazed lost out 
at sea. He had a nice snub nose and if you 
looked at him you were most likely to see 
him smiling. 
  He had just climbed up the rickety 
ladder to get to the top of the lighthouse 
and turned it on for the night, because there 
was a fleet of ships scheduled to come in 
tonight. Now he was coming back to the 
staff room to get home and crash for the 
night when he realised that he had left his 
torch up on the first set of stairs. He was 
half way up the stairs when he heard the 

THE MYSTERY OF THE SOUTH

  It was a cloudy night. I was walking up 
to the dock with my friends, the sea breeze 
encouraging us to go for a ride on my boat. 
We hopped on to my boat and set sail. We 
decided we’d head down to the islands a bit 
further down south. Hours passed and after 
that everything went downhill. 
  My three friends and I were below 
deck, playing a game of poker to pass the 
time. Suddenly we heard a scream above 
deck – it was our captain, my other friend. 
We all ran up to the deck to see what the 
matter was. He was nowhere to be seen! 
Lightning had struck nearby and it had 
gone dark and stormy. I could see nothing 
but endless sea. My friends and I cowered 
over to the steering wheel, wondering what 
would happen next and what we were to 
do. We had to try to get through the storm 
to seek help on the nearest island, so we 
sailed on. 
  We sailed for what seemed like days 
and yet there was no sign of any islands. 

We had no choice but to keep on going. 
Eventually we saw a bit of light coming from 
an island several kilometres away and we 
chose to sail to that island in hope of help. 
Finally we reached it. 
  The island had an eerie look about it: 
the lighthouse’s paint was chipping away 
and the light was flickering every now and 
then. We had a strange feeling that we were 
being watched.
  We looked around. We were puzzled. 
The island stretched beyond our eyes could 
see, with endless fields ahead of us, but no 
sign of any living creature. We had nothing 
to do but walk up to the lighthouse and try 
sending a message through Morse code, 
hoping someone on the island would see it. 
  We were in luck, because the door of 
the lighthouse was wide open. We walked 
up the narrow, winding stair case when 
CRASH! 
  The door shut behind us: we all thought 
it was nothing but the wind blowing a bit, 

so we carried on. After all the door wasn’t 
locked, was it? Throughout our journey up 
we heard multiple crashes and bangs which 
were nothing new to us: we assumed it was 
our boat crashing about the dock. 
  We continued and halfway up the 
lighthouse there were small windows you 
could peek out of see how high you were. I 
looked out of the window and saw that the 
door was barricaded shut. It caused us to 
worry quite a bit, but we continued, because 
like before we had nothing else to do. Soon 
after that we reached the top, the flickering 
light blinding us. We checked to see if there 
was an operator. We stood and thought. 
Suddenly a man in a yellow and blue sailor’s 
uniform stood before us, grinning from ear 
to ear, tears in his eyes, 
  …And then I woke up.

Julia Dabrowska
Co Dublin

door creak open and he sprinted quietly up 
the rest of the stairs. 
  The other person tip-toed up the 
stairs and up the rickety ladder. As he was 
passing Ronan realised he was the quiet 
and creepy man from his three o’clock tour 
who seemed awfully interested in how to 
turn off the light. 
  He must be trying to stop those ships 
coming in, Ronan thought to himself.
  He was about to call the Gardaí but he 
then realised that the man would hear him 
dialing. So, he decided to sneak up and fight. 
He had read loads of books that included 
fighting, so he decided to try and put it into 
practice in real life. His only problem was 
that no matter how quietly he tried to climb 
the ladder he always made some sort of 
creak. So, he considered sprinting up the 
stairs and kicking him instead. 
  Just as he was about to go up, he 
heard the light come off. He checked his 
watch and it was three minutes until the 
ships came in. He caught the man with a 
kick sweetly and he fell face first on the 
floor. 
  Two minutes until the ships came into 
range. It normally took five minutes to turn 
it on. 
  The man groaned, and he gave him a 
heel to the nose. He was halfway done with 
thirty seconds left. His hands were flying 
and he was sprinting so hard. 
  Ten. Nine. Come on. Seven. Six. Five. 
Nearly. Three. Two. Done, just in time. 
  The ships came in and Ronan called the 
Gardaí. He was now a local hero. Everyone 
knew his name. The lighthouse doubled 
his earnings and he was even happier than 
before. It was the best summer ever.

Conor O’Neill
Co Dublin   
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THE LIGHTHOUSE

I see you breaking, I see you crumble.
I hear you shaking, I hear you rumble.

Your old red paint,
Is now dark and faint.

Your big wooden door,
Is now rotten to the core.

Your old spindly staircase,
Is now as strong as a shoelace.

Your big shiny light,
Shines so bright in the night.

You are filled with slimy creatures.
With rather disgusting features.

You shine at the waves so that we can see,
And guide our way home from the treacherous sea.

You save the lives of sailors.
You never make a failure.

Even though you are battered and tattered,
You still definitely matter.

Jack Browne
Co Cork

STAY SAFE AT THE BEACH

Lighthouse light,
Flashing bright.

Red and white buoy
Not a toy.

Lifeboat crew, 
Here to help you;
to keep us safe.

Tall waves,
By rocky caves.

No railing,
Unsafe sailing
Slippery floor;

So many more,
All are very dangerous.

Trying to enjoy a weekend,
With an unsafe friend.

Who tries to stay afloat,
Until here comes a lifeboat.

Just yelp:
Lifeguards are here to help.

But don’t try it yourself.

Have a happy time,
(That is hard to find a rhyme).

Be secure,
Don’t take a detour.

Say thank you,
To the lifeguards and crew.

And please donate:
That would be great!

Tilda Sykes
Co Down
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THE LIGHTHOUSE 

Lost – A beacon of hope when you’re lost at sea.
Incredible – The work of a lighthouse keeper would be incredible to watch. 
Guide – The streams of light guide fishermen home with their catch.
Help – They help sailors navigate safely to shore.
Tower – It towers well above the rocks and any other dangers.
Home – Imagine living inside a lighthouse and being able to call it home.
Open – A lighthouse is open for business 365 days a year.
Underwater – It prevents many a ship from ending up underwater.
Sea – A lighthouse is like a traffic light system for the sea.
Everyone – Not everyone can see a lighthouse but everyone relies on a lighthouse to keep 
the ships and their cargoes safe.

BILLY ON THE CRUISER

Billy clung onto the rail of the ship as the cruiser tipped this way and that. It was the 
worst storm he’d ever seen. With one powerful lurch, he felt himself being thrown across 
the deck. Winded and terrified, he looked up as a flash of lightening lit up the ocean. 
He gasped. Just ahead of the ships bow he saw... a big creature slowly making its way 
towards him!
  Billy was terrified. “Captain!” he shouted, louder 
and louder each time. His reply was the sound of waves 
crashing towards the boat. He hauled himself up by the 
cold metal bars of the ship. He ran as fast as lightning 
to the cabin to find the other people on the cruiser, but 
when he was running he caught a glimpse of the sea 
just as the lightning struck. He saw the captain floating 
in the water. He skidded to a halt and found that almost 
everybody else had been thrown overboard. 
  He raced to his small cabin. He had just began to 
realise what a bad situation he was in. He still could not 
clearly see the creature slowly looming towards him in 
the heavy fog when he looked out the window of the 
cabin. Just when he sat back to think what to do, he 
suddenly heard a loud and alarming thump. He hopped 
to his feet and swung the cabin door open and took 
one big leap outside. He saw that the last person on 
board had been knocked out and the ship’s cat was 
curled up beside them. 
  Billy had just turned around when he heard another 
tidal wave crash against the ship’s side. Turning around 
yet again, he saw a giant whale rubbing against the 
ship. He struggled to stay upright as he ran to safety, 
as the boat rocked from side to side. He screamed for 
help many times. He dragged the unconscious person 
to his cabin. The whale had now swam away. One by 
one, he pulled the other people onto the boat, including 
the Captain and his parents. 
  As Billy called for help once more, the ship suddenly 
rocked up and down. He thought for a moment and then 
heard a sudden unexpected cough from the captain! 
Billy struggled to stay calm as he helped the soaked 
survivors. After a while, the storm blew them towards 
the distant light of a lighthouse. Billy became excited at 
this. Minutes later, another ship emerged through the 
fog. Billy started shouting at the top of his voice and 
waved his arms frantically. The other ship shone a blinding light on the cruiser.
  Soon Billy was back at home, telling his whole family what happened. 
  “The lighthouse saved the day!” he finished. 
  He had never been so happy to see the red and white stripes of a lighthouse in his 
life. His parents were grateful for what Billy did, and happy to be alive.

LIGHTHOUSE 
Sean Gannon 

Dublin

Alicia Nic an Bháird
Co Roscommon

Ellie Jardine
Co Antrim
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MARK’S LIGHTHOUSE

In the month of June of 1947, there was a man named Mark O’Donovan. 
Mark’s dad was the lighthouse keeper at Fastnet. Mark’s dad had recently 
become sick and was unable to be the lighthouse keeper anymore so 
Mark was put in charge. Mark was to get married to a woman named 
Katie Murphy in the winter.
  There was small kitchen and a single bed at the bottom of the 
lighthouse. It was a very cosy area. Mark looked around. The smell of 
smoke entered his nose. It came from an ashtray. He saw a picture of 
his mother and father on the window sill above the stove. Mark’s mother 
had moved to Sligo when he was seven to look after Mark’s aunt. Whilst 
she was in Sligo, she met another man and they ran away to the south of 
England together. It was twenty years ago, but Mark’s heart always had 
that little hole waiting to be filled.
  Mark took the manual for running the lighthouse out of his suitcase. 
His first job was to check the light at the top. Mark loved the view from 
the top. He could see his house on the small island of Cape Clear. Then 
he went outside and jumped into a small rowing boat. He rowed out 
about 300 metres from the lighthouse to catch his dinner. He caught a 
reasonably big trout and smoked it over the stove.
  Mark continued the work until late August. Mark’s father’s health 
deteriorated. Mark and Katie decided to move up the date of the wedding 
to August as Mark’s father might not make it to the winter. Mark sat on 
the armchair in his neatly pressed suit and brown polished shoes. His 
best man and best friend John Collins leaned up against the counter. 
They both sat in silence smoking cigarettes and drinking cups of tea. 
  “Are we just going to sit here for the rest of the day or what?” said 
John, eventually breaking the silence. 
  “Right so,” replied Mark. “Let’s get rolling.”
  That day happened to be a rainy and windy day. They hopped into 
the rowing boat and rowed to Cape Clear. They wore raincoats and 
overalls. The water happened to be very choppy that day. One huge 
wave approached them. It hit the boat and sent it flying. It capsized. Mark 
and John held on to the boat for dear life. They shouted at the top of their 
lungs. A man saw them drowning and got into a nearby rowing boat and 
went out to get them. He caught them by their hands and pulled them in. 
  “You two all right?” said the man. 
  He had a Cornwall accent. They were too shocked to reply. They 
rowed back to the island. There was a woman there. She said she was 
Mark’s mam. Mark exploded with joy. Mark got married and he and 
Katie now live on Cape Clear. Mark’s dad got better and took over the 
important lighthouse job again.

Kate Horgan
Co Cork

CLARE ISLAND LIGHTHOUSE

The white-hot beam danced along the crystal blue sea,
The lighthouse was active, 
For the sky was an oily blackness, 
Frothy waves cascaded into the silhouetted rocks,
The sea buzzing with its dormant strength,
The lighthouse stood eloquently,
Its dour painted colours stood boldly on the brick walls,
That lighthouse still stands yet. 

THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER’S STORM

It was a night in the lighthouse, every night the same as the last. The lighthouse keeper 
would sit on the bench outside every night. This night was about to take a turn for the 
worse, because little did the lighthouse keeper know there was a major storm about to hit 
the lighthouse.
  BANG! CRASH! CRACKLE! THUD! 
  There it was, the storm. He stared it down as lightning flashed and thunder boomed. 
The lighthouse sat just over a mile off mainland, so the lighthouse keeper knew he had to 
get there before things went bad. He clambered into the only boat on the island. It was an 
old rickety rowboat, so it rocked and quaked as he rowed himself to safety. He had reached 
the buoy marking halfway, when suddenly thunder crashed and he jumped so high into the 
air the rowboat capsized and he was thrown into the cold, violent sea. 
  He was thrown over then under the waves, but he managed to hoist himself onto the 
buoy and had a second to breathe. Then he remembered he always kept two life jackets on 
the floor of the boat so he paddled back over to the boat to grab a life jacket and set out for 
the next buoy which marked a quarter of a mile until land. When he made it, he stopped for 
a breather then carried on going until he reached the beach. 
  Once he reached the beach, he had to climb a steep sand bank, then a steel ladder. 
As he was climbing the ladder one of the rungs broke and he twisted his ankle. He had to 
carry on, on one leg, but he finally made it to the top. He then limped into town to get to a 
storm shelter, where he bandaged his foot, found some food, heated it up in a microwave, 
and ate it while he sat waiting for the storm to blow over. 
  The storm didn’t blow over until six hours later and when eventually he did go back 
outside everyone stared at him as if he was a dead man walking. He was confused, then 
he looked around to find that nothing was broken or bent or battered and that the sky was 
as clear as he had seen it in a long time. 
  The storm was all in his head, his mind was playing tricks on him. Maybe all that time 
spent alone at the lighthouse wasn’t the best idea. Maybe this was his mind’s way of telling 
him to buy a house, move on to the mainland and start a family.
  And so, he did.

Brogan McAvoy
Co Antrim

Henry Hurley
Hampshire
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Co Antrim

THE WAVES OF THE COAST

High winds struck Port Dabert, a small town on the coast of Ireland. Not many tourists go 
there but it’s known across Ireland for its stunning coast and beautiful lighthouse.
  As the night crept in rain began to fall. The clock struck midnight and there wasn’t a 
single soul to be seen. As waves crashed down on the rocks by the foot of the lighthouse, 
only one soul was there to see the rough, harsh ocean. 
  An old man sat in his chair watching and listening. He went by the name Mr. McCarthy. 
He lived alone in the lighthouse. Mind you, he hadn’t always been so lonely. He had a wife 
but sadly she had passed away a few years before. After she died Mr. McCarthy on went to 
find a new passion. He found the lighthouse. 
  Mr. McCarthy’s new role was to keep the lighthouse looking good. When he had first 
taken the job to tend to the lighthouse it looked tired and needed some TLC, which was 
something Mr. McCarthy had plenty of.
  He had also given the lighthouse a nickname and it had stuck. Soon the people of the 
town were referring to the lighthouse as ‘Martha.’ That was his wife’s name and he wanted 
to keep her name alive. 
  That night was no different from any other night. After making a cup of sweet tea and 
settling down for the night with his favourite book, Mr. McCarthy was surprised to hear a 
knock on his door. He was even more surprised to see Sergeant Byrne standing in the 
doorway drenched by the rain. 
Mr. McCarthy stood in confusion as Sergeant Byrne walked in.
  “How can I help you, Eddie?” he said curiously. 
  “Well Michael, I was on patrol and couldn’t help but notice the light was out in the 
lighthouse.” 
  “It was working a few hours ago,” he replied. 
  “The storm has really picked up and a while ago I saw some lightning.” 
  “I’ll go up and fix the bulb.” 
  With that in mind Sergeant Byrne nodded and left the house. 
  It was just past 10pm when Mr. McCarthy set off to fix the bulb, flashlight in hand as 
he trudged up the steep stairs leading to the lighthouse chamber.
  The storm was fierce. Every few seconds there was another bolt of lightning. It wasn’t 
just rain anymore, it was a downpour. The drops struck the already wet ground, pitting the 
bare earth like they were bullets from above. 
  Inside the lighthouse chamber, in the far corner was table with two spare bulbs. He 
grabbed them both.
  He unhooked the latch and replaced the old bulbs. He pulled down the lever to turn it 
on but nothing happened. Not even a flicker. It was getting late and Mr. McCarthy wanted 
to go back to the warmth of his sitting room.
  He came to the conclusion it was most likely the fuse box. He opened it confidently, 
fully expecting to see the problem immediately. To his surprise, everything looked good.
  “Now what?” he thought to himself, leaning against the wall, completely oblivious to 
the dangling live wire.
  Mr. McCarthy realised half a second too late. As he fell to floor, he thought about how 
ironic it was that the lighthouse he called Martha had sent him on his way to see his Martha.

Hannah Foy
Co Meath
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THE FORGOTTEN LIGHTHOUSE

There were three boys called Jack, Jake and Kevin. They were friends 
from school and they all loved football. After school they went down to a 
pitch to play. They were on their school football team and they had a big 
match coming up so they wanted to put in a lot of practice. 
  One day after school on the way down to the football pitch, Jake 
saw a lighthouse. The paint was faded, so Jake said to the guys, “Do 
you want to go and visit the lighthouse tomorrow?” The guys said, “Yes 
why not!!” So they all went to the shops to get supplies for the lighthouse 
since it didn’t look in good shape. Jake bought paint, Kevin bought tools 
and Jack bought decorations to make lighthouse look nice. 
  The next day was Saturday and they all got up at eight o’clock. They 
met at the football pitch and walked up the hill together to the lighthouse. 
Kevin, Jake and Jack went inside the lighthouse. The walls were covered 
in shells, crabs and starfish. All the boys dropped their mouths in shock 
with how beautiful the lighthouse was inside compared to the outside. 
Kevin shouted, “Hey, there are stairs!” So they all raced up the stairs, not 
focussing on the rust all over the metal hand rail. 
  At the top of the stairs they noticed a massive light that was broken. 
They thought to themselves, What could that be used for? Then they 
noticed that five boats had crashed into the jagged rocks below. Kevin 
said, “We read something about a lighthouse last year in class. The book 
said that the top of a lighthouse has a light for boats at night time so 
the boats wouldn’t crash into rocks.” The boys had a plan that Jake 
and Kevin would tidy up the lighthouse while Jack would go and get the 
bulb needed to repair the light. While Jack was gone, Jake painted the 
outside, Kevin cleaned the inside of the lighthouse so it was sparkling. 
  When Jack got back from the shops, they all ran up the stairs and 
fixed the light together. The lighthouse looked brand new when their 
work was done, so they went down to play football until it was dark. 
They wanted to wait until night time to see the new light working. When 
it got dark, the boys went up to the top of the lighthouse and the light 
was mesmerising. Jake, Jack and Kevin beamed with pride. The next 
day was their football match. It was very intense but they just about won. 
Kevin said, “Well done, guys – we did it!” “Yes, we did,” said Jack. Jake 
said, “I think the lighthouse helped us,” and the other two agreed.

Cian McMunn
Co Dublin

THE GREAT LIGHTHOUSE 
Phoebe Boylan 
Dublin
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MY LIGHTHOUSE

We got the news today that we have a new home. My mum and dad are so happy that they 
are dancing around together and we all started shouting YIPPEE!! They put an offer on a 
house a couple of weeks ago and we weren’t sure if it was going to be successful. Myself, 
my brothers and my sister haven’t seen the house yet but anywhere has to be better than 
where we are at the moment. We have been living in a hotel for the past six months and it is 
just horrible. My mum and dad said our new home is close to the seaside. I just can’t wait, I 
love the seaside. We have a large family, we have my older sister who is a grumpy teenager, 
my younger brother who is seven and the baby of the house who is three. We also have a 
dog who has been staying with my uncle for the past six months and we only get to visit. 
The hotel was so small and hard to have any space so anywhere will be better than there.
  Moving day finally arrived and we were so excited. It meant that we were moving 
school but I really don’t mind, I can keep in contact with all my friends on Snapchat and visit 
them when we are in Dublin. Finally we were all in the car and we were ready to go. We 
went to my uncle’s house to pick up Indie (our dog) and my auntie’s house to pick up a few 
bits that she was storing for us and then we hit the N11. 
  Our new house is in Co Wicklow. We had visited Co Wicklow before and it always 
seemed so nice. We drove for about an hour and then my dad took a 
road off the motorway. We drove into Wicklow town and then out 
another road and we saw the sea. It was so beautiful. Suddenly 
we took another turn left down a narrow lane. Where on 
earth were we going? We pulled up to an amazing tall 
building. We got out and all started laughing. We had 
bought a lighthouse for our home. This was incredible. 
We all ran into our lighthouse and ran up the stairs. It 
was the most fantastic building I have ever been in. 
Every window told a different story and had a different 
view. I lay back on my bed feeling so happy. At last, 
my own home – My Lighthouse!
  The next day we started to explore around our 
lighthouse. We saw the look-out on the top floor and 
played hide and seek around all the nooks and crannies. 
We ate our lunch and dinner looking out at the sea and 
breathing in the beautiful fresh air. We went for a walk 
on the beach and slept soundly. 
  The next day we started in our new school and a 
new adventure began...

Charlotte Doyle
Co Wicklow

THE ADVENTURE OF THE LIGHT

Josh was a 12-year-old boy with blonde hair. He lived in a lighthouse 
on a planet in the middle of a black hole. He thought his life was very 
boring, despite living in a black hole. His daily routine consisted of: get 
out of bed, get breakfast, get dressed and paint the lighthouse (it was 
a small lighthouse and the pressure of the black hole peeled the paint 
off). He then had a few hours free time before his grandad taught him in 
school. Then he cleaned the light and had dinner. His dinner consisted 
of melted space rock. You could add other melted rocks to make it taste 
like 1,000,000,000,000 different things. After that he went to bed. 
So, you could say it was boring and, to be honest, it was. But that was 
about to change.
  Our story starts on a normalish Tuesday. Josh had just finished 
school and was collecting the equipment to wash the light. But as he 
walked the steps to the light his vision blurred, and he went light-headed. 
He dropped his gear and started floating up the steps, against his own 
will. He tried to move his feet, but he was not in control of himself. In 
the distance he heard footsteps. “JOSH!” he heard his grandad shout. 
As Josh’s grandad tried to grab him, his hand went right through him, 
and Josh continued floating. Josh’s grandad kept on trying to grab him, 
but it was a futile effort. Josh continued floating up the steps until he 
got to the light. It wasn’t its usual bright yellow, oh no. It was a deep, 
deep blue. He heard a voice say, “This is your destiny, to live in this 
world.” “Let…my boy…go!” his grandad wheezed, tired of running up 
the steps after Josh. Josh started floating towards the light, and the 
world flashed, and it all went away.
  Josh woke on some soft, damp substance. He opened his eyes 
and studied his surroundings. He was in some backwards world. Up 
was down, left was right and yes was no. For a start he wasn’t in the 
lighthouse anymore, he was in a darkhouse (for anyone who doesn’t 
know what a darkhouse is, it emits darkness, not light). It was yad, not 
day. He was in ecaps, not space. And he was dead, not alive.
  A few hours later Josh had abandoned all hope. “I’m stuck in a 
backward world on a stupid planet with no food or water,” Josh said, 
pacing left to right. Well, if I don’t decompose because of the pressure, 
I’ll become a frozen thing in a matter of seconds when the atmosphere 
punctures, he thought. “Wow, I can’t believe I just thought that!” he 
exclaimed. Suddenly a blinding light came from above. “Are you an 
angel, come to take me away?” he asked. The light dimmed and he 
saw a fat pig, in a dress, come and say “No, stupid, I’m here to take 
you home.”
  And then he woke up.

Brian McSweeney
Co Dublin
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LIFEBOAT

Guns are firing, there are planes above me, 
the ground is shaking. I am cowering in 
the darkest corner of the room, trembling. 
I want to sob or to scream because I know 
it will take some of the weight off my chest, 
but I stay quiet. I don’t want them to find 
me. I’m tired, too tired to stay awake but 
too scared to fall asleep. I look at a shard of 
glass on the floor. I see a boy looking back 
at me through the reflection. He is young, 
with dark short hair and a birth mark on 
his collar bone like me. But that is the only 
resemblance. His eyes are black pits with 
a sad longing in them. His feet are black 
with dirt. They are cut and bloody. He wears 
shorts, they are ripped and brown with mud. 
His cheeks are red from a cut above his eye. 
This boy in the reflection is me. To describe 
me best, I look dead. 
  There are footsteps outside the door. 
I need to run but I can’t. All I can do is sit 
there, trembling with fear. I open my mouth 
to say, “Stay away,” but all that comes out is 
a sob. And then I start crying, not the crying 
you would know, but a desperate cry, a cry 
that makes you cold, that takes the colour 
from your eyes. The cry of a boy who knows 
what happens next. The door opens.
  A man comes running in. He is tall 
and strong, but he is young, too young to 
be a soldier, only about 15. I don’t know 
much about guns, but he is holding one. He 
scoops me over his shoulder. And starts to 
run. The sudden movement makes me dizzy 
and I puke on to the road. Then I fall asleep.
  I wake up in a wooden lifeboat, my 
back aching. That boy must have put me in 
it. I look up. The sun is rising to the right of 
me, I’m heading north. I look behind me to 
see how far a way I am from land, but there 
is no land in sight. I feel a lump form in my 
throat and don’t bother to try and swallow 
it back down. I start to row. I don’t know 
where, I just row. A few hours later, I begin 
to get a grip on myself and I see a canteen 
of water. I no longer feel like the walls are 

IF ONLY EVERYONE HAD A 
LIGHTHOUSE TO ESCAPE TO

It was a time very different to ours – you 
were either poor or you were very rich – like 
a lord or lady. To make matters worse, we 
were ruled by the English and all our food 
was being sent over to England. All we had 
were potatoes and they had blight on them. 
  1852 was a very difficult time for 
everyone. Back then, kids were being sent 
to workhouses all the time. Picture this, 
one dark and cold night in one of these 

closing in on me or I’m falling, desperately 
trying to get a grip….. 
  I lost too much hope to carry on rowing. 
Too tired to carry on. My toes black with 
cold. There has been a storm raging for two 
days now. I’m so tired it hurts to even think. 
I close my eyes. But when I open them the 
world seems different. It is bright, with the 
beam of an Irish lighthouse. I’m safe.

Aaron Gavin
Co Roscommon

workhouses, a child’s cries echoed through 
the halls and the atmosphere turned from 
being miserable to unbearable. Everyone 
except the soldiers’ attitude changed 
because obviously they don’t have feelings 
because they were as dull as dishwater.
  “Psst” said one of the children, Sean, 
through the filthy cracked hole in the wall. 
“Do you want to try and break out of this 
dump?”
  “How?” the other child, Fiona asked.
  “Don’t worry, I have a plan.” Fiona 
moved her head towards the wall to listen.
  “See that lighthouse? That’s how?” 
Sean continued. 
  “How is that lighthouse going to help 
us?” Fiona said, turning her head with 
confusion. 
  The boy pulled out a map that he had 
drawn himself. “Every day the soldiers let 
us out here,” pointing to one of the fields. 
“Well,” he continued, “if you play cricket 
with me tomorrow and you hit a foul ball, 
the guards will go chase it because they’ll 
think if we get it we will run away” 
  Fiona said, “But wouldn’t there be 
guards in other parts of the field?” 
  “Yes, there will be, but they don’t know 
where this lighthouse is. Fiona, if you throw 
the bat to Fionn and we run, we might be 
able to get out of here.”
  Fiona looked like she was thinking 
long and hard about this. She would be able 
to see her family again, she thought. She 
remembered a time when her parents said to 
her right before she went to the workhouse, 
“Whenever you see the lighthouse light up, 
it means were proud of you and we will 
always love you.” 
  She always looked up at the lighthouse 
right before she went to bed. 
  “Fiona, Fiona, well will you do it?” the 
boys said together excitedly. 
  “I’ll sleep on it, okay?” she said. 
  “Okay,” Sean said, knowing if he kept 
pushing, she wasn’t going to do it. 

LIGHTHOUSES 
(AN ACROSTIC POEM)

Light in the dark
In stormy weather
Guiding the lost 
Home to safety
Towers of strength 
Hope made of bricks
On rocky outcrops
Under starry skies
Standing tall and proud
Enabling safe passage
Shining beacon, showing the way.

Ailbhe O’Ceallaigh
Co Dublin

  That night when slept, she dreamt 
about her family. They always said when she 
was little at the park, “When you get lost or 
can’t find us, meet us at that lighthouse.”
  To her, that meant if she got lost at the 
park not at a workhouse, but Fiona didn’t 
know or care about that. She jumped out of 
the stiff and bony bed and peeped her head 
through the wall to see if Sean was awake. 
  He was busy planning an escape route 
and Fiona said with so much confidence, 
“I’m in.”

Sophia Regan
Co Dublin
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HOOK HEAD MYSTERIES

We set off on our camping trip to Hook Head Lighthouse in Wexford. 
We had arrived after our long journey from Galway. It was starting to get 
dark when we finally put up the tent. My brothers Hugh and Colm and my 
cousin Ben and I headed towards the lighthouse to gather sticks for the 
fire. “Róise, we found some sticks!” shouted the boys. I ran over to them; 
I had just reached them when we heard a scream. We ran to see what 
had happened. Something was lying in a crumpled heap on the ground. 
Colm poked it with a stick, it rolled over but in the twilight we could not 
make out what it was. Then out of the blue someone emerged from the 
bushes and knocked us over. They ran off throwing what was crumpled 
heap over the cliff edge and fled off into the night. 
  We woke the next morning in our sleeping bags not knowing how 
we got there. We tried to recount what had happened the night before. 
We looked into the sea and saw the buoys bobbing with the waves and 
we saw something unusual in the water. It looked like the lighthouse 
keeper’s hat. Colm dived into the water to retrieve the object and then 
resurfaced with the hat. “Great job, Colm!” I said. “Now let’s go and see if 
the lighthouse keeper is around.” “What do you think that object was lying 
on the ground last night?” asked Hugh. “Do you think it was a person? 
Maybe it was the lighthouse keeper?” “We will have to investigate.” I 
gasped! “Okay. Let’s go” said Ben. “Wait a minute,” said Colm. “That 
buoy does not look like the other buoys!” “You’re right,” said Ben. “That 
is brown. Let’s get the canoe and we’ll paddle out to get a closer look.” 
The object bobbed up and down, over and back with the movement of 
the waves. We took a closer look – it looked like the lighthouse keeper 
but we could be 100% sure. We paddled back to shore. We wondered 
who the person was last night who had thrown the object over the cliff 
and what the object was.
  We called around to the lighthouse keeper’s house and knocked on 
the door. Nobody answered, we looked in the window and saw a faint 
silhouette, it was silver and looked like a ghost, it turned its head towards 
us and then disappeared. We heard our dad calling us from a distance, 
it was time to pack up and head back to Galway. As we sat in the car 
we wondered what the object was floating in the water but I guess we 
will never know! A few days later we heard on the news that an ancient 
treasure chest washed ashore at Hook Head maybe that was the object 
we had spotted bobbing out at sea.

Róise Flynn
Co Galway

NIALL’S SECRET

Niall and Adam walked through their school gates. They were part of the 
‘popular’ group at school. Three months ago, Niall decided to move to a 
secondary school on the east side of Belfast city, away from his ‘home’ 
on the west side. All to hide his deepest secret: Niall was homeless. All 
went well he made friends, got into teams and had decent grades. 
  Until one day, when Adam was waiting for the bus to go to the 
shopping centre with his mates. He saw a boy of Niall’s stature walking 
into a local shop. Niall had said he had really strict parents who didn’t 
let him outside. Adam didn’t think any more about it until he had said 
goodbye to his friends but he hung back at the bus stop and saw the 
boy again this time coming out of a hotel with a rubbish bag and putting 
it into the bin. 
  The next day Adam again asked Niall about why he couldn’t go out. 
Niall replied, “My parents are really strict. They don’t let my past my road 
on my own. I wish I could come though.” Adam decided to ignore that 
and go to that bus stop again. This time he saw Niall, it had to be him, 
with two girls and what looked like their mother sitting outside with a sign 
saying We’re homeless, Please help! and a cup with some coins in the 
bottom. 
  Adam was shocked. He was used to being quite well-off and looked 
down on homeless people. 
  At school Adam told his friends about Niall and they went over 
saying, “Go back to your cardboard, loser!”
  Niall was shaking; his secret was out! Niall went from the ‘popular 
kids’ to the most unpopular in the school. One day, Niall was walking to 
the pier when he saw Adam and his friends walking up to him. “Hi, going 
to beg for food? Go back to your cardboard! I hear your mother was 
begging in front of the cinema yesterday,” Adam said.
  Niall had enough. “Don’t you dare insult my mother!” he shouted. 
  “Standing up to us, are you? You know where that will get you.”
  Adam ran at Niall and pushed him into the sea. Then Adam and his 
mates walked away.
  A boy named Tom ran to the aid of Niall. Tom was a rookie lifeguard. 
Grabbing the nearest life buoy, he threw it to Niall and shouted, “Grab 
on!” But Niall couldn’t so Tom jumped into the water and saved Niall. 
  A member of public had called the Coast Guard and they helped 
Niall out of the water. “Well done, boy,” said the nearest member of the 
Coast Guard to Tom. 
After that Tom and Niall became best friends. Niall moved back to his 
local school, Tom received a medal for bravery and both boys now work 
for Belfast Coast Guard! 

Ailbhe Morgan
Co Dublin
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AGE TWELVE
THUNDER

Thunder the cat stood at the top of the small lighthouse looking out over 
the sea. A storm was brewing and clouds were forming on the horizon. 
  Thunder was used to storms, being the lighthouse keeper’s cat. He 
was actually found during a storm. When he was just a kitten, Thunder 
had got lost and the lighthouse keeper found him in the torrential rain. 
It was a miracle that he was found, because his fur was grey, and it 
blended in with the dreary landscape. 
  Thunder could see the storm approaching. The sea became rough 
and a strong wind started up. Then the rain came. It hammered down. 
Thunder turned to go back inside but then there was an enormous gust 
of wind. He planted his paws on the floor but he could not combat it. It 
lifted him up and he was flung over the side of the lighthouse. 
  The saying ‘cats always land on their feet’ was almost true in this 
situation. Thunder hit the ground awkwardly and rolled down the rocks 
to the beach. He stopped by the waterline. A wave washed over him and 
chilled him to the bone. 
  Thunder yelped and ran away. He was unable to put weight on his 
front right paw. He stared up the rocks at the lighthouse and realised 
that it would be nearly impossible to return that way. He thought about 
staying down there until the lighthouse keeper came for him, but the 
storm was raging and it would be too dangerous for anybody to come 
down. He resolved to try to find a way to get off the beach and began 
walking along it. He wished that the keeper was there with him, helping 
him get out of the storm. 
  As he thought, he nearly walked past a metal staircase than ran 
from the beach to the lighthouse. Thunder turned and began scrambling 
up it. It was slippery from the rain and was exposed to the wind from the 
sea. Thunder was nearly thrown off a few times. His paw began to pain 
him more as he went up the steps and he soon had to stop. He gazed 
out at the sea and at the storm. The rain had frozen him to the bone 
and he was wet and sad. He still had half of the staircase to go so he 
resumed ascending it. He soon became weary but he pushed onward 
because the top was in sight. He scrambled up the last few steps and 
collapsed on the ground. 
  He lay there for a minute and then he headed for the lighthouse. He 
trudged through the cat-flap and went up the short flight of steps to the 
living room. The lighthouse keeper sat in his armchair in front of the fire. 
“Where have you been, Thunder?” he asked. He got a towel and dried 
Thunder. He lay down in front of the fire and fell asleep as the lighthouse 
keeper rubbed him. Daire Gallagher

Co Dublin

LUCY McGRATH

Lucy McGrath loved the sea. 
  She loved breathing in the salty air. 
She loved the feeling of the boat beneath 
her feet. She loved watching the waves 
rise and then crash back down again. As 
the waves tried to push the ferry over, her 
brother decided he had enough.
  “Why are we doing this again? What’s 
better than having to go on a ferry and go 
for walks,” Conor said sarcastically.
  Every year it was the same. They would 
go to Ballycotton with their parents. Then 
Lucy and Conor would go to Ballycotton 
Island by themselves and spend the day 
there.
  “You could have stayed at the holiday 
home,” Lucy said.
  “And go fishing with Dad? No thanks,” 
Connor said before he had to rush to the 
side of the boat again. “That was the longest 
ten minutes of my life,” Conor said as he 
stepped off the boat.
  “It can’t be, you said that last year,” 
Lucy said, irritated.
  “So where are we going first?” Conor 
asked. It seemed that he had gotten over 
his seasickness.
   “Come on, let’s go to the lighthouse!” 
Lucy said as she began to run.
  “Wait up!” Conor said. He was older 
than Lucy, but he definitely didn’t feel it 
right then. 
  By the time Conor had caught up, 
Lucy was already walking into the black 
lighthouse. She went into the control room, 
and looked outside. Storm clouds started 
to gather, and she suddenly remembered 
that Storm Denis was supposed to hit that 
day. The wind started to pick up, and the 
lighthouse window had been left open. 
Before she knew it she was sitting on the 

floor with Conor, watching as the storm 
created chaos. The cupboard doors opened 
and boxes fell out. One box she noticed had 
a leather strip sticking out from the bottom.
  Lucy walked over and gave the false 
bottom a tug. As it came loose a small, red 
book fell out. It looked like it hadn’t been 
opened for ages. The paper was creased 
and there was a few rips. Loopy writing filed 
the pages.
  “Read the last page,” Conor said. 
  1847, Dear diary, these last few days 
have been tough, and I haven’t been able to 
write, Lucy read while the storm carried on 
outside. We were on our way to Cork from 
Glasgow. I finished my shifts, and went up 
on deck. I was looking at the cliffs of Ireland, 
when Sirius hit some rocks. Her poor hull 
got broken to pieces. I thought I was going 
to die. As the water reached my shoulders I 
felt a strong hand grab my uniform and pull 
me out of the water. After, when I was dry 
and warm, I went to thank him for saving my 
life. John McGrath.
  “McGrath! We must be related to him,” 
Conor said.
  “Look over there!” Lucy shouted, 
pointing outside. Out from the fog emerged 
a ghost ship and crashed onto the rocks. 
  Two ships crashing in the same area? 
Coincidence?

Sufy May Elkabets
Co Cork
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LIGHTHOUSES

Lighthouses, burning bright
Guiding sailors through the night 
Burning bright, giving hope 
When seen through a telescope   

Guiding sailors safe to land
Giving them a helping hand 
While sailing through the night or day
Lighthouses help them find their way

 THE LIGHTHOUSE GHOST 

Tilly climbed out of the car into the hot sun 
and waved to her parents before being 
ambushed by her cousins, Zoe and Bill. 
They took sandwiches and said goodbye 
before grabbing their bikes. They were 
cycling to an old lighthouse, owned by a 
friend, where they were going to be staying. 
  Zoe spotted the lighthouse in the 
distance first and shouted, “There it is! 
There it is!” loud enough for the whole 
village they were cycling through to hear. 
Bill and Tilly laughed at her and they started 
cycling faster. When they got to the foot 
of the lighthouse, they dropped their bikes 
and Zoe produced a large old key from her 
pocket.
  They started to run around exploring 
the lighthouse, eager to find where they 
would be sleeping. Tilly had only seen a 
lighthouse in the distance before and it was 
larger than she had imagined. It had all the 
rooms a normal house had plus the lantern 
room, as Bill told them it was called, at the 
top. There were only two bedrooms so Tilly 
and Zoe would share a bunk bed and Bill 
would sleep in the single bed next to it.

Sinead McNally
Co Dublin

They had just come back from the beach 
and were relaxing in the living room when 
they heard a knock on the door and Zoe 
and Bill’s parents came in. The cousins 
gave them a tour of the lighthouse and Bill 
told everyone for the fiftieth time that the 
room at the top was called the lantern room. 
Tilly’s aunt and uncle made dinner and they 
all sat down to eat, feeling excited at eating 
in a lighthouse for the first time.
  Tilly was just drifting off to sleep when 
she heard an eerie wail. Just as she was 
about to wake her cousins, she heard a loud 
creak and she jumped. 
  “Zoe, Bill, wake up!” she whispered. 
  “What?” asked Bill sleepily. 
  “There was wailing and creaking; I 
think there’s a ghost!” At this Zoe jumped 
down from the top bunk and stared at her. 
Suddenly there was another creak and an 
even louder wail that made Bill and Tilly 
jump. Zoe quickly climbed back up to the 
top bunk.
  Tilly felt both terrified and exhilarated 
and suddenly had an idea. She told Zoe and 
Bill that if they heard the sounds again the 

next night they should stay up and try and 
see the ghost. They all agreed and they 
went to sleep wondering what had made 
the sounds.
  The following night they sat in different 
places around the lighthouse waiting for the 
ghost. Tilly was outside their bedroom door 
when she heard a creak. She jumped and 

Elaine Armitage
Co Tipperary

turned around. Staring her in the face was 
a ginger cat. When the cousins told their 
story the next morning Tilly’s aunt and uncle 
laughed and said the cat belonged to the 
owner of the lighthouse and the wailing 
was just the sound of the wind around the 
lighthouse.
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SCUBA KEY 

Adam Bartosik
Co Down

STORMY SEAS 

The stormy sea crashed against the jagged rocks. 
It crashed upon a great red and white building, 
Unknown to the knocks.

The stormy sea sent giant waves to fight this massive beast.
These giant waves fought their hardest crashed their worst.
Yet the great lighthouse didn’t quiver in the least.

The stormy seas were angry,
The usual boats weren’t crashing.
A golden rope seemed to pull them to safety while the sailors 
sat and drank tea.

Kate Broderick
Co Dublin

THE LIGHT WENT OFF!!

One day Tommy and his dad went to the 
lighthouse. Tommy loved the lighthouse. 
His dad worked there every day, but 
Tommy only went with him every Sunday. 
This was Dad and Tommy’s thing, so 
whenever Dad brought his sister, Tommy 
didn’t like it. 
  Mostly it was just him and Dad, but 
one Sunday, his sister’s seventh birthday, 
the whole family were at the lighthouse. 
Tommy and Layla (his sister) where 
running around with Dad’s ball, throwing 
it up and down. 
  “That’s enough,” Dad said calmly, 
but they ignored him and BANG! The ball 
bounced off the wall and into the light! 
SMASH! The light bulb shattered into 
pieces. 
  “Dad, I’m really sorry,” Tommy and 
Layla both said quietly. Before they could 
say any more, Mom took them away. 
  “Is Daddy mad, Mommy?” Layla 
whispered. 
  “No darling, he just needs time to 
find a new bulb because the boats need 
the light. In fact, there is a boat on its way 
and will crash if it’s not fixed soon.”
  “Bingo!” Dad shouted. “It’s fixed!”
  “Yay!” they all screamed. 
  “Now we can play ball again,” Layla 
giggled. 
  “I don’t think so,” the rest of the 
family said, laughing. 
  “Anyone for birthday cake?” Mom 
said. 
  “Me! Me! Me!” they all replied. 
  “What flavour is it, Mommy?” Layla 
asked. 
  “Strawberry and chocolate, just like 
you asked,” Mom said happily. 
  They all had a slice of cake and 
ended the night by watching a movie. 

Shan Butler
Co Cork
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THE MAW

It was two in the afternoon and I didn’t have a worry in the world. I 
couldn’t believe I was being paid to stay in a beautiful lighthouse. As I 
caught sight of the looming tower, it just got better. It was like something 
out of a movie, a big red and white tower standing atop a cliff, like a 
majestic bird perched on a tree. 
  When we arrived on the jetty, the salty smell of sea air filled my 
nostrils. A guide stood there, whose name I later learned to be Allen 
Smith. Allen gave me a tour and showed me how to work the toaster and 
microwave etc. Then he said he had to be going. He walked down to the 
jetty and took the ferry to the mainland. After that I was left to settle into 
my new environment. Almost immediately I put on the kettle because I 
was pretty tired by the journey. I decided to take a nap and explore the 
island when I awoke.
  I woke in the middle of the night to the sound of crashing thunder, 
which I thought was odd since it had been sunny when I arrived. I decided 
to go back to sleep and explore in the morning, but I woke again in the 
night to an unnerving feeling of being watched. 
  In the morning, I put on my coat and boots and set out to explore. 
I walked around the circumference of the island until I reached a small 
wooded area. I explored that for a while but it was then I found it, its dark 
maw, like a beast rising up to devour me. I wanted to explore, however 
by that point it was late, and I wanted to get back before dark. When I 
got back it was dusk and after a quick supper I went to bed. 
  The next morning, after a ham sandwich, I strolled back to the cave, 
flicked on my torch and advanced into the maw of the cave. I walked 
through the seemingly never-ending cave and eventually emerged into 
a large cavern that was somehow lit by something I couldn’t see. There 
was a strange energy in the cavern, like it was very old and somehow 
alive. There was a circular pool of water in the centre of the cavern. At 
this point I was feeling pretty uneasy and I had a spectacular urge to turn 
back, but I felt like the pool was calling me to it. I was in a trance and I 
didn’t realise it, but I was slowly shuffling toward the pool. 
  Soon enough I was at the edge of the water. At this point I had 
control over my eyes but nothing else, so all I could do was peer down 
into the depths and see what awaited me. It looked like a mouth: no 
tongue, no nothing, just teeth and mouth. Slowly but surely I submerged, 
the lighthouse now a distant fond memory.

Fursey Smith
Co Dublin

THE MISADVENTURES OF 
WOTCHER AND MACALLIT: THE 
TWO TAILS

In an old lighthouse in Sligo Bay that 
nobody used, there lived a family – a family 
of Wotchers. First, before the rest of the 
story, you should know what a Wotcher is – 
a Wotcher is a small creature with two tails. 
  Now here is why this Wotcher we are 
talking about is special: most Wotchers like 
to stay out of mischief, but one Wotcher 
(the one that concerns us) loved getting into 
mischief, going on adventures in the woods 
beside the lighthouse. Most of all he loved 
getting dirty. After a rainy day, the first thing 
he would always do was run around and 
jump into the biggest pile of mud he could 
find. He would do this for hours… if he 
could. His mum usually stopped him before 
he could jump into more than two mud piles. 
  “But Mama!” he would always say 
when she put him into the bath. 
  She would always say the same thing, 
“Nice boys should not get dirty.” He could 
never think of a good come-back for that. 
  Just on other side of the forest there 
was a family of Macallits. These six-legged, 
three-eyed creatures loved mischief. Every 
single one of them, except the youngest: 
he would much rather stay in the lighthouse 
on the other side of the forest. The one rule 
that the Macallits had, though, was that you 
could never, ever go into the lighthouse. 
But one day the Macallit that concerns us 
got up late at night when his family were all 
sleeping and started to walk into the forest. 
He was going to sleep in the lighthouse. 
  One of the many rules the Wotchers 
had was that you were not under any 
circumstance to go to the far side of the 
forest. There were legends of big beasts 
that ate Wotchers for dinner that lived on the 
other side of the forest. Our Wotcher always 
wanted to be the one to find the beast and 
capture it. He had dreams about it. They 
would all call him Sir Wotcher. But his mum 

would always put an end to it when she saw 
him wandering into the forest with a piece of 
driftwood as a sword and an old frying pan 
as his helmet. But one night when his mum 
was asleep, he snuck off into the forest.
The Macallit was near the middle of the 
forest when he heard a twig crack. He went 
white with fear. He thought it was what his 
dad called “a dragon.” But if a dragon had 
two tails this was a very small dragon.
  “So, you’re not a Wotcher-eating 
beast?” asked Wotcher. 
  “No. And you’re not a dragon?” asked 
Macallit. 
  “No. Well I think we’re all good then,” 
said Wotcher. 
  “Wait, why are you on your way to our 
lighthouse?” asked Wotcher. 
  “Well. I live in a hole and I wanted a 
nice place to sleep,” said Macallit. 
  “Ohhhh, say no more,” said Wotcher.

Ivar Will Hay-McGrath
Co Dublin
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THE LIGHTHOUSE

The waves crashed against our small fishing 
boat. Drops of water were flying in our faces. 
The force of the waves hitting the boat was 
so strong it knocked little Benji and Stevie 
to the floor. The boat felt like it was going 
to capsize. Rebecca started to throw up and 
Benji started to cry. 
  Dad said that to stop the boat from 
capsizing, we had to throw some things off 
and had to try even out the sides to put the 
same weight on both sides. I grabbed the 
twins and ran to the left side of the boat 
throwing as much stuff off as I could, Dad 
and Rebecca ran to the other side and did 
the same. The twins were snuggled in my 
arms crying, they were shivering and felt 
so tiny in my arms. I looked over at Dad 
and Rebecca. Dad was trying to reach his 
lifejacket, but then in the blink of an eye, he 
slipped and fell into the sea.
   It was a Saturday evening in the middle 
of March and the whole family were on a 
fishing trip, Dad, Rebecca, Benji, Stevie, 
and me. It was a beautiful evening and then 
out of nowhere a storm decided to hit us.
  My brain stopped working and all I 
could think about was that my dad just 
fell into freezing cold water in a storm 
and could have lost his life. We waited in 
silence, but he never came up for air. And 
now the weight on the boat was uneven 
and the boat capsized. The water was  
sharp and cold. It sent a wave of shock 
and pain through my body, but I didn’t let 
go of the twins. I held them with all my  
might. Our lifejackets helped us float to the 
top and then Jess came from underneath 
us.
  “We need to find land,” I shouted, 
choking on seawater.
   “Yeah,” she said. “Easier said th—” 
she got cut off by a wave and when we all 
came back up for air she said, “easier said 
than done, it’s pitch black out.”
   I hated to admit it, but she was right, 
we had completely lost track of time and it 

CRACKS IN THE WALL

One day Mia and her cat Roger were 
walking on the beach, having an amazing 
time! Roger got hungry, so Mia brought him 
home. It was a short boat ride home, about 
fifteen minutes since it’s a lighthouse! But 
that’s fine, they were used to it.
  When they got home, Mia gave Roger 
some food! While he was eating, Mia got 
her pyjamas on. After Roger finished eating, 
he went to hang out with Mia. They played 
for a while but shortly after they got tired. 
Mia tucked herself into her bed and Roger 
curled up by her legs.
  The next morning, Mia went downstairs 
to get breakfast ready. Normally they would 
eat their breakfast by the window, so Mia 
brought the breakfast over there. While 
eating breakfast Mia noticed that there were 
a few cracks in the wall. She didn’t really 
know what they were but she let it slide. 
After breakfast Mia was doing dishes, she 
noticed the cracks everywhere! She was 
a little worried and upset because that’s 
where they grew up. Also some water was 

was now really dark. She swam closer to us 
and said, 
  “Everything is going to be okay.” She 
hugged us tightly and tried her best to warm 
us up, but then I saw something above our 
heads. We all looked up and saw a light. 
  “What’s that, sissy?” Benji whispered 
curiously.
  “It’s, it’s, it’s a lighthouse!” Rebecca 
answered. “Everyone, follow the light!” We 
swam. 
  We swam for what felt like hours but 
was probably only three or four minutes until 
we reached the rocky shore and sat down 
with our dead legs. And that’s when it hit 
me, right now we might be orphans.

leaking in since they were basically in the 
sea.
  A few days later, Mia noticed that the 
cracks in the wall had become holes! The 
holes were so big that it would bring in huge 
waves. She decided to pack all her stuff and 
Roger’s toys, because she knew what was 
going to happen very soon. Roger was a 
little confused because his routine changed.
  Mia was very stressed about possibly 
having to leave her home. Everything was 
packed and she would bring all her bags 
everywhere. Just in case when she came 
home it would be washed away. 
  About a week later, Mia was out getting 
some food, with Roger in her handbag. 
While heading back on the boat, you could 
normally see a big huge lighthouse, which 
was Mia’s home. Mia couldn’t this time...she 
got very worried! When she finally landed, it 
was not there. Mia started crying because 
she knew exactly what had happened to 
her HOME! Roger tried to comfort her. Mia 
knew she now had nowhere to live. She just 
decided to sit on a rock for a while to think.
She ended up sleeping there because she 
was so tired.
  Mia woke up the next morning. Last 
night she had forgotten to tie up the boat 
to make sure it wouldn’t be taken by the 
ocean. She was too tired. So Mia and Roger 
had no way back onto land. She gave up 
hope so she just laid down and looked at 
the ocean. 
  Mia saw a little boat coming her way 
with people on it so she started yelling for 
help! The little boat rescued them; that was 
their mission actually. Mia and Roger ended 
up being safe in their grandparents’ home 
by the beach. In the end they did miss their 
true home because they made so many 
memories there together but now they were 
all safe. 

Mia Brady
Co Waterford

A LESSON LEARNED

The year was 1883 and the SS Pacific was 
steaming steadily to Vancouver. The sea 
was calm and there was no wind. One of 
the lookouts checked his pocket watch. The 
time was 1:34 am. They should be arriving 
in Vancouver in a few hours. However, the 
SS Pacific was heading off course, and was 
heading straight towards an island.
  Ten minutes passed and the lookouts 
spotted the shore and rang the bell. The First 
Officer ordered to turn hard to port. It was 
too little too late, however, and the rocks 
on the seabed ripped a massive hole on the 
side of the ship below the waterline. The 
power immediately went out. The captain 
awoke and sent some of the officers below 
to assess the damage.
  They came back and reported major 
damage and heavy flooding to the starboard 
side. The ship was already starting to list 
slightly. To make matters worse, it was 
drifting towards deeper waters. The Fifth 
Officer started to fire distress flares at two 
minute intervals. The captain ordered the 
passengers to be awoken and the lifeboats 
lowered and to be filled with women and 
children first. Ten minutes passed, and 
the lifeboats were starting to be lowered. 
The ships list to the side was a lot more 
noticeable. Crowds piled up on deck as the 
lifeboats were lowered. 
  Twenty minutes later and people were 
sliding on the decks as the ship listed more 
and more. All of a sudden the ship turned 
right on its side. It stayed there for a few more 
minutes before it sank below the waves.
  In the inquiry that followed, they found 
that the island needed a lighthouse. The 
reason the lookouts hadn’t seen the island 
was because there were no waves crashing 
against the island and no lighthouse to signal 
to them.
  Even though there was heavy loss of life, 
it helped prevent future disasters occurring 
there again. To this day, the lighthouse is a 
lasting monument to all who lost their lives. 

Matthew Larke
Co Meath

Keelin Palmer
Co Dublin
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 THE LIGHTHOUSE THAT SAVED THE WORLD 

‘Once we found out what was going to happen to our planet, we knew 
we had to do something.’ 
  Jackson and Willow live quite a normal life until they find out a 
massive star is going to blow up beside Earth. How are they going to 
save Earth without telling anyone? 

Once we found out what was going to happen to our planet, we knew 
we had to do something. A star quite close to Earth was ABOUT TO 
EXPLODE AND KILL ALL HUMANS! We ran to our room and made 
a quick plan. I had to write down our plan as Willow said she was too 
scared and her writing would come out in scribbles. My writing had come 
out in scribbles too but we had no choice, we had to save Earth. We had 
our plan so now we had to convince Abbie and Dad. 
  “No way!” Dad said. Abbie just agrees to anything Dad says. “We’re 
not ripping down our lighthouse…I mean home, For some crazy idea of 
yours? Now it’s very late so go to bed.” We walked into our room and 
slowly got into bed. 
  About twenty minutes later I said “Willow, are you still awake”. She 
said yes. She always stays up later than me thinking about stuff. I knew 
what was on her mind this time though. “How are we going to con—” 
The door handle turns. It’s only our stepmum, Abbie. “Go away,” Willow 
said. She came in instead. She sat on my bed. She murmured, “I believe 
you.” I was in shock but also very happy. “I’ll try to convince your father 
too.” I was so happy I hugged her. Willow would never do that to her. “I’ll 
try now,” she said and left the room. Then I went to sleep.
  Abbie must have convinced Dad because he had all his tools down 
and had work clothes on. “Porridge for breakfast before we start a wild 
day of building,” Willow smiled. We ate it in five seconds and got ready. 
We were actually going to save the Earth!
  I don’t know how we built a REAL ROCKET!!! We had even made 
four space suits! Dad said we could have our own NASA. Willow laughed 
her head off at his joke. Abbie did out the math of when the star would 
explode. She said in about five days. Was that enough time though? 
Worth a try if we were going to save the earth. 
  A day later we had our suits on. If you think about it, our home 
– the lighthouse – was going to save Earth! Willow was scared. 
I could tell because she was eating lots of food. She does that 
when she’s nervous. I told her it was okay, like a good twin. We  
strapped into our seats and prepared for lift-off. Ten. Nine. Eight. Seven. 
Six. Five. Four. I closed my eyes. Three. I held my breath. Two. One. And 
I fell unconscious.
   When I woke up to Abbie shaking me, she told me to get out of my 
chair so she could go and put the force-field around the star. I nodded. 
She went out into space and flew to the star. Dad had his arm around 
Abbie. I and Willow held hands. Abbie and Dad did it. We saved Earth! 
Well, the lighthouse did. 

 

 

Amber Kilkenny
Co Wicklow

A SAVE AND A STORM

The rain trickled down the windows of 126A Beach Hill, in Tree Bay. It was 
the middle of winter and waves on the sea were so strong they almost hit 
the house. 
  “I’m bored!” moaned Holly to her dad, Paul. 
  “Well, let’s play a game,” Paul replied. 
  They had only just started Ludo when a loud bang could be heard in the 
distance. Holly jumped. 
  “Dad! What was that bang?” 
  “I don’t kno—” 
  Suddenly, the electricity went off in the house. Paul looked out the 
window and quickly realised that the local lighthouse was in darkness too, 
which meant they needed someone to turn on the light. Paul jumped up and 
ran to the door. 
  “Quickly Holly, we have to go and put the electricity back on in the 
lighthouse!” 
  Paul dashed outside pulling on his wellington boots and raincoat. Holly 
sprinted after him slamming the door behind her. Paul was running towards 
the lighthouse with a torch. 
  The lighthouse had been in the town since before World War I. It had 
once been home to Paul’s father, the lighthouse keeper. When he had retired 
the town invested all their money in making it automated. Paul looked after 
the lighthouse as he was the only one with a key, which had been passed 
down to him from his father. 
There was a ship due to dock in Tree Bay at nine o’clock, that was only 
thirty minutes away. They had decided to go ahead with the trip despite the 
weather. Paul and Holly ran through the lashing rain to the lighthouse. 
  “Holly! I forgot the key! Quickly run back to the house and get it, I’ll try 
and get some phone signal to call the ship!” 
  Holly ran out of sight with the torch, leaving Paul standing in darkness 
with the only source of light coming from his phone. Paul had no service and 
only 10% battery left. He tried to call the ship’s captain but it went straight 
voicemail. He tried a further three times until his phone battery died. Paul 
was plunged into complete darkness, the rain pouring around him. 
  It wasn’t until Holly came back five minutes later with the torch that 
Paul could see anything. 
  “Hurry, we haven’t got much time!” Paul exclaimed. 
  Holly stuck the key in the door and turned it, then they both sprinted up 
the stairs. Paul ran as fast as he could to the control panel at the top. 
  “Come here and start slowly spinning the light!” he shouted down to 
Holly, after hitting the manual button on the control panel. 
  Just then they heard the ship nearing the dock. Paul turned the light on 
and they started slowly spinning the light, indicating any obstacles in the way 
of the ship as it moved into the dock. The ship was rocking on the waves but 
after a lot of effort it docked safely and Holly and her dad stopped spinning 
the light. 
  “We did it!” they cried. 

Chloe Heanen
Co Down
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THE LIGHTHOUSE THAT BRINGS 
BACK MEMORIES

My name is May. Three years ago, on the 
15th of May 1915, my family volunteered 
to take in a new family member, Lucy. Lucy 
had been on the Lusitania, the ship that 
tragically sank before many people’s eyes, 
including my own. I watched it go down 
beneath the sea in the lighthouse where 
my father worked, Galley Head. My father 
had been one to save many lives and one of 
them is Lucy.
  Lucy is now nine years old and my 
family and I have told her all about what 
happened three years ago. Her parents had 
not survived, unfortunately, so my mother 
decided to take her in.
  We had found her after Father had 
brought her and many others in on the 
beach. She had been staring out to sea and 
looked very sad. At that moment we realised 
what she had just lost so we brought her 
back to our house.
  Now, three years later, my family and I 
decided to bring her to the lighthouse where 
we all saw it happen. Lucy had grown so 
much upon us we thought it would be nice 
to visit the lighthouse as a reminder.
  As I make my way downstairs I smell 
lovely fried eggs. Lucy, my brother Michael 
and Father are already at the table.
  “Today we will go to Galley Head as a 
reminder,” Father suggests. 
  “Oh can we? That would be so much 
fun,” cries Lucy.
  “Right, that’s sorted,” says Mother. 
“We can go right after breakfast.”
  We are all at the door in fifteen 
minutes with our hats and coats ready. It 
takes around ten minutes walk to get there 
so we are there very shortly. When we 
get there I take a look at the lighthouse.  
How grand it looks. Then we all climb up 
the stairs into a room that look right out 
onto the sea. It looks too beautiful. In the  
distance I can see a boat sailing across  
the Atlantic. 

  After a few seconds looking out at sea 
Lucy seems to notice a helicopter flying 
above our heads. 
  “Look!” she cries. “There’s a helicopter.” 
  We all turn to look and sure enough 
there is. 
  “I think it’s doing a guard of honour for 
all those who died,” says Mother quietly. 
  “I think so too,” says Father. 
  So we all take a few moments to say a 
silent prayer.
  Then we all go outside to have a picnic 
beside the lighthouse. We all have lots of 
fun playing and seeing people. When we go 
back home for supper we’re all so tired after 
all the fun. 
So, after a lovely supper we all go to bed 
thinking what a great day we had and that 
we are so lucky where we live.

DISASTER

Alex and Charlie Fox woke up suddenly one 
summer’s morning. They hadn’t fully woken 
up so they were a bit confused as to why they 
were on a pirate ship but then remembered 
that this was what their parents called an 
‘adventure.’ The twin boys got changed 
and went up to the top deck. They realised 
that the ship was rocking more than usual 
and there was more water on board. They 
saw their parents frantically rushing around 
trying to get things done quickly. Alex asked 
their mam, Alice, what was wrong. Alice 
explained that there was a storm coming 
that night. So they had to prepare for it. The 
twins helped their parents prepare for the 
storm.
  Like Alice said, the storm came that 
night, except it was worse than any of them 
expected. It was also hard because it was 
pitch black so they couldn’t see a thing. 
The boat was rocking so hard the twins had 
to hold on to whatever they could find to 
make sure it didn’t go overboard. Then as 
their dad, Sam, was trying to hold on to their 

clothes chest, he fell overboard. No one 
saw it happen because they were focusing 
on themselves until they heard screaming. 
The twins were paralysed for a minute after 
what they saw, but Alice ran to get a rope. 
She got the rope and threw it over. She 
asked Alex and Charlie to help her with the 
rope. They had some struggle pulling Sam 
up but eventually got there. They got him 
below deck to try and warm up while they 
went back up. Then like a miracle they saw 
a light. They decided their best bet was to 
go towards the light. The closer they got the 
bigger the light got. They saw a boat near a 
dock and shouted for help. The people on 
the boat tried to help as much as possible. 
The people got Alex, Charlie, Alice and Sam 
safely to the dock and they got them into the 
lighthouse. To Alex and Charlie’s surprise it 
was very warm inside the lighthouse. The 
family was given blankets and hot chocolate.
  A week later the people at the dock 
repaired the ship and the family set a course 
for home. They thanked the people at the 
dock and left.   

Maia Mulligan
Co Dublin

THE U–BOAT

It was a cold winter’s night. I was lying in my 
bed, unable to sleep. The rain was beating 
down and the wind was swirling all around. 
My grandfather came in. 
“Still can’t sleep, huh?” he asked. I nodded 
slowly. 
  “Can you tell me that story again? I 
love it so much,” I asked. 
  “Which one?” he asked, quizzically. 
  I laughed. “You know which one.”
  “All right, all right,” he said. 
  He made himself comfortable and 
started telling me the story that I almost 
knew off by heart at this point.
  “The year was 1917 and it was a warm 
summer’s night,” he started off. I nodded 

at him, beckoning for him to go on. “I was 
about eight years old and we lived beside 
one of the most impressive lighthouses in 
the country. It was gorgeous. It was lovely 
and round, with red and white stripes. Almost 
looked like it was out of a movie. Anyways, 
I’m rambling on. One night, I couldn’t sleep, 
much like you tonight, young lady,” he said, 
looking at me. 
  “So I decided to take a visit to the 
lighthouse. My parents had always warned 
me never to go up there, but I didn’t listen. I 
brought a pair of binoculars with me, just in 
case I saw something unusual. I snuck out 
of my window and made my way over to the 
lighthouse. I climbed and climbed until I had 
reached the top. I sat there for quite some 
time, looking out on my binoculars, until I 
spotted something that caught my eye. It 
was a long narrow submarine. I racked my 
brain for answers and a couple of moments 
later I realised. It was a German U-boat!
  “I completely panicked, but I quickly 
gathered myself. I ran down all the steps in 
the lighthouse and about two minutes later 
I was standing in my parents’ bedroom. I 
shook them awake and told them all in one 
breath about what I had seen. They asked 
me to slow down and I elaborated on how 
I had seen a U-boat and how it could be 
attacking one of the ships around here. “Let 
me look at this myself,” my father said. 
  “He and I made a trip back to the 
lighthouse and as soon as we had reached 
the top I showed him what I had seen just 
minutes before. My father shivered, then 
a moment later he made an SOS call. We 
stood there in the top of the lighthouse and 
only minutes later the navy arrived. The 
boat was outnumbered and it didn’t stand 
a chance. When all the chaos finally ended, 
the head of one of the ships climbed to 
the top of the lighthouse and thanked and 
congratulated us on our findings. “Don’t 
thank me Sir, thank my son,” my dad said 
proudly. I was so proud of myself.”
  When my grandfather looked back at 
me, I was already asleep.

Emily Liffey
Co Louth            

Ciara Connelly
Co Cork
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POSSESSED OCEAN

It was a stormy night at the lighthouse. Rain was pouring down, dark grey 
clouds hung over the sky and the sea was crashing about. Margo and I 
were having a sleepover at the very top of the lighthouse. I was braiding 
Margo’s hair and she was reading a magazine. All was well. I simply 
looked out the window into the night when I saw something glimmer in 
the ocean. I couldn’t really make out what it was, but whatever it was 
I could not pull away from it. It was almost like it was pulling me in, 
hypnotising me. 
  “Summer, Summer. Earth to Summer.“ Margo called.
  SLAP!
  “Ow, what was that for?” I ask.
  “You were all zoned out, it almost felt like you were being sucked in 
by some force like a magnet to a fridge. You really scared me, Summer.”
  “Oh yeah, I’m sorry about that. I, uh, think I’m just tired,” I said.
  The next morning it’s sunny. The storm has cleared and there isn’t 
a cloud in the sky. Margo is still asleep so I take the opportunity to get 
my telescope out and look out onto the ocean. Twenty minutes pass and 
I still can’t seem to find the weird shiny thing I came across last night.
  Eventually Margo wakes up and we go downstairs to get some 
breakfast.
  “Morning ladies, did you sleep well?” my dad asks. 
  “Yep,” Margo and I chorus.
  Dad makes us crepes with Nutella topped with berries. Soon after 
that Margo’s mum comes to collect her. 
  I remember going scuba diving last summer so I decide to do it 
again but swim out to where the glimmering thing is and investigate. I 
consider asking my parents but I know that it will be a straight up no from 
them. I decide to off. No one will ever know. 
  “I’m going to Margo’s house!” I call.
  “All right, but be back before five!” my mom calls back.
  I run to the shed and get my gear on. I jump into the freezing cold 
water, my teeth chattering as I swim. Eventually I see it. Glimmering it 
pulls me towards, I can’t resist. I realise this is a bad idea, I try to turn 
back but I can’t. Just like Margo said, like a magnet to a fridge. Before 
I know it, I’m right beside it. It looks like a stone, a pretty, white stone. I 
touch it without even realising.
  Suddenly out of nowhere a black liquid is forcing itself down my 
throat, I can’t breathe, I try to scream but no one can hear me. Finally, 
it stops. I lay coughing and spluttering on the ground. I get up, there is 
also another girl there, I walk over to her and then realise it’s me, it’s my 
body. The girl looks at me with her red eyes, roars a monster-like roar 
and swims to the surface leaving me there alone and motionless.

Sophie Byrne
Co Dublin

SOLAS ROCK

“So he stays in the lighthouse every night, watching over the ships and 
sailors and guiding them towards the harbour.” 
  My dad had that look in his eye that he always gets when he’s 
telling a story. 
  My brother scoffed. 
  “There’s no one-handed man in the lighthouse on Solas Rock. 
You’re just making up stuff, like that thing about the vampire in the 
warehouse across the road.” 
  I nodded along with my brother, trying to ignore the glimmer of 
excitement bubbling within me. Could a thousand-year-old man actually 
live in the lighthouse? My curiosity got the better of me. I had to find out.
  The following night, I tried to control my nerves as I walked down to 
the harbour. The sun had just set and the sky was filled with oranges and 
pinks and dotted with birds. 
  There were canoes for hire by the dock, but no sign of the man who 
supervised. I knew him well, so I left the money and hoped he wouldn’t 
mind. I pulled the canoe out, with difficulty, and started paddling. 
  Just when it felt like my arms were about to fall off, the canoe 
bumped off the edge of Solas Rock. Then I panicked. 
  “I shouldn’t be doing this!” I muttered to myself. 
  But I was so close... Taking a deep breath I headed towards the 
lighthouse, which was so much larger now that I was right in front of it. 
I stumbled towards the door and almost jumped out of my skin when I 
saw someone inside the lighthouse. I sighed in relief when I realised it 
was only the caretaker who came sometimes to clean the tower or paint 
it. I could tell it was him by the paddy cap and dungarees that he always 
wore. I realised I had never seen his face, he was always facing the wall. 
I snuck past him and crept up the seemingly endless flight of stairs, 
wincing every time they creaked. 
  When I finally reached the top, panting, I was terrified. But I 
remembered the way my brother always called me a wimp, and that 
compelled me forward. Holding my breath, I gently pushed open the 
door... and my mouth fell open. 
  The only things in the room were machines! My heart sank. It was 
all a lie: my brother was right. 
  Deflated, I trudged out of the room and groaned when I remembered 
the million flights of stairs that I had yet to climb down.
  When I finally arrived at the ground floor, I saw the strangest thing. 
I was passing the caretaker, Old Man What’shisface, when he turned 
slightly. That’s when I saw: his left hand was missing!
  I only just held in an exclamation of surprise. Could it be? All of the 
stories fitted! A grin grew on my face as I ran back down to the canoe. 
I don’t know how, but I could tell he was smiling at me. I smiled back.

Megan Sheehy
Co Dublin
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THE LONELY LIGHTHOUSE

There once was a lonely lighthouse, 
who stood on a cliff all alone. 
No master or visitors it was lonely, 
He wanted someone to make him a home.

All he craved was a new master, 
To help him shine his beam bright.
Time passed on and still no keeper, 
He knew one would come when the time 
was right.

But one day that all changed, 
As he had a visitor through the door. 
Who tended to his every needs, 
Painted, tidied, fixed his light and more.

He is no longer the lonely lighthouse, 
As his new keeper shines his light bright. 
To warn off danger to seamen, 
And show them which way is right.

Sophie Jennings
Co Antrim

 

THE STORM

The radio crackled once, and then fizzled out. The signal was gone. Ever 
since Ann and Dave had taken charge of keeping the lighthouse, things 
had gone wrong. First the lamp had short circuited. Then a yacht had 
run aground. 
   Now this. The storm had started two days ago and already the 
entire ground floor was flooded. Some of the electrics had failed, leaving 
them with no heating whatsoever and the radio signal was gone.
  They were trapped. 
  They had tried to sail the tiny little boat that they had to get help, 
but the storm had swept it away and they had been lucky to escape with 
their lives. Now they were running short on resources.
  The radio crackled again, but did not pick up. The sound of the rain 
was deafening. In fact, it was very hard to hear the radio over the noise. 
With no heating, no supplies, and no radio, it was getting increasingly 
hard to imagine getting out of the lighthouse alive.
  “What was that?”
  An increasingly louder foghorn noise was approaching. It could be 
a rescue boat, or it could be a random ship, oblivious to their position. 
Either way, it was heading straight for them. And because the bulb was 
down again, the crew of the boat had no way of knowing where the 
ground was. They were on a collision course with the lighthouse.
  The lighthouse keepers grabbed a torch each and rushed to the 
top of the tower. They had to let the crew of the boat know where they 
were. The lamp was down and the torches were nowhere near powerful 
enough to be seen through the blinding storm, but they had to try. 
  The outline of the ship was visible now. Judging by its size, there 
was no way it would stop before it hit them. Because the lighthouse was 
at the edge of the rock, impact would knock it over. And that would not 
be good.
  The lighthouse keepers ran down the stairs. The water was chest 
deep as they waded towards the door. There was still a boat in the 
flooded dock, looking as if it was going to break free of its moorings any 
second.
  They hurried themselves onto the boat and cut the moorings, letting 
themselves drift away. There was no telling where the current would take 
them, or whether the boat would hold. The boat drifted in a circle, then 
were blown into the open lighthouse door, trapping them inside. Even if 
the ship by some miracle missed them, they were cold, wet, hungry and 
trapped in a flooded lighthouse.
  There was a sickening crunch. Seconds later, the entire lighthouse 
ripped itself free of its foundations and keeled over, with the lighthouse 
keepers inside. The ship advanced menacingly for a second, then was 
blown back by the wind. A spotlight shone down, and a ladder was 
thrown down the side of the ship.
  They were safe.

Abhinav Prakash
Co Dublin
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ADOM OF ALEXANDRIA

It was a day like any other, Adom was making sure the irrigation systems 
were in good shape. His neighbour came running towards him, returning 
from the bustling market in Alexandria. He told Adom a lighthouse was 
being built and Ptolemy II was paying workers. Adom ran home to tell his 
parents about what just happened. 
  His parents asked their neighbour where Adom could sign up. Their 
neighbour told them he had seen a big queue with the scribes at the top 
of it. When Adom arrived at the scribe’s building it took two hours to get 
to the front of the line. After he signed up, an old man sitting in the shade 
told him that it’s too good to be true. Adom decided he was crazy and 
walked home.
  Adom ate his dinner as fast as possible and went straight to bed, 
to be ready for the working day ahead. He found it hard to get to sleep 
because he was excited about being paid. Eventually he got to sleep and 
woke up the next morning ready to go to the building site by the sea.
  When Adom got to the building site he saw workers being assembled 
into lines. A couple of minutes after he got in line, Ptolemy II could be 
seen at the head of the lines. His personal scribe made a speech saying 
that only skilled architects would be paid. Adom wasn’t an architect. 
His neighbour had been wrong. He wouldn’t be paid! He regretted not 
listening to the old man now when he said it sounded too good to be true. 
Even worse, the scribe who signed him up had said he couldn’t quit until 
the project was finished. Adom hoped the work wouldn’t be too hard, but 
he was very wrong.
  Everybody was split into groups doing different jobs. Some were 
pulling huge blocks. Others were clearing land. They scooped up dirt 
with baskets and emptied them into giant piles. Adom was given this job 
along with lots of other people. 
  He saw the old man again, struggling with the work. There were 
officials checking that everybody was doing their job. One of those 
officials walked over to the old man and told him to hurry up and finish 
or he’ll suffer. The old man tried to go faster but he was too old. When 
the official came back he was about to whip the old man. Adom knew he 
needed to do something. He jumped in front of the old man. Adom was 
much fitter than the old man, and it would hurt more for the old man. The 
whip stung. The official told Adom that this wasn’t any of his business 
and to go away, raising his whip. Adom punched the official in the side. 
The official shouted Adom would regret punching him and ran away to 
the doctor’s tent. The old man thanked Adom. 
  Adom needed to find a way out before the official returned!

Naoise McDonnell
Co Dublin

EMMA’S LIGHTHOUSE 

My grandparents lived in a lighthouse. A big red one. Every summer 
Mam, Dad, Maude and I would drive an hour and a half to the little 
island it stood on. It was right beside a town, the name of which I could 
never remember. All I knew was that it was somewhere on the coast of 
Waterford. We would park at the edge of the town then row Grandad’s 
boat to it. Granny used to meet us at the front of the lighthouse. She 
always looked so happy to see us.
  The lighthouse was the greatest thing I had ever seen. The bottom 
floor was decorated just like a boat. The couch was a deep, rich blue, 
with a grey blanket lying on it and Granny’s armchair always had cushions 
decorated with pictures of seashells. I would sit on the carpet in front of 
the couch. The carpet was a little rough, with a sandy sort of texture. I 
liked the way it felt on my legs.
  All over the lighthouse hung beautiful paintings of everything to do 
with the sea. But there was one that always stood out: the one Granny 
drew. It was a drawing of her and her best friend Emma, after whom I 
was named. 
  Granny told us stories about how she and Emma actually sailed 
all the way to France in a boat called Lydia. That’s where Granny met 
Grandad. He was from Brest and worked there as a taxi driver. He picked 
Granny and Emma up, and it was love at first sight (for Granny and 
Grandad, not Grandad and Emma). Emma went on to marry a Swedish 
skiing instructor called Steigh she later met in the Alps. 
  After a year of adventures in France, Granny and the French taxi 
driver moved back to Ireland and lived in the lighthouse, while Emma 
and Steigh moved to Sweden. A few years later Emma died in a ski 
accident. Granny was so upset, she cried for days. Mam always says not 
to bring it up, because it will make Granny sad, but when Granny talks 
about Emma, I think she seems happy remembering her adventurous 
best friend.
  I loved the evenings at Granny and Grandad’s. Maude and I slept 
at the very top of the lighthouse, where there was a little window that I 
would look out of every night, pretending to be Rapunzel. There was just 
something magical about the lighthouse. Maybe it was the wind howling 
in the night, or the creaking of the wooden staircase. Whatever it was, it 
gave me a sort of warm feeling. 
  In my dreams, I would sail to France with my best friend, just like 
Granny and Emma did. We’d have exciting adventures every day. We’d 
go to the beach, meet new friends and eat French cuisine. But the best 
part of my dream was that when I grew up, I lived in a big red lighthouse.

Sara Devine
Co Dublin
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BUOY

Hi, I’m a buoy 
And I’m not a toy 

I float on the water
I don’t usually go under

People sometimes ask “What is that? What is it for?”
And other people answer with “It’s here to guide you all”

But that is not why I’m here today
I want to tell you about the other day

So, it was a nice but boring day 
My pals were 15 metres away.

It felt extra far,
Far as a shiny star

Suddenly a big storm came 
And started to wash me away 

A big stick hit my side 
And I was scared because it made a loud sound

Now I had a hole in me 
And I was sinking rapidly
First, I was really scared 

But then I got used to the world underneath the air

The world down there was beautiful
I saw fish, seaweed, starfish and mussel

Octopus, turtle, jellyfish and starfish
Everything was as beautiful as I wished

I saw creatures of different sizes
Small, thin, angled and the ones that I didn’t recognize

I also saw a bunch of rubbish 
Plastic bag, bottles and dead fish

These are the things that don’t want to be seen
These people made our nice and blue water into ugly green

Now they realised, hello it’s a bit too late
They should start doing something about it, before it is 2028

Julia Gosi
Co Waterford

So back to the story
I was getting used to living under the sea

I excepted, the fact that nobody is going to rescue me 
And I started to make myself at home in the sand under the sea

One day someone realised that there was a missing buoy 
And that is when I heard someone calling out “Ahoy!”
I knew it was the people who usually fixed us buoys 

Like if we were out of place, but I recognised that joy in their voice 

They bought me back to the factory
And they fixed me very quickly

I was back on the water in no time
And I was floating again like in the old times.
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THE LIGHTHOUSE

It was a dull cloudy day in December. Max and his dad were living in 
France. Max was a tall, 11-year-old boy with brown eyes and dark brown 
hair. His dad decided to book a lighthouse tour as he loved lighthouses. 
He really wanted to learn more about them. Max absolutely loved art and 
he was amazing at it, so he brought his sketch pad with him. They were 
really excited for the tour.
  When they arrived, they had to wait for ages as there were lots 
of people in line. People had to go in smaller groups. While they were 
waiting, Max started to draw the lighthouse. It was brilliant! The lighthouse 
was red and white and it was very big. The tour took around an hour, but 
they loved it. Max also finished his drawing. It was amazing and he was 
very proud.
  On the way downstairs, Max’s dad spotted a poster for the circus 
only a few minutes away. He asked Max if he would like to go.
  “Yes please!” he said excitedly.
  So Max and his dad went off to the circus.
  When they arrived, Max showed his dad his drawing.
  “That’s amazing Max!” he cried. “Well done!”
  Max’s dad then brought him to the ice cream shop in the circus. 
They had lots of different flavours from vanilla to popcorn! But Max’s 
favourite was the Oreo.
  After that, they went to their seats. They had to wait for around 20 
minutes, but then the show started. The first half was very good. Then 
Max and his dad went to the bathroom during the interval. When they 
got back, his sketch pad was gone. They looked for it for around ten 
minutes, but there was no sight of it. He was devastated.
  “Don’t worry Max,” said his dad reassuringly. “We’ll find it.”
  For the rest of the show, Max was very upset, but he still really 
enjoyed the show.
  When the show was over, they started to leave. When they got to 
the door, the saw a clown. Max was really scared as he was terrified 
of clowns. It started to chase them. Max and his dad started to run as 
fast as they could. But then, the clown caught up with Max. Max was 
petrified, but he saw something in the clown’s hand. It was his sketch 
pad!
  “Hi.” the clown said awkwardly. “I found a sketch pad on the ground 
earlier and I saw that you were really upset, so here you go.”
  “Thank you so much!” Max’s dad replied.
  On their way home, Max was telling his dad how much fun he had. 
He had lots of fun and wished he could do it all again.

Jasmine McDermott
Co Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE ROCK

One day, when I was young, I was playing outside my house. It was a 
hot summer’s day, and whilst playing with my friends, I noticed a small 
rock. It was painted with amazing colours and swirls and had a beautiful 
lighthouse all white and red with a blue sky and brilliantly white clouds on 
it. On the back was a time, date and place thirty years into the future, 
the 20th May 2050 at 2:30, Howth Head. I then saw that a photograph 
had fallen on the ground. It was of the lighthouse, which was painted on 
my rock.
  Ever since then, I have wanted to find who had painted the rock and 
whether it was Howth, where they had got their inspiration. I thought that 
it was the most beautiful place ever.

Thirty Years Later
  Even though that was thirty years ago, I kept the stone and still 
hoped to find the lighthouse from it. But scientists had discovered that 
gravity can be reversed for man-made objects. Consequently now, real 
old lighthouses are much harder to come by these days. Everything is 
new. Flying cars and floating buildings replaced the lighthouses and now 
serve as guides at night because of all the energy saving that has to go 
on to stop global warming. However, next week is the 20th May 2050, 
so I will be flying out to Howth Head.
  The next week I got the flight into Dublin. I then went to the 
lighthouse and I was in for the surprise of my life. That’s when I saw her, 
a woman who looked about 60. She had short grey hair, a face covered 
with make-up and a broach pinned to her navy coat with a photograph in 
her hands identical to the photograph I had in my pocket. I noticed that 
the photo we both had was of Howth Head lighthouse. It was one of the 
few lighthouses still on land. 
I was about to walk up to the woman when she called out. “Are you Clara 
O’Malley?”
  “Yes,” I replied, because that was my name. Then she leaned in 
close and whispered in my ear. I jumped in surprise. But then I studied 
her face and knew what she said was true. 
  I followed her into the lighthouse. She told me that she was my future 
self and had travelled back in time. I was amazed that the technology to 
do so had been found. It seemed that the older me was okay with this. 
She started to tell me what I would achieve later in my life and how I 
would make a mistake so dreadful and with such horrific consequences, 
that the universe would be altered forever. All because of my obsession 
with the lighthouse. 
  CLARA O’MALLEY INVENTED TIME TRAVEL. 

Beibhinn Heidi Mulcahy
Co Dublin
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THE LIGHT TO HOME

We were being plunged up and down, the cold salty water splashing 
onto our faces, the heavy waves crashing on the boat, drowning out the 
bellowing wind. The howling wind drove our boat in countless directions, 
trying to control this boat was like trying to harness a wild bull. It was 
a cold misty night and we were trying to get home before dawn. We 
couldn’t see anything, just the thick, almost opaque fog. And the dark 
vantablack sea.
  We sailed and sailed, minutes passed like hours. It looked as if we 
hadn’t moved an inch, everywhere looked the same, just layers upon 
layers of the dense featureless mist. We shivered as the cold icy wind 
pierced through our skin, our lips were purple and our fingers and toes 
were numb. The black angry waves rocked the boat, making us sick to 
the stomach. We thought of the times back at home, peaceful, cosy, 
snuggled in a warm fluffy blanket surrounded by our loved ones. 
  Soon enough the hunger grew, our stomachs rumbled and groaned. 
This awakened a pounding headache and our vision was slightly blurred. 
Our only thoughts were if we were at home, everyone gathered at 
the dinner table, fork in one hand and knife in the other, giggling and 
chatting. A delicious warm meal sitting in front of us. Just thinking about 
this fantasy made us drool. 
  We were weak and nimble, stumbling over everything and each 
other, we wanted nothing more than to be back at home. We were tired, 
starving and cold, the dreadful thought of being lost haunted us. It felt 
like time wasn’t passing at all, this one night felt like forever, it was like 
the sun was never gonna show ever again, the world was just engulfed 
by darkness. We should have arrived at the dock hours ago. 
  After sailing in what felt like circles, most if not all hope had slipped 
away from us, we were going to be stuck in the middle of the ocean, 
helpless and stranded. All of a sudden we heard the muffled sound of 
a siren, the siren of hope. We all jumped to our feet, we turned our 
boat and sailed towards it, the siren got louder and louder. In the far 
distance we spotted a familiar tall striped pillar. We sailed closer, it was a 
lighthouse. A feeling of relief washed over us, the faint warm light from 
this prepossessing tower made us feel a peculiar way. We arrived. We 
were home. 

Emily Han
Co Dublin

BIRDSEY ROCK

It is 5am and it is time to get up and put on my uniform. I have packed my 
clothes and food in my red suitcase for the next 28 days. I need to grab 
my fishing rod and its carry case and set off to work. My first port of call 
is the airport, where I will catch the Coast Guard helicopter to bring me 
to my office – Birdsey Rock. Birdsey Rock is a rock in the middle of the 
ocean with a lighthouse sitting on top. 
  Up, up and away I go, in the distance I spot a tall cylindrical tower 
with red and white stripes. This is how I know I am close to Birdsey Rock 
by its distinct colours. A little bit bumpy and ooops a thud, we have landed 
on top of the lighthouse on its own helipad. I take off my ear defenders 
and grab my suitcase and begin the steep walk down the spiral steps to 
the mess to meet the other keepers and report for duty. 
The following morning, I am up early to start my 12-hour shift, you see 
there are three of us here. I am doing the daytime shift for four days; 
another keeper is doing the night-time shift and the other keeper is having 
some time off for rest. Then we will swop over. Today, I have many jobs 
to do. Firstly, the Met Office is waiting for my weather report, I must go to 
the lantern room to ensure the lens of the huge light is working properly 
and shining its light. 
  Birdsey Rock has its own magic sequence light flash. First a long 
flash, followed by two short flashes, then another long flash and a quick 
double flash. So when it is dark the ships can use this to help with their 
navigation in case they do not know where they are. Just as important as 
all my other jobs, I must ensure everywhere is kept clean and polished 
even the handrail down the spiral staircase. It is brass, you see, so it 
must be kept shinning. 
  At the end of my long 12-hour shift, I am tired and missing my family. 
I wish my fellow keepers goodnight and off to bed I go. My bedroom 
consists of a curved room with a curved bed in it just like the shape of a 
banana. I call it my banana bed! 
  Suddenly, I wake up to hear a loud crashing noise. I am scared. I 
open my eyes to see a green seaweed colour illuminating the walls of 
my room though the tiny port hole window. The lights are flickering, the 
walls are shaking, and I feel like I am swaying in my bed, but I am calm. 
We are in the middle of a storm. The waves are so big they are crashing 
over the top of lighthouse. Welcome to the first winter storm.

Bláithín Donelon
Co Wicklow
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THE ADVENTURE OF JACK THE SAILOR

Jack the sailor was wishing that Covid-19 would go 
away. 
  Stacy the reporter asked Jack some questions, 
“When is your journey going to begin?”
  Jack replied, “I don’t know – not until the Coronavirus 
is gone. I will have to wait until the Government tells us 
when the corona virus will be gone. Maybe another two 
weeks after May 5th?”
  Jack wanted to go and take pictures of animals and 
save them from Covid-19. 
  Stacy said, “America has the highest amount of 
deaths.” 
  Bob the lighthouse keeper joined in and said, “You 
better sail across the Atlantic Ocean and go around the 
United States. Be careful and look at your radar all the 
time.” 
  Then Stacy said, “Are you just going to do it now or 
will you wait a while?”
  Jack said happily, “I’m just going to do it!” 
  “Why would you do that?” asked Stacy.
  “Cause I’m bored being stuck at home. Anyone can 
do it it’s my dream to take pictures and rescue animals 
that need help,” Jack said.
  “Are you sure that it’s the right decision because 
you are encouraging people to go outside and possibly 
spread more Covid-19 and your putting people at risk?” 
Stacy asked.
  Jack said, “I will wear a mask and gloves to protect 
myself, or I could wait until it’s over but I would have to 
wait a while.”
   “Two weeks will fly by . . . . but it is your dream so 
make sure you have a safe travel. Good luck Jack!” said 
Stacy.
  Jack untied the rope from his boat. Stacy waved 
goodbye to Jack as Bob the Lighthouse Keeper guided 
him out to the sea. 
  The water was getting worse because of the 
coronavirus. Jack started to think that this was a bad 
idea. He got a call from Bob the Lighthouse Keeper on 
the radio that there was a storm coming in. 
  Jack said, “That’s okay, Bob. I’m going to keep 
going. It’s a sailboat but I can switch to my engine to 

ADULTS
save the sails if the storms get bad.”
  Jack had forgotten to put oil in the engine and it 
wouldn’t start properly. At first, he couldn’t get Bob on 
the radio, then Bob came on the radio and said, “What’s 
wrong?”
  “There’s no oil in the engine!” Jack cried.
  Bob replied, “Don’t worry, there’s oil in the boat 
somewhere. I put it there for you as a backup.”
  Jack found the oil and put some in the engine but 
kept some for later. He might use the sails when he 
returns from America because Bob told him, “It should 
be windy when you’re coming back.”
  Jack sailed for three days and was happy to get 
away from his house. 
  He was hungry because he was so homesick. He 
was seasick because he hadn’t been on the sea in so 
long. 
  Jack wanted to fulfil his dream and wanted to 
remain positive. He looked through his telescope and 
saw animals on land that he had never seen before! He 
wanted to go and see them. 
  He also wanted to make sure that the animals were 
safe and okay. 
  There was a bird called Tweety. She told Jack 
that she was going out for a session to a place called 
Wonderland with the girl-os.
  Jack got stuck in the water. He tried everything to 
get out of the water. Some other sailors came to help 
him with another boat. They put him in the boat and 
saved his life by giving warm clothes and cup of tea. 
  He pointed up towards the animals and said, 
“SAVE THEM NOW!!” The other sailors sailed over to 
the animals and saved them. 
  Bob called Jack on the radio to see if he was okay. 
  Jack said, “I found an animal that I’ve never seen 
before.” Jack took a picture of the animal. He sent it 
Stacy the reporter for her Instagram. 
  Stacy wrote a story and put the into her newspaper 
with the picture of Tweety. 

Central Remedial Clinic
Co Dublin
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