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WELCOME | 1 STORYKEEPER VOLUME II

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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Lily Crean Kelly
Co. Dublin

Rosie Crean Kelly
Co. Dublin

AGE SIX
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AGE SEVEN
THE LIGHT OF THE LIGHTHOUSE

It was a stormy day at the lighthouse. The 
storm had lots of lightning and rain and dark 
clouds. It was very windy. 
  Suddenly, the lighthouse fell over. The 
light fell out and got blown away into the 
ocean. And this light was a magic light that 
had feelings and could see, hear and touch. 
When the light finally landed on some rocks, 
it met a sea lion. They were best friends and 
liked eating fish. 
  But one day a shark came. They had to 
swim as fast as they could to get away from 
the shark colony. When they had escaped, 
the light wanted to find a home back in a 
lighthouse. They looked everywhere for the 
lighthouse, but they couldn’t find it anywhere. 
  Then, one day after they had given up, 
they saw a very bright light on one side of 
some rocks. They swam over to investigate 
and then they saw it. It was a lighthouse! 
  The sea lion helped the light to get 
back into the lighthouse and it lived happily 
ever after. 

Conor O’Boyle
Co Kildare

JAKE THE WARRIOR 

Jake was a seven-year-old boy who lived on 
a farm. He wanted to be a warrior!
  One day his dad was kidnapped by 
pirates. So Jake went to blacksmith to get 
tools, weapons and armour. Jake took his 
dad’s boat and set sail.
  The pirates were keeping Jake’s dad 
in an underwater cave. Jake managed to 
sneak in and rescue his dad. He used his 
magic tools.
  They got lost in the sea on the way 
home. They were both so hungry and tired. 
Then Jake saw a tiny light. It was coming 
from a lighthouse. They were saved! 
  “You are my hero!” said the dad to Jake.

Dara Mehdiloo-Drobnik
Co Dublin

Ciara Collins 
Co Dublin

Lighthouse lighthouse
so so bright.
Guides all the ships
through the night.
Lightning fork and 
storm warning.
All are safe in the 
morning.

ZOMBIES ATTACK

Ballycotton Lighthouse 
Twelve million years ago, some British men made a lighthouse in Ballycotton. 
  Twenty-four years later, a crook grew up as a scientist, because he wanted to make 
a zombie, a monster and aliens. The crook’s name was John O’Sulllivan. He made the 
zombies, the monsters and the aliens!
  Nine years later, at night, the aliens were flying in their spaceship to the lighthouse in 
Ballycotton. 
  The monster was swimming in the freezing water because he had a temperature of 
twenty-five thousand million hundred degrees. The zombies were walking on the water 
because they had slime to walk across the water. 
  They were going for five miles and 44 kilometres and 84 metres at night and it was a 
full moon. It took them 15 hours to get there. 
  They started at 9 o’clock in the morning and they got there at midnight. 
  Before the aliens destroyed the lighthouse, a group of army soldiers were fighting 
them. The army was shooting them with guns, the soldiers were throwing sticks with fire 
at them. 
  The war was over. The army team won. The monster lost. The zombies lost. The aliens 
lost too.
  Nine years later, there was a boy called Cillian. He was 12 years old. After he was on 
the phone, he said that somebody was going to the Ballycotton Lighthouse. Whoever went 
there would see that it had been destroyed by the group of zombies, aliens and monsters. 
And they would think the zombies broke it, but they did not. It was somebody else. 
  Two million years later, the evil scientist was shot by the Gardaí. Eight years after that, 
there was a parade at the lighthouse. They put on very very cool costumes, very very silly 
costumes and very very funny costumes and danced around. There were people playing 
trumpet around the lighthouse. People put statues in the lighthouse. They made people pay 
€2.00 to get into the lighthouse to see the statues. 
  Why did they have a parade in the first place? Because the lighthouse was the best 
place in the country and it got destroyed twelve thousand million times.
  THE END?!?!?

Léo Guinard
Co Cork

LIGHTHOUSE LIGHTHOUSE 
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Mussel,” the limpet replied.
  “I’m sorry for hurting you,” Ben 
apologised. 
  “That’s okay,” said Lily. “We’re only 
here because we were all washed away 
from our home,” said Mario. 
  “Oh no! How did it happen?” asked 
Ben. 
  “It happened in the storm,” replied Lily. 
  “We thought the box was a rock,” said 
Danny. 
  “What’s inside it, anyway?” asked 
Mario. 
  “It’s the Lamborghini the world is talking 
about,” Ben told them. 
  “Is it now?” said Danny in a very posh 
voice.
  “Why, yes, it is,” replied Ben in a posher 
voice.
  “I miss my mammy,” said Lily. 
  “I’ll help you get home fast,” said Ben. 
“Now where is my under-water jetpack?” he 
wondered. “Oh, there it is! Now let’s get this 
Lamborghini ashore.” 
  Lily, Mario and Danny latched onto 
Ben’s jetpack and Ben brought them home. 
They were so happy to be home. The next 
day Ben got the car as a reward for saving 
Lily, Danny and Mario and the first thing that 
he did was bring Grandad Mike for a spin.
  Ben is now the town’s hero!

THE LAMBORGHINI HUNT

Once there was an ex-champion scuba 
diver called Mike, but now he is a lighthouse 
keeper. His grandson, Ben, visited him every 
day. Ben loved scuba diving as much as his 
grandad. 
  Mike decided to go on holidays, but 
while he was away, a robber broke into the 
lighthouse! When Mike got back, he noticed 
that his treasure from his grandad was 
GONE and the lighthouse light was broken!  
He ordered a new light right away. 
  Everyone in town was so excited 
because there was a new Lamborghini 
coming on a cargo ship. Later that night, a 
massive thunder and lightning storm came 
and there was no light to guide them. A 
lightning bolt hit the cargo ship that the 
Lamborghini was in! Mike saw the ship and 
went to rescue the captain and his crew. 
They were really happy to be at shore, but 
they were sad that the Lamborghini sank at 
the same time. 
  The next day Mike told Ben what had 
happened so Ben went scuba diving to find 
the Lamborghini. He looked everywhere 
but he still couldn’t find it. But then he 
bumped into something, it was a box 
and it said on the side: LAMBORGHINI  
— TO BE SHIPPED TO IRELAND. Ben 
realised that it was the Lamborghini that he 
was looking for! 
  Ben looked closer, he 
saw a limpet, a dog whelk 
and a mussel stuck to the 
box. He tried to pull them 
off. 
  Then one of them said, 
“Ow!”  
   “Did you just talk?” 
asked Ben. 
  “Yes,” said the limpet.
  “Who are you?” said 
Ben. 
  “I’m Lily the limpet, 
this is Danny the Dog 
Whelk, and this is Mario the 

Ben Egan
Co Cork

THE MAGIC LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time there was a girl named Judy. She heard a story that 
her grandfather told her when she was younger and it was about a magic 
lighthouse. 
  When Judy was ten years old, she decided to go looking for the 
lighthouse. So she started on the 5th of April. She first looked all around 
the rainforest but she couldn’t find it, so next she looked all around the 
desert but it wasn’t there. 
  Judy got fed up of looking for the lighthouse. Then on a summer’s 
morning her mother decided to go on holidays to New York. Seven days 
went past. On the 15th July, Judy was very excited. On that day so she 
jumped out of bed and went into Mum and Dad’s room and woke them 
up. “Wake up, wake up!” said Judy. So they woke up and said, “Oh, we’d 
better get to the airport!” So they did and they got through security and 
got on the plane. Judy was so excited. 
  Two hours later they were at New York. Judy jumped out of the 
plane and so did Mum and Dad. When they were settled in, Judy started 
looking for the lighthouse everywhere, but she couldn’t find it. She 
searched high and low but she still couldn’t find it. She now knew it was 
her bedtime. She went back home and fell fast asleep. Her mum and 
dad checked on Judy that night and smiled. And then closed the door 
and smiled again. 
  The next day Judy woke up and tiptoed out of her bedroom and 
went to the clothes room to get dressed. When she was dressed she got 
the keys and opened the door and shut it after her. She started exploring. 
  One hour later she found the lighthouse! She was sure this was 
it! Pink and white stripes and a red sparkly door! She really wanted to 
explore but she had to go for breakfast so she did. After breakfast Mum 
and Dad said, “Yes, you can explore the lighthouse.” 
  When Judy got to the lighthouse, she opened the door with a big 
smile on her face and when she went into the lighthouse it was full of 
pandas and bumblebees. She was so happy. After five hours of play she 
went to bed and this happened every day.
  Every day there was a new land. One day there was a Candy Land 
in the lighthouse. Another day there was Pottery Land and another day 
it was Paper Land. Day after day a new land moved in. 
  Judy was very happy indeed until the worst day of her life came. 
Her mother decided to go back home. Judy begged her mother not to 
go back home, but Sunday came. Before she knew it, Judy was in the 
airport. They went through security and hopped on the plane. For the two 
hour trip Judy spent the whole flight looking out the window. 
  When they got home, Judy fell fast asleep the minute her head hit 
the cushion. Mum and Dad gave her a kiss goodnight and a huge hug 
and Mum and Dad fell asleep on Judy’s bedroom floor. 

Emma Barry
Co Galway
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THE LIGHTHOUSE SAVES THE DAY

Once upon a time I was sailing around the world and it was very scary! 
  The sea was very bumpy and the waves were humungous. I could 
see the light from the lighthouse shining. 
  Suddenly I saw some rocks. I steered the boat away just in time. I 
was safe for another day!

Jamie Burke
Co Mayo

PENGY THE PUFFIN

Once upon a time there was a puffin on Puffin Island called Pengy. He 
was a very happy and crazy puffin. 
  Pengy loved exploring Ireland. He always asked, “Can I go and 
explore Ireland?” 
  His mum would warn him, “Okay, but do not go past Skellig Rock.”
  One day he decided to go to Skellig Rock. Just before he got there, 
Pengy noticed a really interesting fish, like the one he had seen in a 
movie. So he decided to follow it. The fish seemed to keep going for a 
long time and then jumped out for a short breather. 
  So Pengy did that as well and as he did, he noticed he was lost! 
“Oh no!” he cried. “WHAT AM I GOING TO DO?” It was getting dark 
and he was worried. Then he saw a hole for a bed and picked grass for 
a blanket. 
  Just before he fell asleep, Pengy saw a light shining in his face. It 
must be Skellig Lighthouse that Jim the lighthouse keeper owns. Pengy 
followed the light and soon he was at Skellig Rock. He knew the way 
home from Skellig Rock. 
  When he reached home, his mum puffed her white belly and flapped 
her great black wings. She was delighted to see him. 

Tom Farrell
Co Dublin

THE SHIPPYS’ LIGHTHOUSE

In the cleanest lighthouse in Ireland there lived a man named Mr Shippy 
and his wife named Mrs Shippy.  
  Usually it was peaceful in their humble lighthouse, but not today.  
The huge light that warned ships about the enormous and dangerous 
cliffs around Aranmore in County Donegal was broken. 
  Mr Shippy was very worried.  There was a storm due that night. 
Storm Tara was going to be wild.  
  Mrs Shippy was doing her best to calm Mr Shippy down, but it was 
no use.  She made him a cup of hot tea and some of her homemade 
chocolate chip cookies, but it was impossible to settle him. 
  “What are we going to do? There have been boats heading out to 
sea all week that are due back tonight,” Mr Shippy cried.  
  Mrs Shippy said, “There is nothing you can do, Dónal. You have 
tried your best to fix that old light.  We will just have to pray and hope for 
the best.” 
  Before Mr and Mrs Shippy lay down to sleep, they prayed for the 
poor sailors out on the Atlantic Ocean that night. 
  In the middle of the night, Mr and Mrs Shippy could hear whooshing 
and splashing. One minute later Mr and Mrs Shippy heard a loud bang.  
“Oh, dear me! What was that, Brigid?” Mr Shippy shouted.  
  Mr Shippy ran down the winding stairs, grabbed a torch and threw 
open the front door.  He slowly climbed down the rocky path towards the 
small beach below.  
The first thing he saw was a fishing boat up on a rock.  He ran over and 
got onboard the boat.  He saw two men. One with a bleeding leg and 
one with a small cut on his face.  He realised that this man with the cut 
on his face was Bob O’Brien.  The other man was Seamus O’Malley.  He 
couldn’t speak as he had been knocked out.  
  Mr Shippy helped Bob to lift Seamus off the boat and up to the 
lighthouse where Seamus slowly came round.  Mrs Shippy made them 
all a hot drink and gave them blankets.  Mrs Shippy made up some beds 
for the two fishermen and said that they would have to stay the night as 
it was a long way to the village.  
  In the morning Mr Shippy took the two men to the village in his cart 
and their families were so relieved to see them both well.  Bob’s little son 
James came running towards them and ran into his daddy’s arms.
  Mr and Mrs Shippy were seen as local heroes and lived happily in 
their humble home for the rest of their lives.  And what about that broken 
light on the lighthouse?  
  The villagers made sure that it was fixed that very same day.

Eimear Donnelly
Co Armagh
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ROLO’S ADVENTURE 

One day Rolo went for a nature walk in the forest with his dog bone. Rolo 
was enjoying walking through the trees and flowers until he noticed that 
he had lost his bone. Rolo was very sad. He looked high and low, left 
and right but he still could not find his bone. Rolo decided that he should 
retrace his steps and hope that he will find his bone along the way.
  First, he looked by the river but there was no bone, only a boy 
fishing. Rolo barked at the boy and the boy turned around. 
  He said, “Hello little doggy! Do you need help finding your bone?”
  Rolo barked playfully and nodded for yes. The little boy put a lead 
on Rolo and invited him onto his boat. They searched for Rolo’s bone 
together. In the distance the boy could see a white object that looked like 
a bone. To Rolo’s delight, it was his bone. 
  The little boy decided to keep Rolo and bring him to his lighthouse 
because the little boy was all alone and needed someone to play with. He 
loved Rolo, he thought he was very cute and looked after him very well. 
They all lived happily ever after. 

Ailbhe Sheridan
Co Dublin

STUCK WITH THE LIGHT

Once upon a time there were two kids named Billy and Tinky. 
  One day, Billy and Tinky went on a free lighthouse trip but they were 
way up high in the sky and they thought it was like a maze with all the 
stairs. 
  So then they realised that they were high up in the sky with all 
the clouds, so if they fell off they would be on our land and be like tiny 
people. Other people would not see them and might step on them!
  Anyway, first they had a tour they were amazed how big it was and 
they wandered around as if they were the adults.
  Billy said, “Speaking of parents, where are ours?”
  “They are lost,” said Tinky. They both thought that was really bad.
  They went into the lighthouse, but the owner wasn’t there, so they 
decided to wander around. Tinky found a big, red, shiny button (it was 
not actually big or shiny), so she pushed it. 
  Then the big light went off and they saw a boat. They didn’t know 
how to work it, but Billy saved the day. The owner came back and Billy 
told her what happened.
  And then she rang their parents so they all lived happily ever after.

Charlie 
Heffernan

Co Limerick

LIGHTHOUSE ILLUSTRATION Kate Clery
Co Cork
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LIGHTHOUSE

Eoin Broderick 
Co Dublin

THE BOY AND THE DOG

Once upon a time, there was a boy called Harry. He lived beside the sea. 
He loved to walk along the shore and search rock pools and dig for lug 
worms with his mummy and daddy. He had no brothers or sisters and 
sometimes he felt lonely. 
  Harry’s mummy and daddy knew this. They surprised him with a 
little dog.  He called his dog Pearl after the beautiful treasure found in 
the sea. They immediately became best friends and you could see Pearl 
and Harry off exploring together most evenings after his homework was 
done.
  One day Harry saw a turtle flipped upside down. He ran to the 
water’s edge to help it. He picked it up and carried it out into the water. 
Harry waded out further. All of a sudden, the water had got very deep. 
It was up to his chest. Harry got a fright and he let go of the sea turtle. 
The sea turtle swam away happily but Harry was swept out of his depth 
and he was very scared.  Pearl started barking. She barked and barked 
and barked! Mum heard her. She wondered what Pearl was barking at 
and came running to see what was the matter.  
  When Mum saw Harry struggling in the water, she ran to where the 
nearest ring was but it wasn’t there! The sea was rough, and she knew 
she needed help. She took out her phone and called the local rescue 
boat and Harry’s daddy. She stayed near the edge and said, “Tread the 
water, help is coming Harry, hang on.” She was so worried as the waves 
dragged him further out to sea but she kept her eyes on him all the time. 
Pearl was very upset too. 
  After a few short minutes, Mummy saw the IVL Granuaile 
approaching in Harry’s direction. It was on its way back from checking 
the buoys. They quickly lifted Harry on board and wrapped him up in 
towels and blankets. They shouted over to Mum, “We can’t dock here, 
but we’ll take good care of him. Meet us at the harbour?”
  Meanwhile, Daddy had arrived. He put his arm around Mum. He 
shouted, “Yes, we’ll go directly.”  Dad opened the back door of the jeep 
and Pearl hopped in.  When Dad, Mum and Pearl arrived at the harbour 
they saw an ambulance. 
  They rushed over to it. Harry was sitting inside. He was crying and 
shocked but he was so happy to see his mum, dad and Pearl, who 
hopped in and gave him a huge lick on the face! After he was checked 
over, Harry was allowed to go home. He was so happy Pearl had barked 
so much and felt so lucky the ILV Granuaile was so close by. 
  At home, Mum made him and Pearl their favourite dinner. He had 
learned a big lesson. Harry would never attempt a rescue mission without 
an adult again.

THE END

Emily Williams
Co Wicklow
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STUCK

Once there was a boat that got lost in the middle of the Irish Sea.  “Oh 
no,” said the boy sailing it. 

  He saw a big building in the distance. It was a very tall 
lighthouse. He sailed to the lighthouse. I should go into the 

lighthouse, thought the boy. So he went in. Suddenly the 
door closed. It was locked. “Oh no,” the boy said. “Well, I 

should probably look for a way out.”
  He looked everywhere but he could not find 

another door. Just then he saw an old crab. “I know 
the way out,” said the crab. “I have the key.”

He gave the boy a tiny golden key to a small 
door. “Thanks,” said the boy and he took the 

key. “Bye,” he said.
  “Bye,” said the old crab, and the 

boy was off.
  When he was in the boat, the 

boy remembered that he had 
found a map when he was 

searching for a door in the 
lighthouse. I’ll use this 

map to find my way 
home, thought the 

boy. And with that 
he was gone.

Ailbhe Kavanagh
Co Dublin

THE STORY OF JOE AND 
PLANKTON

Joe was an old man who lived in Hook 
Lighthouse in Wexford, near a beach.  He 
never had visitors or guests. 
  One day Joe was walking along the 
beach. He saw a clownfish out of the water. 
He brought the fish into his lighthouse and 
put him into a big, warm fishbowl and he 
gave him some fish food. 
  The next day when Joe was looking 
through his telescope, he saw a family 
of clownfish. And it looked like they were 
looking for something! Joe realised they were 
looking for the clownfish. So he brought the 
fish out and put him back into the sea. He 
named the fish Plankton and asked him to 
visit him every week.
  Plankton came back to visit Joe the 
next Tuesday. It was a bright and sunny day. 
Plankton led Joe to a dark cave that Joe had 
never seen before. Joe was surprised to find 
that there was so much treasure. 
  Joe used the money to build a water 
park beside his lighthouse. Every day Joe 
saw more and more people coming to his 
lighthouse. He was never lonely again.

Millie O’Sullivan
Co Cork

GOOD LIGHTHOUSE

Life as a lighthouse 
In Ireland is hard work
Giant waves heading my way
Helping the sailors get home
Telling them of danger
However, life as a lighthouse is fun
Outside in the open air
Using my big light for good
Stars shining above me
Everyone excited to see me!

Daniel Doherty
Co Down
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A LIGHTHOUSE

The light turns with the moonlight,
The light goes off in the sunlight.

The light is there to protect the ships at night,
Without the light the ships would crash.

The light of the lighthouse saves people’s lives,
and guides the ships to land.

Elliott Price
Co Down

LIGHTHOUSE ADVENTURE

Two children lived near a lighthouse. They were a brother and sister called Jack and Nicole, 
who were eight and seven years old.  
  One day Nicole said, “I wonder where the light from the lighthouse comes from?”  
  “I know,” said Jack. “Let’s make a plan to find out. The next time the lighthouse keeper 
goes out, we go in!”
  The very next day, Nicole saw the keeper leave the lighthouse. “Jack, Jack, I see the 
lighthouse keeper going out. He looks like he’s wearing a tux, so he’ll be gone for a while 
– anyway, let’s go!”  
  Off they went to the lighthouse to find out where the light came from.  Jack opened 
the door. 
  “Oh,” said Jack as they stepped in. “It’s a lot darker in here than I thought.”  Jack 
thought to himself that it was scary inside the lighthouse, but he said bravely to Nicole, “Are 
you scared? Because I’m not.” 
  Just then a gust of wind blew through the lighthouse.  Nicole thought it was a ghost 
and ran straight into Jack’s arms. “Yes, a little” she said shakily. 
  But just then the light turned on in the hallway. The lighthouse keeper was back! 
  “Who are you?” he asked.  
  “I’m Jack.”
  “I’m Nicole. Who are you?” said Nicole.  
  “I’m Mr Crogan, the lighthouse keeper. What are you doing here?”
  “We were trying to find out where the light from the lighthouse came from,” said Jack.  
  “Well, I would be happy to show you,” replied Mr Crogan. “First you have to climb all of 
these steps to the very top – let’s go!”
  The children followed Mr Crogan up all of the steps to the very top of the lighthouse.  
“The light comes from this huge bright light here,” he said.  “The light is set to come on once 
it starts to get dark to help sailors find their way.” 
  The children were so happy to finally get a look inside a real lighthouse and find out 
where the light came from. 
  “Now time for me to walk you home,” said Mr Crogan, “but you are welcome to come 
and see me again soon.”

Alexandra Kenny
Co Dublin

THE ADVENTURES OF 
SEÁN, THE LIGHTHOUSE 
KEEPER

Once upon a time, there was a 
lighthouse keeper called Seán. He 
worked very hard each day in the 
lighthouse in Howth in Dublin. He 
always made sure that the light was 
on in the lighthouse and no ships 
crashed.
  One day, it was raining and 
Seán heard a noise. He hoped it 
was not a storm, as he wanted 
to play Minecraft on his Nintendo 
Switch. He went outside to see 
what it was. Suddenly a big wave 
knocked Seán into the sea.  He 
saw a big shark looking at him. This 
was his biggest fear.
  The shark wanted to gobble 
up Seán but then the shark saw a 
school of fish. He was very hungry 
and swam over to them. Seán 
swam back to the lighthouse as 
fast as he could. He had a very 
lucky escape. 
  Seán was very happy to be 
back in the lighthouse. He called all 
his friends over to play Minecraft.

Seán Scarff
Co Dublin
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SHAY’S ADVENTURES AND THE FLOODING LIGHTHOUSE

Off the coast Spain there stood a lighthouse. It was built in 1439 and helped ships pass 
safely through the stormy seas for hundreds of years. 
  Now, it was 2023. Shay, a lighthouse engineer, lives in the lighthouse with three pet 
fish called Fishy, Dishy and Wishy and his dog called Lookout.
  One day there was a big storm with huge waves and strong winds. The lighthouse was 
flooded there was water everywhere, except for one room. The room was the highest room 
in the lighthouse which had the light. Shay brought his pets up there and saved them. 
  Three long days and nights went by and Shay and his pets were stuck in the lighthouse. 
Then, one day, Lookout, Shay’s trusty dog, saw something in the distance and started to 
bark. A boat with three fishermen was passing by the lighthouse and heard the dog barking. 
  The fishermen tried to save Shay and his pets, but they could not as the waves were 
too big. Their boat smashed against the rocks around the lighthouse and started to crack. 
The boat began to take in water. Two of the fishermen got into their wet suits and swam 
back to the coast. The third fisherman stayed with Shay and his pets. 
  The two fishermen reached the land and went for help. They called the rescue boat 
and helicopter team. The rescue team jumped into their vehicles and headed out to the 
lighthouse. The rescue team gave Shay and the third fisherman lifejackets and they lowered 
a winch to the roof of the lighthouse and slowly rescued everyone. Shay held Lookout in his 
arms and Fishy, Wishy and Dishy were carried by the third fisherman. 
  After a few weeks, the lighthouse was fixed and Shay returned to it with Fishy, Wishy, 
Dishy and Lookout to help the boats that were passing by. 
  The three fishermen try to save Shay and his pets from the lighthouse

Seamus Billane
Co Dublin 

SEA BEES

Once upon a time in a faraway land there was a brother and sister. Mia was five years of 
age and John was four. They lived in a red and white lighthouse. 
  Mia and John loved swimming out to sea and floating on driftwood. One day they 
found a chest at the bottom of the sea. There was no gold but was filled with books and 
pictures about sea creatures a child and magical things. 
  That night they read the storied in front of a fire. Suddenly there was a big CRASH.
  A boat had crashed because the light was not working. Dad went up to find a beehive 
in the light. A fisherman had crashed onto the rocks, but he was okay so they let him borrow 
a rowboat and food.
  Sea bees lived in the chest. The bees went back to sea but sadly they took all the 
stories with them. The children never took anything from the sea but seashells and rocks 
from that day.

Faye Parker
Co Kilkenny

MR. SLOW, THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER.

Mr. Slow the sloth was Honey Bay’s lighthouse keeper. One day Mr. Slow decided he would 
like to go to McBuster’s for food with his friends, Sir Meows-a-lot the cat and Bubbles the 
fish. Mr. Slow did not like leaving the lighthouse in case something happened while he was 
gone. But he missed his friends and was excited to go to McBuster’s for food.
  Mr Slow met his friends at McBuster’s in Honey Bay Town. 
  “Hi Sir Meows-a-lot, Hi Bubbles! Let’s eat!” The friends ate their food. “Those bacon 
flakes were lovely!” said Sir Meows-a-lot.
  The friends headed back towards the bay. “Oh no!” shouted Mr Slow “The lighthouse 
light is broken!”
  “I have an idea!” shouted Bubbles. He jumped into the sea, swam very deep and 
picked up the brightest glowing rock in the whole world. He ran back to the lighthouse to 
his friends and gave Mr. Slow the glowing rock. 
  Mr Slow was so happy. He ran up and placed the glowing rock in the light holder. 
  “It worked!” cried Mr. Slow. The friends were so happy that the light was working and 
the ships could be guided again.
 

Jace Kavanagh
Co Dublin
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AGE EIGHT
THE LIGHTHOUSE 
ON MARS

Once there was an alien crew 
called the Lighthouse Gang, who 
had a very important job. They 
delivered stardust throughout the 
galaxy to keep the very important 
space lighthouses working. 
  One day, they set off from 
the moon through the Milky Ocean 
on their first journey to Mars. They 
saw a lot of new things in the Milky 
Ocean, like strange sea dragons 
and rainbow fish that tried to eat 
the aliens’ spaceship. The sat nav 
on their spaceship suddenly broke 
because the creatures ate half of it. 
  One of the aliens said, “It’s 
getting very dark. How are we 
going to find our way?” 
  “Let’s look for a lighthouse. 
That can show us the way!” said 
his friend.
  Luckily, in the distance they 
saw a twinkling light. It was just 
a little dot at first but as they got 
closer, they realised it was a huge 
lighthouse that wasn’t working 
properly on the planet Mars. 
  All around the lighthouse, they 
could see little Martians standing 
on the buoys looking very worried 
and scared that something might 
crash into the planet. 
  When they saw the Lighthouse 
Gang, they jumped and cheered for 
joy because the lighthouse would 
now be able to shine its light and 
guide everyone safely on their 
journeys.

Jessica Graham
Co Antrim
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Shauna Coleman
Co Dublin

THE PEOPLE IN THE LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time there was a lighthouse. I will not tell you where. Not just yet! 
  Okay. Let’s start our story. Now we need to go back one hundred years ago, which is 
1920. There was a lighthouse that had a light.  Because there was no electricity, a family 
lived in the lighthouse so they could keep the light lit. 
  Now I will tell you where the story is set. It is in Howth. There was a little lighthouse 
at the end of the harbour and people lived in this little lighthouse. And then about five years 
later, electricity was invented. And did you guess? Yes, that is right. Now lighthouses had 
electricity and the poor people had to move out of their little lighthouse. Sorry, I forgot to 
tell you their names. There was the mum and the dad. Now for the children: Tilly, Lilly, Billy 
and Tommy, who was the youngest.
  They had a great time in their little lighthouse home and now they were very upset. The 
children cried. The parents didn’t cry but they were very upset as well. Now, I don’t want 
you to start crying, not now. It gets better. 
  The family bought a house in Cork, right beside the sea. They had a great time there, 
but not as much as when they were in Howth. Five years later, a lighthouse was built beside 
them and then a pier was built so people could walk the pier and see the lighthouse. But 
the family were not happy. They did not want strangers walking so close to their home. One 
day, they got some post. They opened the letter and it read:

Dear O’Malley Family (I forgot to tell you their second name was O’Malley), 
  You can move back to Howth but you cannot live in the lighthouse but somewhere 
near to your old home if that is okay.

  “Wow!” said the O’Malley family. 
  They were so excited they ran up to their rooms and started to pack. Then they were 
out of their home in Cork and about 10 hours later they were finally in Howth. They found 
their new house and it had a lovely view of the lighthouse they used to live in. Every day 
when they woke up, they saw the lovely view of the lighthouse. The villagers of Howth were 
very happy to see the O’Malley family — the people in the lighthouse — back in Howth. 

THE LIGHTHOUSE

“You have got to be kidding me!” groaned Isla and Jack together. Family trips were always 
a disaster. 
  Like the time they went sailing and their boat got a hole in it and they had to be 
rescued by people on a lifeboat. Once, on a trip to the farm, they were there for too long 
and got locked in. Those are only a few of the stories. 
  Now back to our story. Today they were going to a museum.  When they got to the 
café, Isla suddenly needed to go to the bathroom. While she was washing her hands when 
she reached for the soap it wouldn’t budge. She tried and tried until suddenly POP! The 
soap came loose and Isla pulled it off. 
  “OMG!” she gasped as the soap came off the wall. The soap appeared to be a switch 
for a secret door. 
  “Oh,” she exclaimed a little sadly as she noticed that there was just a book there. She 
took it with her anyway. Remember me telling you that all of the family trips ended in chaos? 
Well, Isla had been gone for so long (and by so long I mean three minutes) that Isla’s mum 
had called 999.
  After all the chaos and after Isla’s mum and dad had paid the fine, they arrived home. 
Isla said to Jack, “Come into my room please.”
  Jack replied by asking, “Why?”
  “I’ll show you when we get in,” whispered Isla. 
  In her room Isla showed Jack the book. 
  “Yes, it’s a book,” said Jack, bored, and with that he left the room. Since Isla was on 
her own now, she flicked through the book. 
  It was a diary. She opened it on the first page, it said:
 

14/06/1949
Dear diary,
  Today my family and I went to see a lighthouse. When we got here it looked only 
a tiny bit like the photos. To be honest it actually looked kind of creepy. We went inside 
and climbed up to see the lamp and lens, which was very interesting. Unfortunately for us 
though, there was a storm and we are now stranded here for the night. Why do these things 
always happen to us?
  I had a row with my sister Charlotte, but she said that to make up that she will bring 
me for a quick walk around the cliff, before I go to sleep.

It was the last page.
  Isla wondered who Lillian Warhole was all through the night.
  The next day, as Isla got dressed, she went to get the diary, to put it back in its hiding 
spot in the museum. It was gone! She searched in vain. She finally found her mum reading 
it in the kitchen. 
  When Isla asked her what she was doing, her mum gave her a strange smile and said, 
“This diary belonged to your Great Auntie Lillian who disappeared…
 
The End 

Elise Maughan
Co Dublin
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HOOK HEAD HERO

This is a true story about my great 
grandmother Agnes Duffy. She was born at 
Hook Head Lighthouse in 1908. She was 
only a child during the First World War, from 
1914 to 1918.          
  World War I was a sad and worrying 
time for everyone, similar to now with the 
coronavirus pandemic.
  At the Hook Head, bodies, cases, and 
boat debris washed up on the rocks around 
the lighthouse because many boats were 
being sunk by German U-boats. If it was a 
big boat or a liner, the U–boat would sink 
it with a torpedo. If it was a small boat, like 
a fishing trawler, the U–boat would surface 
and sink it with a deck-mounted gun.
  The following is an incident that my 
great grandmother, Agnes Duffy, told my 
grandfather that happened at Hook in 
July 1915. This was two months after the 
dreadful sinking of the Lusitania by the U-20 
ten miles off the Old Head of Kinsale.
  Thomas Duffy, then the Principal 
Lighthouse Keeper of Hook Lighthouse 
(and my great great-grandfather), was on 
watch that day in July 1915. He saw a 
U-boat surface about a mile from the Hook 
and he thought it was probably to recharging 
its batteries. Scanning the horizon with his 
binoculars, he saw smoke from the funnel 
stacks of a passenger liner. 

THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER’S 
FRENEMY

Once upon a time, there was a lighthouse 
keeper who lived in the Hook Head 
Lighthouse in Wexford. His name was Conor 
O’Con. He was afraid of seagulls. Well, just 
one seagull in fact – Gully McNasty. Gully 
loved stealing food from Conor, chasing him, 
pecking him on the head and being a nasty 
pain in the bum!
  One stormy night in winter a big ship 
carrying oil crashed into the rocks near the 
lighthouse. Oil spilled everywhere from a 
huge hole in the side of the ship. Lots of 
poor fish and birds were trapped in the oil 
and some even died. Gully’s sister Gully 
McNicey was trapped on a small red buoy at 
sea and covered in oil. Gully McNasty didn’t 
know how to rescue her and was scared his 
sister was going to die. He knew only one 
person could help him - his enemy Conor 
O’Con.
  Conor was working in the top deck 
of the lighthouse, controlling the light so 
that the ships could see land in the storm. 
Gully McNasty bravely flew through the 
storm and pecked loudly at the glass 
window. Conor saw him and got a brush 
to swipe at Gully McNasty. He opened 
the window and Gully flew in past him.  
He was flapping and pooping everywhere 
and making loud bird noises! Conor knew 
something was wrong. 
  Gully McNasty started pecking at 
Conor’s binoculars which were on a table 
near the lighthouse light. Conor picked them 
up and Gully McNasty flew out the window. 
Conor followed his wing trail through the 
binoculars and then he saw poor little Gully 
McNicey trapped on the buoy and covered 
in oil.
  Conor phoned the rescue ship ILV 
Granuaile and told them where to find the 
buoy that Gully McNicey was trapped on. 
They brought her to the vet and she got well 
in a few days. Gully McNasty and Conor 
became good friends! 

This liner was about four miles to the west, 
off Brownstown Head and heading in an 
easterly direction towards the Hook and 
the U-boat. The captain of the U-boat must 
have seen the smoke also, for it submerged 
underwater immediately to lie in wait. 
  Using the lighthouse light, Mr Duffy, 
started to flash a warning in Morse code to 
the liner. After some time, the passenger 
ship responded and changed its course 
south, away from the U- boat and it escaped 
and travelled safely to its destination.
  Sometime later, a letter arrived from the 
captain of the liner, Mr Thompson, thanking 
my great great-grandfather for saving his 
ship and the many passenger and crew lives 
on board.

Alannah Jones
Co Kildare

THE MAGIC LIGHTHOUSE 

One day I was out for a walk beside the 
sea. Looking up, I realised there was a 
strange green glow covering the top of the 
lighthouse. Wondering what was going on, I 
knocked on the door, but there was no reply. 
This time I knocked again, but with my fist. 
Still no-one came. 
  Somehow the door opened on its 
own. I walked in and suddenly all the stairs 
disappeared, revealing a slide. I could not 
believe what had just happened. I saw an 
ice pick on the ground and started to use 
it to climb. Once I got halfway, I was very 
tired and saw a tiny pit in the corner which 
I could sit on to take a break. Just when I 
sat down, bats came flying out of nowhere. 
Looking closely at the bats, I realised that 
they were unusual colours. Some were red, 

others blue and a small number of them were 
green. There was something strange going 
on. Surprisingly, the bats faded into thin air! 
Without warning I was then teleported to the 
top of the lighthouse. When I looked back 
there was no longer a slide but stairs once 
more. I opened the door at the top of the 
lighthouse, and I saw a man sleeping in a 
deck chair. 
  “Wake up!” I shouted. Stunned, the 
man woke up and angrily asked, “What are 
you doing in here?” I explained about the 
strange glow, unusual bats and how I had 
been teleported to the front of his door. He 
told me how the lighthouse was controlled 
by magic waves from somewhere not in our 
world. I looked across and saw the enormous 
light bulb, it was double my size and six times 
as fat! The man asked me if I was interested 
in lighthouses and I said yes, I been to quite 
a few. He told me to stand on the blue circle 
beside the big light. Wondering what it was, 
I stepped on it and said, “What’s next?” 
  “Next is that you are going to be staying 
here for a long time!” 
  “What do you mean?” I asked. I realised 
my feet were stuck on the blue circle. He 
ran out and locked the door behind him, I 
could hear him laughing away. I realised it 
was just a dirty trick! 
  I had an idea. Looking down from the 
lighthouse I saw the man running away. 
“Stop or I will fry you!” I shouted.  
  Reaching over to the huge bulb I pulled 
it and pointed it in front of the man. The 
ground burst into flames. He stopped in 
front of the fire and sadly said, “Okay, okay! 
I will let you out, just don’t fry me!”
  I still visit lighthouses to this day, but a 
bit more carefully!
  

Kai Clancy 
Co Dublin

Gully didn’t steal Conor’s food or peck him 
on the head anymore and he stopped being 
a nasty pain in the bum. 

Elise Robinson
Co Dublin



 26 | STORYKEEPERS VOLUME II AGE EIGHT | 27 

TEACH SOLAIS

Tonnta móra ag bualadh na carraige
Eitleán ag eitealt thar na farraige
An teach solais ina sheasamh go hard, le na stripí dearga ar na carriage
Crann gach áit ach anseo
Heiróin deas h’ard sa spéir
Sise ag lorg dinnéar
Oscallíonn mé an doras teach solais
Lasann mé coinneal
An teach lán le solas
Ithim mo dhinnéar ag an mbord
Solas mór ag glanrú go h’ard

Aisling-Rose Loughran
Co Dublin

LIGHTHOUSE 

Light
Irish
Great
Huge
Tall

High up
Ocean
Useful for ships
Safe
Extra bright

Emma Walsh
Co Dublin

CHARLIE AND THE MAGIC LIGHTHOUSE

An old man called Charlie McNosh lived in a lighthouse in Kerry. He was 
very excited because the royal family from Spain were coming on a boat 
to Kerry and it was his job to turn on the light so they could see the rocky 
beach.  
  Soon word went around the village that the night before the royal 
arrival that there was going to be a big party.  Everyone agreed to meet 
on the main street at seven o’clock.  So Charlie set off at 6.30pm, 
leaving thirty minutes before to help set up the party.
  Soon everything was ready.
  At seven o’clock everyone started turning up.  The party was 
amazing.  There were burgers, hot dogs, ice cream, sweets, chocolate 
bars and a dance mat. When it was nine o’clock everyone started packing 
up and going home, but they left their litter on the ground.  So Charlie 
spent two hours picking it up and putting it in the bin.  
  Eventually the street was clean. Stretching and yawning, Charlie 
staggered into his lighthouse and fell fast asleep on a chair.  He slept all 
through the morning. Not even excited talks of people on the street or 
the barking of dogs could wake him up.
  Finally, there was silence.  
  “Aahh,” sighed Charlie rolling over in his sleep.
  Suddenly there was a big crashing sound. Charlie woke up with a 
start and hurried over to the door.  He peeped his head around the door, 
and he wasn’t the only one.  Everyone down the street were looking out 
wondering what had woken them up. 
  Charlie rushed out onto the beach and saw the royal boat. It had 
a massive hole on the bottom.  He looked around him, people started 
turning up, all of them were blaming Charlie for the accident.
  Everyone was looking so miserable as they watched the boat sink.  
Suddenly there was a voice.
  “Don’t look so sad,” said the voice. “We can appear when there’s 
magic near.”
  Everyone gasped. “But where is there magic?” asked Charlie.
  “In your lighthouse, of course,” said the voice. Everyone looked 
amazed.  
  Soon everyone started running into Charlie’s lighthouse.  But Charlie 
was still unpopular.
  “Get out of the way,” said a young boy.
  “Don’t say that,” said the voice.
  “But he forgot to turn on the light,” said a woman angrily.
  “Yes, but it is all of your fault. Everyone dropped the litter and he 
stayed to pick it all up,” said the voice.
  The voice belonged to the High King of Spain.
  “Oh,” said everyone, as they formed a line to apologise to Charlie.
  Suddenly Charlie and his magic lighthouse were famous.

Peta 
McCormack
Co Kildare
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LIGHTHOUSE STORY

Lighthouses are very important. They warn ships at 
sea where there is danger. They are high up so they 
can be seen from sea. They have a strong light. 
  In the old days, lighthouses had a fire burning. 
Now they have strong lights that flash. Lighthouses 
are usually white or sometimes white with red stripes. 
I have visited a few. 
  The Mizen Lighthouse is a long way from Cork. 
It has a huge bridge on the way into it. I also went to 
Sheeps Head Lighthouse. It is a long walk out to it. 
We climbed steps down to it at the end. We visited 
Galley Head also. We got a tour inside it from the man 
who used to work in it. I went upstairs and walked 
around outside on the very top. I nearly slipped in a 
puddle. It was too scary for Dad. He could not go up 
as he was afraid of the height.
  I like the lighthouses that I visited but I would not 
like to live in one because it might flood.
 
Story and illustration by
Andy Keane-McCarthy 
Co Cork

OH LIGHTHOUSE, MY LIGHTHOUSE

Oh lighthouse, my lighthouse
You help me see.
Oh lighthouse, my lighthouse
You live by the sea.
Oh lighthouse, my lighthouse
You have a great view.
Oh lighthouse, my lighthouse
The boats love you.
Oh lighthouse, my lighthouse
You shine on the sea.
Oh lighthouse, my lighthouse
So people can see.
Oh lighthouse, my lighthouse
You glow so bright.
Oh lighthouse, my lighthouse
Your light is the best at night.

Anna O’Kane
Co Down
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SHIVER MY LIGHTHOUSE

The year was 1100. A bolt of lightning lit 
up the cloudy night sky over Hook Head. It 
revealed two pirate ships in the middle of a 
battle. Both ships were hit and they fled but 
crashed into each other.
  Captain Eyepatch and Captain Termite 
went down with their ships. Freddie, Captain 
Eyepatch’s parrot, died as well.  When the 
lighthouse was built in 1172, their ghosts 
haunted it. The lighthouse keepers passed 
no remarks to them, until 1958, when Jim 
Tweedy arrived with his pet seagull, Steven. 
Jim and Steven were moving in. Up and 
down the swirly stairs they went, all day. 
Jim carried his cooker, suitcases, wardrobe, 
dresser, bed, table, chairs, couch, a trunk 
full of books and boxes of pots and pans . 
Steven joined in. He took his cage and Jim’s 
hats upstairs. Both of them slept great that 
night. It would be their last for a while. 
  At the end of Jim’s second day, Jim was 
sitting down with a nice hot cup of tea and 
a good book about Gráinne Mhaol . He was 
just about to nod off when CRASH!! Every 

Darcy Waters
Co Meath

cup and saucer was smashed. The following 
night was much the same, except it was 
furniture being moved. This night would turn 
out differently. To his surprise, Steven found 
he could speak to Freddie the ghost parrot. 
Freddie said that it was Captain Eyepatch 
and Captain Termite who were messing 
with Jim, and if there had been a lighthouse 
during their battle, they would not have died. 
The fourth night arrived. Jim found that the 
light had been put out. Up the 115 steps 
to light the paraffin lamp. Down the winding 
staircase he went. The ghosts put out the 
lamp right eight more times. Jim relit it eight 
times, until he got really mad. 
  “Why are you doing this to me!” shouted 
Jim. The pirates appeared out of nowhere to 
explain to Jim why they were playing tricks 
on him. Jim understood. He had an idea. 
  Jim said that he had a job for them. He 
said “Can you tell me when the lamp needs 
more oil? That way you can help other people 
from crashing at sea.”
  The pirates loved the idea, so they 
agreed. No more tricks on Jim and he had 
more hands on deck.

HAUNTED LIGHTHOUSE

So I was on a boat with my family. The deck floor was loose – CRACK! Water started to fill 
up in the bottom of the boat, but no one knew. By the time I noticed it, it was too late. WE 
WERE STRANDED! Then I saw an old lighthouse. Little did I know that it was haunted!
So we swam over to it. Daddy and Mummy said, “Well then, let’s find a place to sleep.” 
In no time I found a place to sleep. I went to bed with Oisín and Ronan. It was in the middle 
of the night when I heard a strange noise coming from the far side of the hall. When I 
checked, there was not a thing there, so I went back to sleep. In the morning I found an 
old library. I found an old book, and this is what it said: I am the keeper of this lighthouse, 
this lighthouse is haunted. Beware!
  Just then I heard a scream, it was coming from upstairs! I rushed up, Mummy was 
gone! Daddy was sitting on the bed, he looked very sad. 
  I said, “Where is Mummy?”
  “I do not know,” said Daddy. “I was coming from the toilet, then I heard a scream, so 
I ran in and she was gone.” 
  Then I saw a book on the ground, so I lifted it up and there was a button under it. I 
pressed it, a hole appeared in the wall and we went down it. 
  It led us into a creepy hallway. We saw Mummy at the end. Then a ghost appeared. 
He said, “You will never get away. HA HA HA HA!”
  There was a bucket of water, so I threw it at him and he disappeared. We went 
outside and we saw a boat. We shouted and it let us on board.

Fionn McNasser
Co Sligo

HOOK

My name is Michael I live in Hook 
Lighthouse with my dad. This 
lighthouse is eight hundred years 
old. 
  The lighthouse is to guide 
ships into land. There are one 
hundred and fifteen steps in the 
lighthouse! It’s very hard to carry 
shopping and stuff up the steps. At 
the start I was very annoyed that 
I had to climb so many steps but 
then I got used to it. 
  The weather is very stormy 
during winter. In the summer it’s 
very sunny and the sky is blue. The 
view out to sea is lovely and I can 
sea for miles. 
  I turn the beacon ten minutes 
before it gets dark.

Michael Bohane
Co Cork
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LIGHTHOUSE FACTS

1. The tallest lighthouse is in Saudi Arabia. 
It’s called the Jeddah Light.

2. The Statue of Liberty is a lighthouse 
too. The torch is a copper flame covered 
in 24k gold. It is reflective of the sun’s 
rays at daytime and lit by 16 floodlights 
at night.

THE LIGHTHOUSE GHOST

Sorcha and Emily decided to go to the beach 
and while there they saw a beautiful white 
seagull. 
  They followed it and saw a caravan 
which had MADAM LULU’S FORTUNE 
TELLING painted on it. The door opened 
with a swing and there stood a tall brown-
eyed woman wearing at least 50 scarves 
with small lighthouses on them. She glided 
over to a chair and in a low welcoming voice 

she said, “Come, sit.” 
  They slowly went in. 
Madam Lulu took Sorcha’s 
hand and said, “There 
is bravery and courage, 
perseverance, confidence and 
adventure in you. Then she 
took Emily’s hand and said, 
“Ah, you are kind and talented 
and brave and oh, lots of fun 
and very funny and many more 
things. Hmmmm, I think you 
two might be the only ones 
who can help restore the 
Lighthouse of Dublin.”
  “But isn’t that place 
haunted?” said Emily. “I heard 
that the Titanic’s captain lives 
in the lighthouse.” 
  “Yes.  Will you do it? Just 
follow the trail of moonlit water 

Sorcha McDonagh
Co Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE RESCUE

  “Wake up kids! We are going fishing 
today!” called Dad.
   “Yay! I like fishing,” shouted Danny. 
  “Do we have all the items we need?” 
asked Daisy. 
  “Yes. We have enough worms to catch 
the fish and our fishing rods are already in 
the car,” replied Mum. 
  When everything was packed, they 
drove their big red car to the seaside. 
  “We are here!” cried Dad when they 
arrived. Next, they went to pick up a boat. 
There were three boats: red, blue and green. 
Daisy picked the blue one. The whole family 
agreed. 
  When they were sailing, Mum took lots 
of pictures and Daisy read a book called 
Tiggy the Tiger. 
  “Ooh! I got a fish!” shouted Danny. 
  “Good job,” said Dad.
  Suddenly the weather started to 
change. 
  “It is a storm!” said Mum. 
  “Oh, no! We can’t see anything!” cried 
terrified children. 

until you get to some rocks. Climb over them 
and it will be just around the corner,” said 
Madam Lulu. 
  The girls started following the moonlit 
trail of water until they reached a pile of 
rocks. 
  The rocks were large. When they got 
to the top, they saw a faint light. “That’s the 
lighthouse,” said Sorcha. 
  “No. Remember the light is broken? But 
it’s getting closer,” said Emily in a hushed 
voice. 
  “Who’s there? Who dares to come near 
this lighthouse?” said a voice.
  The girls’ hearts were beating fast now. 
They walked petrified towards the voice until 
they reached a small narrow turn.
  “One, two, three,” they said together 
and turned the narrow corner and a wave of 
shock rose over them. There floating in the 
air was a small chubby ghost with a squeaky 
voice nothing like the one they heard. And 
he was holding an empty roll of kitchen roll 
up to his face. 
  Still petrified Sorcha said, “Are you the 
Titanic’s captain?” 
  “Of course, I am. Ahhh, everyone must 
be talking about me as a barbarian, are 
they?” He sounded offended. 
  “No no, no,” Emily said quickly. “We 
were just wondering.”
  But the ghost took her sentence away. 
“If I go will go away? Never…not until the 
light is fixed.”
  “WE could fix it,” Sorcha muttered to 
Emily. “Are you nuts?” she whispered back. 
  “We’ll do it,” said Sorcha before Emily 
had time to speak.
  When they got there, they noticed 
nothing wrong with the lighthouse light at 
first. All they noticed was how dirty the light 
was. So Sorcha and Emily got to work. They 
cleaned and cleaned and then Emily tried to 
turn the light on. At first it did nothing but 
then it twitched and worked!
  The Lighthouse of Dublin had been 

  Then Danny saw a light in the sky. “Oh, 
what is that?” he asked. 
  “It is a lighthouse, we are saved,” said 
Dad. “If we sail this way, we will get to the 
land,” he added.
  They did as Dad said so and after few 
minutes, they reached the land. Everyone 
was safe and happy. Next, they rushed to 
the car and drove back home. 
  “That was a scary trip,” said the family.

restored and the people of Dublin could visit 
again. And the ghost was the lighthouse 
owner and promised not to be mean and 
chase people away.
  Well, sometimes maybe…

Szymom 
Plackowski
Co Dublin

Sam Rooney
Co Longford
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THE EPIC SEA RESCUE

Once upon a time, there was a boy named 
Jack who loved mysterious creatures. He 
lived with his father on Árainn Mhór, off the 
coast of Donegal. 
  One day he and has father set off in their 
currach to catch the gnash teeth creature 
Braxxer. At around midnight, a storm formed 
at sea. 
  “What are we going to do?” cried Jack. 
  “We’ll wait until the lighthouse spots 
us,” replied his calm father. “They’ll send 
help and we’ll be back on shore in no time.”
  Meanwhile, at the lighthouse, 
something bad had happened. During the 
storm, the lighthouse had been struck by 
lightning! Luckily, no one was hurt but the 
power blew! However, the lighthouse crew 
had another fear: Jack and his father hadn’t 
returned yet. They decided to send the 
lifeboat to find them. 
  Along the way, a pirate ship full 
of angry poison Horndrills attacked the  
lifeboat, wrecking the boat and leaving 
the crew stranded. Ferdia, one of the  
lifeboat crew, sent his tiny turtle Squattle to 
find help. 
  “Swim as fast as you can and find help,” 
Ferdia told Squattle. “Then bring them here!”
  Meanwhile, at the lighthouse, they had 
found a new light source, Luminos, a light 
creature. Luminos has a light on his tail 
so bright that it can be seen from a great 
distance. Squattle saw the light and swam 
towards it. He explained the situation to the 
lighthouse keeper, Fiachra. 
  “So, let me get this straight,” said 
Fiachra. “You and the crew of the lifeboat 
were attacked by a ship full of Horndrills and 
were left stranded.” 
  “Yes,” replied Squattle.
  “Then we better help you!” Fiachra 
cried. “Roger, send out the Green Ninja 
Rescue Team,” he ordered.
  “Yes sir,” replied Roger. 
  “Oh, and find Jack and his father,” 
Fiachra added, “and bring them back safely.” 

LIGHTHOUSE DAY TRIP

My name is Izzy. I live with my sister called 
Ruby and my mum and dad. 
  I am so excited about going to Hook 
Lighthouse on Thursday. 
  My favourite part is going to be 
painting with Rose. Rose is the lady who 
runs the art workshop. In the workshop 
you can do spin art, you can paint a 
fairy garden and lots of other things.  
My favourite is painting the clay lighthouse 
on the slate. I decorated mine with shells 

Jack, his father, the gnash teeth creature 
Braxxer and the lifeboat crew were saved 
and brought back safely. 
  “Hooray!”

Fiachra Ó Murchú 
Co Kildare

ADVENTURE OF THE LOUGHRAN 
LIGHTHOUSE

Isabel was playing hide and seek with her 
friends at her house. Her dad was a lighthouse 
keeper, so she lived in a lighthouse. 
  It was a beautiful day with the sun 
shining on the glistening water. Isabel was 
playing outside with her adventurous friends. 
There was a cave under the lighthouse. 
Some locals said it was haunted. Isabel 
didn’t believe the rumour. She went into the 
cave thinking it was a great hiding place. 
  The cave was glowing. She went to 
brightest part of the cave, where she found 
a treasure chest. There was a note attached, 
it said:
  This is magic treasure. The only people 
allowed to touch are the lighthouse keeper’s  
daughter and her friends.
  Isabel opened the treasure box to 
find five rings inside. She grabbed the five 
rings and ran out as fast as her legs could 
carry her. She called out to her four friends 
Elizabeth, Conor, Joseph and Saoirse. They 
ran down to Isabel out of their hiding places. 
  “What?” said Joseph. 
  “I’ll tell you all the secret when we get 
back to my room,” said Isabel. 
  Isabel’s bedroom was the second 
highest in the lighthouse, so they climbed all 
ninety-nine steps, huffing and puffing all the 
way. Isabel then told her friends the whole 
story about how she had found the treasure. 
When she had completed telling her story, 
she gave her friends a ring each and she put 
the remaining ring on her finger. 
  A few weeks passed. It was fun having 

magic on your fingers. Soon there came a 
stormy night and the light in the lighthouse 
was not working. Isabel had asked her friends 
over for a sleepover. They had tried going to 
sleep but it was impossible because of the 
thunder and lightning.  Suddenly they saw a 
boat approaching the dangerous rocks. 
  Isabel’s friends did not have torches 
with them, and Isabel’s dad was using her 
torch. Isabel had an idea. 
  “Let’s use our rings,” she said. The five 
children told their rings to light up. Isabel 
opened her bedroom window and the light 
from their rings shone very brightly out 
towards the sea. Suddenly she noticed the 
boat turning and heading towards a safe 
mooring area. 
  The family parked their boat and stepped 
onto dry land. It was now morning and the 
storm had stopped. Howth looked beautiful 
with the sun rising. Isabel saw a man and 
woman carrying two children younger than 
her, running towards the lighthouse.  
  The woman said, “We just want to thank 
you,” and she gave them a jar of biscuits. 
Isabel and her friends invited the family into 
the lighthouse where they all sat down to eat 
the chocolate chip biscuits together, which 
were delicious!

Aisling-Rose Loughran
Co Dublin

and sparkles the last time I was there. It was 
really fun. 
  Finally, Thursday has arrived. We 
all packed up our bags and went to Hook 
Lighthouse. It is a lovey sunny day. It is really 
cool to see the lighthouse and to see the sea 
in the distance as Dad was driving.
  As soon as we get there after the big 
long drive in the heat, we run into the shop 
and get an ice cream. Then we sit down on 
the grass to eat them. They were the best 
ice creams I have ever had. Dad got the 
tickets for the tour. We decided to do the 
painting before we did the tour. After that, 
the tour guide called us for our private tour 
and we are so excited. 
  When we were going up the stairs in 
the lighthouse, we saw lots of lovely views 
out the windows. The tour guide told us 
interesting facts about Hook Lighthouse. 
Hook Lighthouse was built 800 years ago 
and it is the oldest working light house in the 
world.
  We we get up to the top of the 
lighthouse, we are allowed to go out around 
the ledge. When we get halfway around the 
lighthouse, we hear a loud crack behind us. 
We look back behind us and some of the 
ledge has collapsed!
  Everyone is really scared except Bob 
the tour guide. Bob is very calm and calls for 
help. He is not worried at all.

ONE HOUR LATER
Finally, someone comes to fixes the lege 
and we are able to get down safely. We are 
so happy! After our scare, we go to the café 
and get a brownie and hot chocolate. It is 
delicous!
  We are chatting in the car on the way 
home and we decide that even after our 
scary day that we definitely want to go back 
again.
  We love going to Hook 
Lighthouse. 

Sarah Colleran
Co Wicklow
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THE LIGHTHOUSE 

Red and white like a candy cane,
The lighthouse sits there even in the rain.

Mermaids sit on its rocks,
And the light shines out like a ticking clock.

Giving out its shining beam
Looking like something from a fairy tale scene.

The lighthouse cares, the lighthouse loves,
loves to see white flying doves

Secrets about pirates and selkies,
about mermaids and kelpy,

are stored inside like a treasury,
in the lighthouse’s memory.

Seals, crabs and fish go leor,
are swimming at its sea floor.

Dolphins ride every surfing wave
And dive into its deep-water shade.

The wind blowsmand never fails
To shake about ships’ sails.

The wind screeches and the wind gales,
And makes the rain come down in pails.

When the lighthouse helps a ship or ferry,
It feels awfully merry,

Saving us from a shipwreck,
the lighthouse always keeps everything in check.

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

Louise Murphy
Co Dublin
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MY LIGHTHOUSE STORY

Once upon a time, there was a happy family 
that always wanted to live near the sea.  But 
they lived in Offaly. Waow, waow, waow!  
  One day their friend got them tickets 
to the biggest lighthouse in County Down, 
called St. John’s Point.
  “Mum, Dad,” said Annabel. “I don’t 
want to go. Neither does Sweety the cat, 
Spotty the dog or Shelly the fish.”
  “If you don’t come with us,” said Mum 
and Dad, “you will get lonely and scared.” 
  So Annabel and the three pets went 
too. By the time they got to Westmeath, 
they were hungry. So Dad said, “When we 
get to Cavan, we will stop at the Kylemore 
Hotel.” 
  After eating, they gave treats to the 
three pets.  They arrived at the lighthouse 
and Annabel was really surprised and she 
regretted saying that she did not want to go.  
After they settled in, they played Eye Spy.  

DERMOT AND THE SEAL
    
 Once upon a time there was a boy called 
Dermot. He lived in Downings Point 
Lighthouse with his mum and dad. They 
looked after the lighthouse. Dermot wished 
he had someone to play with. 
  On his birthday Dermot got an 
AWESOME blue football. He played with 
it every day, practicing scoring points over 
the bar his dad had made for him. One day 
Dermot kicked the ball so far it went out into 
the sea. Dermot burst into tears.
  Out of the blue there was a GIANT 
splash and his ball hit him on the head. 
There was a seal gazing up at him. 
  It said, “You’re welcome, Dermot!” 
  “OMG!” said Dermot. “A talking seal!”
  “I brought you your ball. Please will you 
help me?” said the seal. “I am a prince but 
100 years ago a cruel wizard cast a spell on 
me and turned me into a seal. He told me I 
would live forever as a seal as punishment 
for going into his enchanted garden. He 
told me the spell could only be broken by 
sleeping underneath a lighthouse lantern.”
  Dermot hugged the seal. He had to 
save him. Dermot sprinted back to the 
lighthouse to ask his mum and dad for help. 
They promised the next day they would get 
the seal up to the lantern. Dermot couldn’t 
sleep all that night. He kept looking out at 
the seal asleep on the rocks. 
  The next morning, Dermot went down 
to the seal. He wasn’t there. Dermot looked 
everywhere but couldn’t find him. All day 

he played down beside the rocks and then 
just before teatime there he was, splashing 
water up at him! 
  “Let’s play ball,” he said. Dermot threw 
him the ball and each time the seal tossed it 
back with his nose. 
  “Tonight’s the night,” Dermot said, 
“We’ll carry you up to the lantern. Dad has a 
big, strong fishing net so we can get you up 
the 150 stairs to the top.”
  That night Dermot and his mum and 
dad went out to the seal. They laid the 
orange fishing net out across the rocks and 
the beautiful seal rolled onto it. The three of 
them carried it up the hill to the lighthouse. 
Then they carried it up all the stairs to the 
top. 
  At the top of the stairs, Dermot’s dad 
brought the seal over to the sleeping bag 
Dermot had spread out under the huge 
lantern and they laid him down for the night. 
Dermot’s mum brought a big bowl of fish 
and some water. Dermot put his football in 
beside the seal before they all went to bed. 
  Dermot thought he was dreaming! He 
sat up in bed and stared. 
  “Thank you,” the voice said again. There 
was a young boy smiling from ear to ear with 
Dermot’s blue football under his arm. “You 
saved me,” he said. 
  Dermot leapt out of bed and they raced 
downstairs with the ball to kick it over the 
bar!

Dermot Logan
Co Antrim

  Mum then said, “Hmmmm. Oh, I spy 
with my little eye, something beginning with 
B.” 
  As soon as Mum said that, Annabel 
spotted a buoy and then she said to Mum, 
“Buoy” and she was right.   
  It was now her go. She said, “I spy with 
my little eye, something beginning with S.”
  Dad said, “Ship,” and he was right.
  After that, they decided to go for 
a swim in the sea.  The tide came in and 
Annabel and Spotty got stuck. They found 
a buoy and swam over to it. For safety they 
held onto that buoy.  Then a big ship came 
in and let them on.  
  The man who owned the ship said, 
“Your mum called me to save you,” and he 
sailed them home safely.
  When it came to night time they used 
their lights to guide their ships back to land.  
They all lived happily ever after.

Christine McGee
Co Dublin
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THE RAINBOW LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a lighthouse, Mr. Dawson and 
his dog Classy were going to have a very 
busy day. They heard that the sea was going 
to be full of ships and boats because people 
were travelling to Cork for the festival the 
following night.
  That very night the ships were coming 
in fast and the light was burning quickly. 
Suddenly, the light ran out. It all went black! 
  Luckily before he became a lighthouse 
keeper Mr. Dawson had been an electrician. 
Classy was his star helper and together 
they thought of a plan. Mr. Dawson looked 
at clever Classy and said, “Are you thinking 
what I’m thinking?”
  Classy barked in reply and together 
they ran to town. They invited everyone to 
have a festival of light at the lighthouse. So 
the people in town, young and old, brought 
lanterns to the red and white lighthouse. 
Together they lit up the night sky with all the 
colours of the rainbow. 
  All the ships and boats were guided 
safely into the harbour. From that day on Mr. 
Dawson and Classy’s lighthouse was known 
as the Rainbow Lighthouse. They were the 
talk of the town that weekend at the festival 
and Mr. Dawson enjoyed telling the kids the 
history of his special home!

Ana María Ramírez McMahon
Co Wicklow

THE HOOK LIGHT HOUSE FAMILY

Once upon a time, there was a boy called 
Simon and his big brother called Tom, who 
lived with their mum Sofia and dad Jack in 
Wexford.  They lived in a light house called 
the Hook, the oldest lighthouse in Ireland 
and in the world. 
  It was the summer of July 1998.  
Simon’s favourite hobby is diving. He is nine 
years of age and loves his summer holidays.   
This time of year, pirates sail the oceans 

BASKING SHARKS OF KILKEE 
BAY

It had been a long time since anyone had 
seen so many basking sharks in Kilkee Bay 
in Co. Clare. People travelled from far and 
wide to see them and looked at them in 
amazement. What a sight to see! 
  The wonder of these basking sharks 
made things very busy around Loop Head 
Lighthouse and for the lighthouse keeper. 
People drove and walked to see these 
sharks, but some also came by boat. While 
some boats came during the day, many 
arrived at night. 
  One night a large boat that had come 
all the way from America lost its way. The 
captain was frightened in the dark and 
wanted to get all the people on board safely 
to Kilkee Bay. He steered the boat towards 

looking for treasure. We all have to keep the 
Wexford Jewels safe.
  One day Simon, Tom and their father 
Jack were on a boat trip.  They packed their 
favourite lunch: crisps, bread and orange 
juice. Simon was diving in the ocean, Tom 
was swimming and their dad Jack was 
watching out for the boat. Suddenly he saw 
pirate ships in the ocean.  Simon, Tom and 
Jack headed back to the light house. 
  The pirate ships were planning towards 
Wexford.  Jack changed the direction of the 
lighthouse lights to Cork to trick the pirates.  
The pirates were mad and turned around 
and headed again for Wexford.  They ran 
into Simon, Jack and Tom who fought the 
pirates.  Simon, Jack and Tom won. The 
Wexford Jewels were safe.
  Mum came home and tucked the boys 
into bed later they were very tired and fell 
asleep straightaway.
The End

Odin Heiersjo
Co. Galway

the rocks by accident. In the darkness, the 
captain suddenly saw a bright light. It was 
Loop Head Lighthouse! 
  The captain was fearful that the boat 
would hit the rocks and the people on board 
would not get to Kilkee in time to see the 
sharks. He followed the light carefully and it 
helped him to sail safely to Kilkee. 
  The next day everyone on board, and 
even the captain enjoyed watching the lovely 
big basking sharks swimming in and out of 
Kilkee Bay. And it was all thanks to the light 
of Loop Head Lighthouse. 

Gearóid Casey
Co Clare

OCEAN ADVENTURE

Evening was nearing. The men on the ILV 
Granuaile put down the last set of buoys and 
were ready to get back to the lighthouse  on 
Clare Island. 
  They pulled up beside the island where 
the tide is calm. The ILV Granuaile fitted 
perfectly. The men were getting ready for 
supper. They yawned and all put on their 
pyjamas.
  Supper was a slice of warm buttered 
toast and a pot of tea. Some of the men lay 
their heads down on the table and started 
snoring. 
  Most of the men had finished their 
supper and made a big pile of plates and 
pots in the middle of the table.
  Bedtime was nearing for the rest of the 
men. Some said, “Good night” and went off 
to bed. No reading, they went straight to 
lights out. The last of the men followed and 
dragged themselves up to bed.
  Early the next morning, the men had to 
get up. They showered, dressed, shaved and 
all went out to the ILV Granuaile. They had 
a small breakfast on the boat and shared a 
bottle of orange juice. Breakfast was bacon 
butties. Delicious.
  The chief on the boat stood up and 

cleared the plates and went to get some 
buoys. He threw the buoys overboard.
  He got back to the crew and said, “Ten 
down, 140 to go.”
  The crew smiled and got up, they all 
started throwing buoys overboard. They 
were as happy as could be.
  Chief saw a big boat behind them with 
LOADS of buoys and he could just see a 
man at the wheel with an evil grin and a 
gunslinger moustache.
  He was lifting the buoys up and out of 
the water!
  Chief explained to the men what he 
was doing and all the men dove into the 
speedboats and chased the man with the 
bushy moustache.
  Chief climbed on to one of the buoys 
and was lifted into the boat. The buoy was 
dropped on to the boat as well as the chief. 
Chief used his walkie-talkie. “I’m in the 
enemy base, over,” he said.
  He scurried over to a room on bottom 
deck and there must have been 200 buoys 
in there.
  The men turned the speedboat’s 
engines on and followed the boat. Top speed 
- 100 mph. The boat in front of them was 
picking up speed. To get the buoys back, 
Chief smashed a window with his fist which 
let a cold breeze run through.
  He picked up a few buoys and threw 
them, so they landed on the speedboat. 
Chief saw a young sailor sail round, lost, he 
thought and threw a buoy in front of him. 
The sailor then turned round to get back 
home. 
  Back on the boat, Chief knocked over 
the shelves with the buoys and soon the 
man with the moustache had no more stolen 
buoys left in his boat. 
  And so it was evening again but with 
adventure and fun to think about. 

FIN

Michael Black
Co Antrim
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THE SMALL PILOT FISH
                                                                                                 
Once upon a time lived a pilot fish in the ocean. 
The pilot fish dreamed about cleaning a shark’s 
teeth. 
  One day, the pilot fish was swimming in the ocean 
when he saw a shark with dirty teeth. He began to swim up 
to the shark, but the hungry shark started to chase him. The 
pilot fish got scared and swam away, hiding behind the lighthouse. 
The shark remembered that his teeth were dirty and the pilot fish just 
wanted to clean them. 
  The shark said, “Sorry, little fishie! I won’t chase you. Can you please 
wash my dirty teeth?”
  The pilot swam out to the shark and answered, “Okay, stay still!”
  The pilot fish cleaned the shark’s teeth and they became FRIENDS FOREVER!

Dominik Patrik Krpelan
Co Dublin
 

THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER AND THE GHOST 

It was a cold December evening. James the lighthouse keeper was making dinner, when all 
of a sudden he heard a noise. 
  “Who’s there?” he said.
  The room was the same as before. The fire was burning and crackling and his cat, 
Granuaile, was asleep in his chair. 
  “Phew,” said James. He had only started working in the East Lighthouse on Rathlin 
Island and was still getting used to all the new sounds in the house. 
  Usually James slept fine, but not tonight. It took him AGES to fall asleep and when he 
did, he slept terribly. He’d heard many ghostly stories from his father about the lighthouse. 
What if that noise had been a ghost?
  The next morning James cooked himself breakfast and put it on the table. He went 
back into the kitchen to get his tea but when he returned his whole breakfast was gone. 
James gulped. 
  “Okay,” he said, terrified. “Who are you and why are you here?” 
  To his surprise he heard a sigh. An outline appeared in front of him. “Well done,” it 
said. “You’ve got me.” 
  James gasped. “Where did you come from?”
  “No time for questions, I have something to tell you. I’ve lived in this lighthouse for over 
100 years. And I want it!”  Out of the ghost appeared two arms that knocked pictures off 
the mantelpiece. 
  James clenched his fists and breathed heavily. “Why do you want the lighthouse?”
   “I lost my family in a shipwreck years ago,” said the ghost. “I’ve been stuck here ever 
since.” 
  James had so many questions, but before he could ask them Granuaile appeared. She 
rolled around on the carpet beneath the ghost’s feet and said loudly, “Meow!”
  “What’s wrong, Granuaile? I think she wants to tell you something!” exclaimed James. 
  “No way,” said the ghost. 
  “Yes!” James said, picking up Granuaile. “We must follow her. Go on, Granuaile.” 
  Granuaile leapt out of his hands and ran downstairs. James excitedly followed behind 
her. The ghost not far behind. Granuaile ran and ran and then stopped at a beach that 
James hadn’t heard of. She began to dig at a darker patch of ground and then stopped. 
She walked beside it, purring. She and James looked into the hole. There was a bottle in it. 
James lifted the bottle and saw that there was a note inside. He took it out and read it out 
loud. The writing was very faded.
  James read. Dear Johnny. The ghost gasped - that was his name! He snatched the 
letter from James and looked at the date. That was the day his ship sank! The letter read:
  We hope this letter finds you. We wanted you to know that we survived the wreck and 
we will never rest until we find you. With love, your family. 
  The ghost sighed sadly. “I need to find them.” 
  And with that the ghost dropped the letter and flew away, the wind blowing the letter 
behind him.

Cailyn McCurdy
Rathlin Island                                        
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THE BROKEN LIGHTHOUSE

“Finally we’re here,” said Katie after she and 
her brother Andy arrived at Blue Cove train 
station.  “And together we’ll be the Terrific 
Three!” They were visiting with their cousin 
Jess.  
  As the brown and black horse trotted 
down the bumpy country path to Jess’s 
cottage, they thought about the adventures 
they would have.  Last summer they found 
treasure hidden in the cove near the pier.  
When they got to the cottage, Aunt Emma 
greeted them with a big lunch of sandwiches 
and fruit cake.   After they ate lunch, they 
played soccer and tag for hours on end in 
the forest until they decided to go to the 
beach to play and swim in the waves.  As 
the day ended and the sun set, they went 
home to see the lighthouse guide the boats 
away from the rocks. But to their surprise, 
they saw a boat crashed onto the rocks and 
the lighthouse didn’t even light up, let alone 
flicker!
  Jess was shocked, Andy was too! 
Somebody broke the lighthouse!
  But the strangest thing was that they 
saw people run out from the rocks and take 
the loot of the shattered boat and run away 
with their pockets full of loot and treasure 
before they could take a closer look. The 
men disappeared with the treasure.
  “We have to catch them,” said Jess.
  “But we can’t,” said Andy. “The tide 
washed away their footprints.”
  “Well, I guess we have to search 
tomorrow,” said Katie as they walked home.  
  The next day the kids searched the 
shipwreck for clues. Andy found a hat of 
a man but except for that hat they found 
nothing.
  Katie had an idea: maybe the men 
would come again and they could follow 
them to where they were hiding the treasure.  
She explained the plan to Jess and Andy so 
they camped in the cove and waited until 
they saw the men come and they followed 
the men.  Soon they could see a cave filled 

FANAD LIGHTS THE WAY

Fanad Lighthouse was built in 1815, in 
Donegal.  The tower is 22m high from the 
foundation to the top (not including the 
lantern), the lighthouse is about 39m above 
sea level and has around 79 steps.  
  This is the unusual setting of an horrific 
event that occurred on the 1st November 
1971, where a ship known as Africanz was 
accidentally set alight!
  On board the ship was a very important 
woman, Aria Grace. She was an African 
translator.  The ship was on its return from 
delivering much needed food and medical 
supplies in Africa.  On this fateful night, 
Aria had left her cabin and had unknowingly 
left a candle burning.  Distress calls were 
sent but no one responded. They knew it 
wouldn’t take long for the huge relief ship to 
be engulfed in flames.

Caodhán Magennis
Co Antrim

with treasure, as they approached the cave 
one of the men saw Jess and yelled. 
  Jess, Andy and Katie were trapped but 
Andy had an idea.
  “Hey!” cried Andy. “Who will get the 
most treasure?”
  “Well, me,” said one of them.
  “NO! Me,” said another.
  “ME,” said the next one, until all of them 
were fighting.  
  “NOW!” said Andy. 
  That was their chance to escape so 
they ran out of the cave all the way back 
home and called the police. When the police 
came they asked where the cave was but the 
children couldn’t remember until they saw a 
gold coin shine in the sand and followed it 
to another gold coin in the sand and another 
and another until there was a whole trail 
leading to the cave filled with treasure and 
loot where the men were still fighting.  
  The police arrested the men and 
returned the treasure to the crew of the 
broken ship and its captain.

Cormac Laffan 
with cousins 
Charlie Carney, 
age 7 and  
Ronan Carney, 
age 5
Co Limerick

  Even though it was approaching 
midnight, James, the lighthouse keeper, 
was on the lookout! He saw the flares 
lighting up the pitch-black sky, like fireworks 
on Guy Fawkes Night!  He immediately 
called for backup - his four lifelong 
friends loved a good adventure.  Charlie,  
Peter, Arnold and Michael lived a short 
distance from Fanad but they got there in 
a flash! 
  They knew of some yachts that had 
been moored in the bay and raced to get 
them but on their arrival, they realised there 
was no fuel!  They could see the ship ablaze 
on the horizon and knew they didn’t have 
much time, 15 minutes at most!   
  Michael knew the owner of the boats. 
“He’s a nasty old boy, all right,” he said to 
the others. “If we explain, he might just help 
us!”  They drove like lightning to his house, 
which was in darkness, and decided to break 
in to look for fuel.  
  They searched everywhere: 
cupboards, drawers, wardrobes 
and the larder and then: “What do you 
think you’re doing in my house?” screeched 
Caiden McGuiness.  
  “Please, sir, we didn’t mean to break 
in and we don’t mean you any harm! But 
there is a burning ship that needs rescued!” 
pleaded Peter.  
  “What’s that got to do with me?” the 
old man sneered.  
  “People’s lives are at risk, sir. It’s not 
a cargo ship, there are many on board, 
returning from Africa.” 
  The old man suddenly had a change of 
heart. “What do you need from me?” 
He not only agreed to them using 
his boats and gave them the 
fuel, but he wanted to go 
with them to help.
  They got back to Fanad, with 
barely minutes to spare, they 
refuelled the boats and 
sped towards the blazing 
flames!  Their way was 
illuminated by the bright rays of 

hope beaming from Fanad, in all its glory.  
They reached the ship just in time, trailed 
the workers into the boats and thankfully got 
everyone to safety.  
  They were led back by the bright lights 
of Fanad Lighthouse, fighting through the 
clouds of thick, black, heavy smoke.  
  As it turned out, old Caiden McGuinness 
had always wanted to be a lighthouse keeper!
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AGE NINE
THE GREAT LIGHTHOUSE ON 
THE WORST ROCKS

Once there was a great tall lighthouse on 
top of a hill. Below the hill was the rockiest 
outcrop in the world, where over twenty boats 
crashed each year before the lighthouse was 
built. Now boats never crash because of 
how clear the light is, making this lighthouse 
the best ever. 
  One day, an important ship was 
supposed to dock near the hill, on the side 
facing away from the rocks. A storm was 
due shortly, so the captain had better be 
careful, even with the good lighthouse.
  When the lighthouse master went to 
put on his light before the storm, there was 
a lot of traffic and by the time he got there 
the storm was already in full swing. He was 
worried that the boat would come before he 
had a chance to put the light on.
  The wind kept knocking his key off the 
lock, so he was struggling. He was worried 
that he might be too late. When the lighthouse 
master finally got in, he raced up the rickety 
metal stairs (which kept turning randomly) 
and fumbled with the light. The boat, which 
was much bigger than he expected, turned 
towards the rocks by accident because his 
light was not on. 
  The lighthouse master knew if he stalled 
much longer the boat would crash into the 
rocks, and the boat, which had priceless 
artefacts on board, would sink. This would 
mean that his lighthouse would lose its title 
of Great.  
  The light turned on just as the strong 
current took the boat right in towards 
the rocks, which was everyone’s worst 
nightmare. The captain realised what had 
happened, so he hastily turned the wheel 
missing the rocks by inches! 

*  *  *

LIGHTHOUSE 

Martina O Hara
Co LeitrimEven though the boat got to the port safely, 

it had been agreed that the lighthouse would 
be officially called Rocked Lighthouse, much 
to its master’s dismay.
  Over the next few months he made 
sure to turn on his light every night in case 
that he would lose his lighthouse to another 
person. As time went on, sand came into 
the rocks smoothing them out so even if a 
ship hit them, it would be able to continue its 
journey undaunted.
  Because of this, the lighthouse master 
lost his job and a few years later the 
lighthouse itself was a rusty wreck under 
the water. Unknown to anyone except the 
lighthouse master, there was some gold 
buried under the sea in the lighthouse so 
he sold the location to some licensed scuba 
divers, who went down to get it.
  Because of the money he got from 
telling them where it was, he didn’t have to 
go back to cleaning the shop, which he had 
been doing since he lost his job as lighthouse 
master. He didn’t know it, but there was 
a lost artefact in his lighthouse too, so the 
scuba divers brought that up too. 
  Everyone was happy with the money 
they got.

Charlie Bateman
Co Cork

THE BRIGHTEST, LIGHTEST 
LIGHTHOUSE.

Once upon a time, not that long ago, 
there was an island you would never 
find on any map. On that island lived 
two lighthouse keepers named Lily and 
Liam.
  One day they asked their friend 
George to mind the lighthouse so they 
could go sailing.  They were so happy 
that when they turned around, they 
found that they had sailed away from 
the lighthouse.  
  “Oh no!” cried Lily.
  “Oh no indeed! But look on the 
bright side, Lily. There’s an island over 
there!” said Liam, trying to be cheerful.  
  They sailed over to the island.  
About five hours later, Lily declared that 
they were officially stuck!  Just then, at 
dusk, Lily and Liam saw a giant light.  
  “What’s that?” asked Lily.  
  “I dunno,” replied Liam.  
  “Wait a minute, that’s our 
lighthouse!” shouted Lily. 
  “We’re not lost, we are just on 
the other side of the island!” said Liam 
excitedly.  
  They were very happy.  “Our 
lighthouse is the brightest,” said Liam. 
  “Oh, and the lightest!” said Lily.  
  And together in unison they said, 
“LIGHTHOUSE!”
  “Yes,” said Lily. “Our lighthouse is 
the brightest, lightest lighthouse!”

Imogen O’Leary
Co Cork
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COME INTO THE LIGHT

Once there was a bird called Nell, who got caught up in a big storm.  
  Nell crash landed on an island and hurt his wing and so he could 
no longer fly. He looked different from all the other birds that were on 
the island. None of them wanted to be his friend.  He walked around the 
island many times since the crash.
  Nell loved to look at the giant lighthouse on the island. For Nell, it 
was like a big night light. For dinner he caught some fish with his beak. 
Nell did not know what type of bird he was, he had always wondered. 
Nell could not remember anything about where he came from. Nell saw 
boats go past every day at the same time, but always felt alone.
  Then one night the lighthouse was super bright. It was shining on 
a rock.  Pointing out of the water there was another bird on the rock. It 
looked exactly like Nell!
  Nell shouted, “Come over here, come over to me!”
  The other bird came over. Nell said, “What bird are you?”
  The other bird said, “I am a condor, like you.”
  Nell was surprised. He had never seen someone the same as him. 
He asked the other bird what its name was. “Grace the condor,” she 
said. “What is yours?”
   “Nell,” he said. 
  “What a nice name,” Grace said.
  Nell told Grace that nobody on the island would ever be his friend. 
She said, “Maybe that is because you are a condor and they are afraid of 
you? Maybe they do not know that you are friendly.”
  Nell said, “Do you want to play?”
  Grace said, “Sure! What are we going to play?”
  “Hide and seek,” said Nell.
  “Cool,” said Grace. 
  They played hide and seek and then Grace said, “Do you want to 
be friends?”
  Nell said, “Yes, definitely. I have always wanted a friend. I am so 
happy the lighthouse shined the light on you.”
  “What kinds of adventures do you want to go on?” asked Grace. 
  Nell said, “I cannot. I have an injured wing.”
  Grace said, “I can fix that for you!” She bandaged up Nell’s wing 
and he could fly again. The two of them went on trips from island to 
island, eating fish on their way they had the best time ever.
  Nell was never lonely again.

Daniel Dwyer Philidor
Co. Dublin
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THE DOG IN THE LIGHTHOUSE
    
Chapter one: Sam
There is a dog called Sam.
  Sam is a very smart dog. He lives in an abandoned lighthouse all by himself. This 
lighthouse is on an island completely cut off from the real world. He lives on fish and water 
from the sea. Sam was abandoned. He is a golden retriever with a collar with Sam on it. 
He is six months old and he is a boy.    
           
Chapter two: Andrew
Andrew is a small boy who is only eight years old. Andrew lives by the coast. He is going 
to get a pet but can’t think which one to choose yet. It’s the last day of school and before 
Andrew knows it, he is on summer holidays! 
  Andrew is VERY curious to know what this year’s holiday will be.  “It’s a surprise,” his 
parents say. Andrew is woken up in the middle of the night by his parents saying that they 
need to get going! Andrew does not understand much until they arrive at the ferry port and 
mom and dad explain to him that they are going to France on the boat.
  Andrew is VERY HAPPY!
  “What are we doing in France?” says Andrew. 
  “We will be going on a nice trip around the islands on a boat.”
  Andrew is bursting with excitement!  “It’s an overnight ship to France,” say Mom and 
Dad.
  Before Andrew knows it, the ferry has arrived in France and he is on his way to the 
hotel…
 
Chapter three: The meet-up 
“Here we are at the nice hotel!”  say Mom and Dad. 
  The next morning Andrew gets up to his father asking if he’s ready to go on the boat 
trip around the islands. 
  “Yes, Dad!”
  “Great!” says Dad. 
  Andrew is on the boat now. “Thank you, Mom and Dad,” says Andrew. 
  “You are welcome, Andrew,” say Mom and Dad. 
  “We are passing the lighthouse, if you want to explore around?”  says the captain. 
  “Yes, we would,” says Mom. 
  “Okay!”  says the captain. They stop off at the lighthouse.
  Andrew races into the lighthouse. As he walks in, he hears little paws walking around. 
Andrew is scared at first, but he decides to investigate.  He turns his head to see a small 
fluffy golden retriever running towards him in excitement. 
  The small puppy jumps on him and licks his face. Andrew picks him up and takes him 
to his parents. “Look what I found!” says Andrew. “Can I keep him? He won’t stop following 
me and you said I can have a pet! He looks abandoned and sad. PLEASE! PLEASE! 
PLEASE! Can we take him home?” 
“It’s not possible,” say Mom and Dad. “We’re sorry, Andrew.”
Today is Andrew’s ninth birthday. His parents come into his bedroom to give him a hug . 
“Your friend is here to wish you a happy birthday!” they say. Sam bursts into the room jumps 
on the bed and licks his face.
      

Noah Kelly
Co Dublin

THE UNEXPECTED MYSTERY!

Chapter 1
Meet Mum and Tiffany. They lived in Dalkey, 
near a lighthouse! Tiffany’s favourite place 
to go with her mum was to the lighthouse. 
Instead of red, in a more unusual decision it 
had recently been painted blue! Tiffany was 
an only child and went to a lovely school, with 
lovely friends, but still her best friend was 
her mum. Both Mum and Tiffany’s favourite 
colour was pink. Every Tuesday before her 
swimming lessons, Tiffany and her mum 
went to the lighthouse.

Chapter 2
It was Tuesday! Tiffany was thinking of going 
to the lighthouse all day in school, while also 
trying to manage getting higher grades then 
her school rival Coco. Tiffany was beaming 
with excitement when she heard that lovely 
sound of the school bell ringing! Tiffany and 
her mum rushed to the lighthouse, then 
holding hands, they climbed to the top. “Oh,” 
her mum said. “What a lovely view.” 
  Something very strange happened. 
Ping pong balls were being thrown at 
the lighthouse window. “Oh no, what if 
someone’s following us?” They ran down 
the stairs to see if they could catch the 
mysterious follower. But all they saw was 
Granny holding Tiffany’s swim bag. “That 
was strange,” Mum then said.

Chapter 3
The next Tuesday Tiffany and Mum went 
to the lighthouse. And when they were at 
the top, it happened again but this time it 
was rocks being thrown at the window! Who 
would do such a thing to ruin Tiffany and 
Mum’s favourite time of the week? They 
thought they must investigate.

Chapter 4
Tiffany and Mum asked the whole 
neighbourhood if they saw anything 
suspicious to please let them know. Tiffany 
asked all her friends as well. Tiffany and 

Annabelle Martin
Co DublinMum were worried but they knew whoever 

was the mysterious follower would be found 
out soon enough. 

Chapter 5
After a lot of investigation, they realised that 
it must have been Tiffany’s biggest school 
rival: Coco. They thought this because when 
Tiffany asked her if she had been following 
them to the lighthouse, she was biting her 
lips and trying not to laugh. It must have 
been her!

Chapter 6
The following Tuesday, Tiffany and Mum 
knew they would really find out who did it. 
They asked their most trustworthy friends to 
come and spy at the lighthouse on Tuesday. 
Tiffany invited Erin and Ruby and Mum invited 
Sophie and Hannah. The four friends agreed 
to come along! Finally Tuesday arrived. The 
four friends hid behind the painted white 
gate. And just when the mysterious follower 
struck they were all puzzled. It wasn’t Coco. 
  It was Granny all along! 
  “Why did you do that Granny?” Tiffany 
said, surprised with Granny. 
  “I just wanted you to hurry up, I thought 
you would be late for swimming!” said 
Granny. 
  “Oh,” everyone said and the friends 
revealed themselves. When Tiffany and Mum 
got home, they thought What an eventful 
three weeks!
  Tiffany said, “And I couldn’t think of 
anyone better to spend it with.” 
  Mum said, “You had better write a 
“sorry” card to Coco.”
  “I better.”
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BUB AND THE MAGIC LIGHTHOUSE

This is a story about a bouncing seal. That’s right! Just like the bouncing 
seals on the videos you can see on the internet. You may even know him 
from the videos. His name is Bub. 
Bub is a tiny, cute and charming bouncing seal. Bub loves eating fish. He lives 
on a slippery rock in the Atlantic Ocean beside a lighthouse. The lighthouse 
is black, with a red stripe around the middle and a light blue stripe around the 
bottom. But this is no ordinary lighthouse. It is a magic lighthouse! 
At five to nine every evening, Bub climbs onto his slippery rock and when 
the light from the lighthouse hits him, he is teleported to anywhere in the 
world where there is another lighthouse. The reason he uses the lighthouse 
to teleport like this is because he wants to try every fish around the world to 
see which one is his favourite. 
The way he gets back to his rock after teleporting is very cool. First, he has 
to bounce on to a rock next to the lighthouse he was teleported to. Then he 
says, “Bounce-o, bince-o, bounce-o!” (Bub can speak!) and is immediately 
transported back to his slippery rock beside the black lighthouse. 
Three days ago, Bub teleported to a red and white lighthouse in the Indian 
Ocean. While he was in the Indian Ocean, he decided to have some fun. He 
bounced quickly along the surface of the rushing water, and when he got 
caught in the current, he went underwater, opened his mouth and, being 
pushed by the current, caught all the fish in his mouth. However, they didn’t 
taste very nice.
Yesterday, he teleported to a lighthouse in the Arctic Ocean. There are a lot 
more lighthouses in the Arctic than you think. When he got there, he was 
amazed. A huge, square lighthouse was towering over him! The lighthouse 
was yellow too! 
“How strange,” thought Bub. He then realised it had been built by Russians. 
While he was in the Arctic Ocean, he saw loads of fish and they tasted pretty 
good. He also met his cousins. There were a lot of seals in that area! By the 
time you finished counting them it would be two days later, and the seals 
would already have gone! A few cuddly, white polar bears tried to catch the 
quick seals, but they dodged them.
Today, Bub decided not to teleport using the lighthouse. After all his trips, 
he realised that his favourite fish was actually in the ocean all around him. 
It was…salmon. Bub ate lots of delicious salmon and celebrated next to his 
favourite lighthouse. It was so cool. 

Liam Kirwan
Co Dublin
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THE BRIGHT LIGHT 
LIGHTHOUSE 

Hi, my name is Lana and I am the keeper 
of the Bright Light Lighthouse.  In the sea 
around me there are seals, dolphins, whales, 
and many other fish. There are also lots of 
birds like puffins, eagles, and hawks. Oh, I 
forgot to tell you, Bright Light Lighthouse is 
on the coast of Sligo. On the 10th October 
2002 lightning struck the lighthouse. I 
thought the whole lighthouse was going to 

LIGHTHOUSE

There was once a lighthouse close to 
Galway. It’s most common for tourists. It had 
the colours red and white. Its most common 
name was The Red Eye. It got its name from 
its big red light. It guided ships along the 
coast. 
  One day a ship was sailing by, but the 
light was not on, so it had nothing to guide it 
away from the rocks. Suddenly the ship hit a 
rock and water started leaking in. 
  It slowly started to sink and it couldn’t 
make it to its destination. The captain could 
lose his job and money. Then something 
amazing happened.
  The lighthouse keeper was on his 
way to turn on the light when he noticed 
the sinking ship, so he took his emergency 
lifeboat out to save the captain. He brought 
him back as they watched the ship sink.

NIGHT LIGHT

Once there were three children. The children 
were called Sean, Meg and Kitty. One warm 
day they decided to go for a walk on Dún 
Laoghaire pier.  
  They saw people swimming in the sea. 
Then they saw a ship.  They decided to have 
a look and went inside the ship. It was empty. 
They saw an old man - he was looking at 
something. It was a map. 
  “Oh!” he said. “Hello, kids! Why are you 
here?”
  “Hello too,” said the children. “We’re 
here to have a look around.”
  “I am Captain Haddock,” said the old 
man. “Who are you?”
  “I am Sean and this is Meg and Kitty.  
What are you doing with that map?”
  “I am going on a treasure hunt,” said 
the old man.  
  “Wow!” they said. “That’s so cool, can 
we come too?”
  “Yes, sure,” he said. 
  “Yay!” the children said. “Let’s go!”

fall on top of me, but luckily only part of the 
roof came down.
  Bright Light Lighthouse was built on 
2nd January 1700 and was up and running 
on 2nd January 1701. My great-great-great 
grandparents passed it on from generation to 
generation. It turned automatic in 1994. Two 
years ago, I converted it to a guesthouse. As 
the village got busier, more and more people 
started to live here. Now there are houses, 
a school, shops and restaurants. Tourists 
come here every year and love to stay in my 
lighthouse. My guests always say the view is 
spectacular at the top of the lighthouse! 
  Now I live in a room at the very top of 
the lighthouse. I love living here! There are 
not many people that have a lighthouse as 
their address!

Alannah Hughes
Co Sligo

  They got to the ship’s wheel and started 
sailing away.  A few hours later the children 
were hungry and tired, so they went to the 
galley and got a snack of cookies and milk. 
When they were nicely full, they snuggled up 
in their beds. 
  “Night, Captain Haddock,” the children 
said. 
  “Good night, children,” said the captain 
and he went off to his cabin. He looked out 
of his cabin window and saw a faraway light 
in the night sky and wondered was it a bright 
star or something else.
  Early the next morning they woke up 
with a bump. 
  “What happened?” Sean asked.  
  “We crashed into something,” explained 

Captain Haddock. “It’s a lighthouse.” And 
thought to himself, That was the light I saw 
from my cabin window last night.  
  “Oh no,” said Meg. “Let’s get out and 
look around inside the lighthouse.” 
  “Yes, let’s go,” said Kitty. They swam 
over to the door and went inside. 
  “It’s empty,” said Sean.
  “Oh, I see something shiny up there,” 
said Meg.  
  “What is it?” asked Kitty. 
  “It’s treasure!” said Meg. 
  “Yay!” they all shouted. “Hip-hip 
hooray!” 
  They cheered as they sailed home to 
Dún Laoghaire with the treasure and Captain 
Haddock.

Sadbh Kavanagh
Co Dublin

Clodagh Doderill
Co Westmeath
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SEASHORE LIGHTHOUSE

Steve had already checked and cleaned the lighthouse light. He had put 
his waffles in the toaster for breakfast, he had mended his nets and now 
he was sitting inside his tiny fishing canoe with Bill.
  Normally there was nothing on the shore. No cars, no bikes, no 
people. But this morning it was different. This morning there was a man 
and a car and he seemed very interested in Steve’s lighthouse.  The 
lighthouse that everyone loved.
  Steve’s wife Hannah was talking to the man. After he caught a 
huge salmon, he rowed his boat back to the lighthouse. His wife looked 
upset. “The landlord wants to demolish our lighthouse for apartments,” 
she cried.
  “He can’t do that,” said Bill. “Our family has lived in this lighthouse 
for over three hundred years!”
  “It doesn’t matter,” his wife said “He says he owns the land and if 
he wants to sell it, he can. He works for the government.”
  Steve and Bill stopped.  That night all the family could think about 
was their lovely lighthouse. There was a horrible storm that night. Steve 
sat down beside the window with a mug of tea. He sighed softly as he 
got in to bed. 
  Suddenly Steve heard a scream. He looked outside there was a 
girl in the raging sea. She was in a small raft, but it had almost got hit 
by lightning! He rushed downstairs and ran out of the house. He saw 
Bill pushing his canoe down towards the sea. Steve got the life raft 
and jumped onto the canoe. They pushed as fast as they could, getting 
closer every time. 
  Her boat now got struck by lightning!
  “Grab on!” Bill shouted. He threw the life raft. She caught it! Just 
when fire was about to touch her feet, she jumped off the raft. Steve 
pulled until she climbed on. Steve recognised her. It was the man’s 
daughter! 
  When they got to the lighthouse, the girl`s father was there. “I`m 
sorry,” she cried. “I found a raft and I didn`t know the storm was coming.”
  “Well, you have saved my daughter`s life,” the man said. “So I won`t 
sell your lighthouse.”

Katie Coogan
Co Wicklow

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                            
                                                                               

THE GHOST OF LOOP HEAD

Once there was a little boy called Michael.  Michael had always wanted 
to be a sailor.  He knew lighthouses brought ships to safety.  He was 
turning six the next day and as he went to sleep, Michael wished he 
could go and see a lighthouse.  Michael woke up the next morning, 
springing out of bed to open his presents.  
  The first present was a black and white box.  He wondered what 
could be in it.  As he opened the box, he saw the best present he 
could ever get.  Tickets to Loop Head Lighthouse, with his parents and 
Grandad Tony.  Michael was delighted.  He had breakfast, got dressed 
and then parents and his grandad brought him to the lighthouse.  There 
were shown around by a tour guide.  When they got to the top of the 
lighthouse, his parents and Grandad looked at the spectacular view but 
Michael examined the enormous light.  As he walked around the light he 
saw a plaque.  It read IN HONOUR OF THE GHOST OF LOOP HEAD.  
Michael believed it at once as he had just turned six.  His grandad had 
told him last summer that a ghost from the Statute of Liberty across the 
Atlantic Ocean sometimes went on holidays to Clare.
  Michael ran off, looking for more marks or signs that could have 
something to do with ghosts.  As he searched the place, he saw a white 
shape moving in the distance.  He ran after it.  When Michael got to 
where the shape was, he saw a trail of goo.  There was a hoover nearby 
that Michael picked up to catch the ghost.  As Michael stepped forward, 
he felt himself being put in a seaweed sack.  He screamed, and then 
everything went dark. Michael woke up in something that looked like the 
inside of the lighthouse’s beacon.  He sat up and standing in front of 
him was the white shape!  It wasn’t really a shape because it was Loop 
Head’s ghost.  He asked where he was but the ghost just strolled off.  
Michael followed the ghost to an old laboratory.  All the walls were covered 
in pictures of him.  As Michael walked forward, he noticed behind him in 
all the pictures was Loop Head Lighthouse.  On the next step Michael 
took, he fell through the floor. 
  The next thing that Michael felt was a gentle shaking.  Was the 
ghost cooking him in the laboratory?  He opened his eyes to see his 
parents gazing at him.  Michael was very confused.  He told his parents 
and his grandad about his adventure.  They told him he passed out when 
they were observing the fabulous view of the Atlantic Ocean and they 
were chatting about the Statue of Liberty at the time. So Michael must 
have dreamt about the Loop Head ghost. 
  Poor Grandad Tony got into trouble for telling ghost stories.  They 
went home and had Michael’s lighthouse-shaped birthday cake.  When 
Michael was blowing out his birthday candles, his wish was to never deal 
with ghosts when he becomes a sailor.

Caoimhe Kernan
Co Dublin
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THE LIGHTHOUSE DISCOVERY

Once there was a lighthouse keeper called Mr Smith and his wife Mrs 
Smith. They lived in a little cottage beside the lighthouse on the east 
coast of Ireland. They had three children called Jack, Frank and Emily.
  The children loved playing in the lighthouse and often raced up and 
down the spiral stairs.  One evening, it was wet, cold and stormy and 
the waves were crashing against the rocks.  Boats were trying to get to 
shore as quickly as possible, following the glowing light of the lighthouse 
to safety.  As usual Mrs Smith was bringing up some soup, fish and chips 
for Mr. Smith and the children. 
  When she was on the fifth floor, the smell of the fish and chips 
attracted five seagulls. They landed on the food so she could not see 
clearly.  As she continued up the stairs trying to shoo the seagulls away, 
all the delicious food she was carrying fell all the way down the stairs. 
She raced down the stairs and finally got to the bottom.  Scattered all 
over the floor was the lovely food she had prepared.  
  Very annoyed with the seagulls, Mrs Smith picked up all the food 
to put in the bin. While at the bin, she noticed an unusual button in the 
wall hidden behind the bin. She had never noticed it before. Curiosity got 
the better of her and she pressed it.  A strange grating noise came from 
the wall and suddenly a tunnel appeared. She ran up to her family to tell 
them what she had discovered. They all rushed downstairs and went into 
the tunnel to explore. 
  There they discovered an underground canal. As they walked 
further into the tunnel they saw a motor boat moored at the edge. They 
all climbed into it and surprisingly, it turned on. The kids were scared 
because it was so dark and eerie.  They were crying and asking to turn 
back. Luckily, Mrs Smith had three lollipops in her pocket and she gave 
them one each. They stopped crying, cheered up and began to enjoy the 
adventure.
  After two hours, they saw light at the end of the tunnel. In another 
half an hour they were out of the tunnel. They jumped for joy that there 
were out of the tiny space. Just then they saw a big sign that read 
WELCOME TO ENGLAND. Mrs Smith said that as the children were so 
brave in the tunnel, they would go to Legoland. 
  They told everyone their story and they became famous. They were 
on the news talking about their discovery. Mrs Smith no longer gave 
out about the seagulls and left out a few tasty morsels whenever she 
prepared food.
  About a week later, they decided to make the canal wider so that 
bigger boats could go down it. When it was finally done, everyone went 
from Ireland to England that way, safe from the stormy seas and everyone 
lived happily ever after.  

Jessica Shiels
Co Cavan

A VISIT TO HOOK LIGHTHOUSE

I went to Hook Lighthouse on a visit to my 
granny in Wexford. I remember the tower 
was very tall. I counted each step as I 
climbed. I was out of breath when I reached 
the top. It was a lovely sunny day. You could 
see for miles and the sea was very calm. 
The climb back down was much easier. 
Afterwards we sat and ate ice cream ... 
Delicious!

Olivia Wickham
Co Dublin
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A DIAMOND IN THE SKY

Once upon a time there was a lighthouse which shone like a diamond in the 
night sky.
  A young lighthouse keeper lived there alone. She had fiery red hair and 
she was a trainee witch, who was embarrassed because she couldn’t fly. 
She took the job because she had social anxiety.
  One dark night a vain pirate skeleton saw the light from the lighthouse 
and said, “Arrh, get me that diamond ring that shines like the light from that 
there house!”
  He wore clothes that he stole from ladies and he even stole a crown 
from the Queen’s ship!
  The Pirate Skeleton invaded the lighthouse by kicking down the door 
at the bottom. The Lighthouse Keeper heard a loud bang and ran down the 
stairs to see a well-dressed stranger, looking a little confused. Most people 
thought he was incredibly hideous to look at, but for the trainee witch, he 
was as handsome as a prince!
  The lighthouse keeper immediately fell in love. She felt so good she felt 
like she was flying again. “Will you marry me?” she asked as she handed him 
a priceless diamond ring. 
  The Skeleton Pirate said, “No, but I’ll take that there ring.” He grabbed 
it and put it on his bony finger and sprinted away as fast as he could to his 
ship.
  He looked around once more and saw the giant diamond light from the 
lighthouse. He regretted that he hadn’t accept her marriage offer, but he 
decided that his next goal was to collect all the diamonds in the sky.

THE RIVER ROCK LIGHTHOUSE
[Illustration]

Cillian Simms
Co Kildare

Koshi Tamura
Co Galway

THE STORM KEEPER’S LIGHTS

Once upon a time, fifty years ago, there 
lived a lady who had long white hair and 
mysterious black eyes. She lived in the 
Hook Lighthouse in County Wexford. Her 
name was Wanda.
   Wanda loved her home. She 
was not an ordinary woman. She had 
magical lights. She would fasten her 
different coloured lights at the top of the 
lighthouse. If there was danger, the lights 
would turn violent red and if it was calm 
and peaceful, the lights would be gold, 
and so on. Wanda loved everything she 
owned but her great love was her black, 
white and brown puppy called Punch.
One day Wanda told Punch that he could 
go outside and play but Punch wanted 
to play on the beach. He asked Wanda, 
“Can I go play on the beach?”
  “Okay,” she replied, “but only if you 
do not go near the sea. You are too young 
to swim!”
  Punch ran down to play on the beach 
with his ball first and then his frisbee. 
Then he started to feel bored, so he ran 
to the sea. He had great fun swimming 
until suddenly, the lights turned red! The 
sky turned dark and thunder flashed.
  Punch was drowning! 
  Wanda ran to the beach to look for 
Punch as he was being dragged away by 
the dark sea. Luckily, Wanda had great 
eyesight and she spotted Punch bobbing 
up and down, gasping for breath. She 
quickly swam over and grabbed Punch 
and dragged him back to shore. 
  She carried him to the lighthouse 
and dried him up. “You naughty puppy. 
I have an idea! Let’s teach you how to 
swim!” The very next day, she gave him 
his first lesson. 
  It took a month but finally 
Punch was able to swim.

Caoimhe Kiely
Co Waterford
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A NEAR MISS AT SLYNE HEAD 
LIGHTHOUSE

SLYNE HEAD LIGHTHOUSE
Lighthouses are built on the coast of an 
ocean or lake.  They protect ships from 
crashing into shore by sending light out 
towards sea.  The light usually turns in a 
circle so that ships see a flashing light.  The 
light is usually covered by a Fresnel lens 
which allows the light to travel far distance.  
  Slyne Head Lighthouse is located off 
the coast of Co. Galway.  It is 24m 79 ft 
tall. There were two lighthouses built at this 
point in 1836 but only the west one remains 
active. It has been open to public since 
1836 which is roughly 184 years from today.  
The lighthouse went automatic in 1990 and 
the keepers were taken away at the end of 
March that year. Since then the station has 
been in the care of a part-time attendant.  
The Slyne Head lighthouse has protected 
the ships and boats off the Atlantic coast of 
Galway for over 170 years
  The keepers who worked at Slyne 
Head Lighthouse used to work for six weeks 
at a time and then they had two weeks off.  
The keepers and their families were given 
accommodation in Clifden, Co. Galway, 
which is where my dad comes from.  When 
I go to Clifden I can see the light of Slyne 
Head.

A NEAR MISS AT SLYNE HEAD 
LIGHTHOUSE
  “Hurry up guys! We’re going to shore 
to meet Daddy at Slyne Head,” said Mum.
  “I’m going to my friend’s house,” said 
Meghan. 
  “It will be nearly two months until you 
see him again though.” 
  “I don’t care,” said Meghan.  
  “Come on Meghan,” said Mum.  
  “Oh fine, but I’m going to my friend’s 
house afterwards,” said Meghan. 
  “Okay,” said Mum. “Eh Lucy, why are 
you dressed like that? 
  “I’m ready to go to shore to meet 

THE MAP

There once was a lighthouse. That 
lighthouse had a secret. The secret was 
that there was a treasure map in the light.
  One day some pirates came to try to 
get the map, but if they smashed the light, 
they could not sail away. A bearded private 
pirate had the first idea. The idea to make a 
hole with dynamite.
  A pirate with crazy hair said he would 
fly with his propeller hat. A third pirate with 
a long, big and wide nose had the idea to let 
the pirates use his nose as a bridge.
  So they walked over to the lighthouse 
but there was no map there.

Albin Parle Fahrlin
Co Sligo

CROSS DIMENSIONAL 
LIGHTHOUSE: FROM 
YETTIMANGO TO HOOK

One night in Snazberg, a group of three 
extraordinary animals - a unicorn, a dragon 
and a fat, lazy hamster - were listening to 
the Spice Girls. They were dancing and 
singing to the beat of “Wannabe.” When 
their little party was over, the three friends 
were in the mood for calm and took a stroll to 
Snazberg’s magical lighthouse, Yettimango, 
to watch the sapphire blue boats sailing to 
the docks. 
  This was not a lighthouse you would 
know about.  It was in the animals’ own 
dimension, where curious happenings 
would delight you if you could see them! 
The friends were soon soothed by the sight 
of honey-waves crashing against the slime 
cliffs. The lighthouse itself was even more 
wonderful, with shadowy lights and strange 
noises, leading the boats to safety.  Strange 
to you, that is, but not to them!
  So, as you can tell, Snazberg is not 
your usual town.  But soon something 

Daddy,” explained Lucy. 
  “Okay,” said Mum. “Luke!” she called. 
“What are you doing?”
  “Playing Fortnite and I’m in the middle 
of a game,” Luke called back. 
  “Hurry up, we’re going to see Dad!” 
said Mum.  
  Eventually they got to the shore to talk 
to their dad.  He was delighted to see them.  
He told them the story of what happened the 
night before at the lighthouse.  
  It was very dark and there was a lot of 
fog.  He was checking on the light at the 
top of the lighthouse.  Suddenly something 
happened and the light stopped spinning and 
went off.  He began to panic because he had 
seen a ship in the distance before this and 
was worried that it would now crash because 
there was light guiding it.  He worked very 
hard and eventually he got the light working.  
He fixed it just in time because the ship was 
just about to crash when the light came on 
and luckily the ship was able to make a turn 
in time to avoid crashing.  
  Meghan, Luke and Lucy were so happy 
to hear this story and its happy ending.  They 
now realised how important their daddy’s job 
was as a lighthouse keeper.

 

Gráinne O’Neill
Co Sligo

peculiar happened, peculiar even to our 
tranquil pals. The three friends noticed 
a fierce, scarlet light - a beautiful shining 
red gem peeking through the window, just 
inside Yettimango.  They slowly approached 
it and on picking up the courage to reach 
out, a mysterious dark portal appeared 
right in front of them.  They were flung 
right in!  Soon the bewildered friends found 
themselves in a new dimension!
  A strange, figure appeared. It was a 
man.  A human being.  He was astonished 
to see a unicorn, a dragon and a big, fat, 
lazy hamster. They were dizzy but got hold 
of themselves. 
  The man sounded worried as he said 
in a broad Yorkshire accent, “’Ello strange 
creatures.  I am Russel. I came all the way 
from Yawrkshire to Hook Lighthouse. It’s as 
old as time itself.  Wha’ ah ewe doin’ ere?” 
The unicorn tried to answer, “Nah ah gah 
dah aih nagh.” 
  As you might guess, the Yorkshire 
man did not understand, gazing at them in 
amusement as they stared at the lighthouse 
in the new dimension.  From high up, a 
dazzling light shone down on the deep 
blue sea, rapid, foaming, salt-water waves 
crashing against hard, black rocks as sharp 
as smashed glass.  Nothing like Snazberg’s 
sweet-honey sea and slimy cliffs! Still it was 
quite a sight, made of big bricks, as white 
as pearl and dark as night. 
  This lighthouse was just as calm as 
theirs, quiet and still in the wild, chaotic sea.  
Russel watched, “Aye, I knows wat your 
thinkin.’  It’s su budiful!” 
  The animals couldn’t resist, all rushing 
excitedly into the magnificent lighthouse. 
Russel explained, “Yup. the lighthouse is like 
a mother for us sailors. For folks everywhere 
that lighthouse is a map, guiding them 
through life.” He was ever so right.
  But even the wise human didn’t 
realise its true magic.  Hook was cross-
dimensional, leading the animals back to 
Snazberg, taking them safely home, like 
ships to dock, or Russel to Yorkshire.

Caitlin Donnelly-
Lazarov

Co Down



Isabel Noonan
Co Dublin

THE HOOK LIGHTHOUSE

One day, there lived three kids: Tom, Olivia and Daniel. They were all sitting in their back 
garden on the grass.
  “I am so bored. What do you want to do?” said Tom. Tom was very smart and always 
got good grades in school.
  “Same. How about we go to the Hook Lighthouse that our friend told us about?” 
suggested Olivia. Olivia was kind and very adventurous.
  “Yeah, that sounds cool, dude,” agreed Daniel. Daniel was very popular in school 
(the opposite to his brother Tom) and very brave.
  Tom didn’t like this idea because he hated getting dirty and this sounded like a very 
dirty plan.
  “That sounds like a crazy idea. I am not going!” said Tom.
  Olivia knew that he wouldn’t like this idea. “Please! Just one time,” she begged. 
  “Yeah, dude, come on,” said Daniel. “PLEASSSSSE!” Olivia and Daniel said together.
  Tom thought for a moment. “Fine, I will come,” he finally agreed.
  “YAY!”  they screamed with excitement. “Come on, let’s go pack for the trip, dudes,” 
said Daniel. They went to pack say goodbye to their mom. “Bye, Mom!”  they said and 
they all went out the door.
  “Is this it? “said Daniel.
  “Yep, it says so on the map,” answered Tom.
  They finally got there, and it looked very old. “Let’s go in, I am so excited!  Eeekkk!”, 
screamed Olivia. 
  The doorway was so tall and rusty. They looked up and saw the number of stairs! 
  “I wonder how many step there are,”,said Daniel.
  “Exactly 115 steps and it’s 848 years old,” said Tom.
  “Well then, better get going, guys,” said Olivia. 
  Not even a quarter way up they were all so tired. “Did you bring water, dude?” asked 
Daniel.
  “Yeah, but it is all gone,” answered Olivia.
  It took them an hour to get up to the final step.
  “Are we there yet?” said Tom.
  “I think so. I see the top. Let’s keep going!” Olivia replied.
  Daniel was up ahead and said, “Look dudes, we’re finally there!” He was breathing 
very heavily. Tom and Olivia followed up the last few steps up the stairs. Daniel was 
waiting on the last step.
  When they reached the top, they all heard a sound.
  “W-ww-what was that?” Tom nervously while clutching on to his older sister Olivia.
  “Chill, dudes, it is just probably just William Marshal. Nothing to worry about,” laughed 
Daniel bravely.
  “AAAAAAHHHHHH!” screamed Tom so loudly his siblings’ eardrums were felt like 
they broke into two pieces. ”I…r-read a b-book a-and i-it s-s-s-s-said this lighthouse is, 
is HAUNTED!” screamed Olivia.
  They started to run around the corner and it was a…cat! They all started to laugh.
  “This was so fun we should do this again some time,” said Daniel.
  “No way! You can, but I’m not,” said Tom as they walked down the stairs . 
  Before they walked out, they heard another sound! Was it the cat or was it really 
haunted?  
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THANK YOU BLACKROCK 
LIGHTHOUSE BY A MARINER

Blackrock Lighthouse in Sligo Bay
From the beach you look so far away

Tall and strong you face the sea
Mighty waves crash over thee

You shine your light for all to see
For many years you have helped me

You guide my boat upon the sea
Safely bringing me home for tea
What would we do without you?

You help many a crew
Thank you for all you do

Many would be lost without you.

Aoibheann McTiernany
Co Sligo
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OH LIGHTHOUSE

Oh lighthouse, tall and white,
shining your light so bright,

guiding sailors through the night.

Oh lighthouse, all alone,
standing on your jagged stone,

guiding sailors safely home.

Daniel Sharkey
Co Cork
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THE LIGHTHOUSE OF WONDER
                                                     
There once was a world very different to ours, 
where animals ruled and were all friends and 
we humans were their pets.  One day, two 
cats, Scratch and Fluffball, and two dogs, 
Captain Rex and Speedy, found something 
rather peculiar in the lighthouse they work in.  
And this is where the story begins…
  Captain Rex  shouted, “Speedy and 
Scratch!” 
  “Yes?” said Speedy and Scratch at the 
same time.  
  “There’s a big storm coming. It’s going 
to be a quite a gale, so I need you two to 
go get some barricades from the basement” 
ordered Rex.  
  “B-b-but nobody’s been down there for 
decades!” stammered Scratch with worry.   “
  So?” said Rex .  
  “Who knows what could be down 
there!” piped in Speedy, also worried. 
  Rex sighed, “I’ll come down as well.”
  As they went down, Fluffball, Scratch’s 
big sister, came tumbling down, hitting the 
trio like bowling pins.   
  “AHHHHHHHH!!!” screamed Scratch 
and Speedy.   
  “A GHOST!!!” they shouted as they 
ran into the locked basement door with all 
their strength, forcing it open with Fluffball 
chasing after them.   Rex sighed at how 
immature they were, slowly he trailed after 
ALL of them.  
  CRASH!!!  came a sound from the 
basement.
  Oh no! thought Rex. “Are you three 
okay?” he shouted.
  When Rex arrived to the basement, he 
thought to himself, It is colossal in there, I’ll 
never find them. Luckily, he was able to spot 
them, mesmerized by a mirror.  
  “Hey Rex look at this!” said Speedy, 

jumping through and disappearing.  
  “Speedy!!” shouted Rex, launching 
himself in after his friend.   Rex landed on 
the hard floor and  suddenly Fluffball and 
Scratch landed on top of him.   
  “Where are we?” asked Rex.   
  “Still in the basement. What else does 
this look like?” laughed Speedy. 
  “I’ve got the barricades. Let’s go!” 
shouted Speedy before Rex could answer.
  When they came up and out of the 
lighthouse they saw something terrible. 
Animals like them, trapped on leads and in 
jails!  Shocked, they left to investigate.  Soon 
after, a couple of humans grabbed them.  
The humans started speaking their gibberish  
as they trapped the four furry friends in a jail.   
  “AHHHHH!!” they screamed.   After 
hours, Rex shouted, “We need to escape!”  
  “Why?” asked Fluffball as she was 
picking at her food. “This is fun!”  She then 
shouted at the animalnapper with disgust.  
“NO HUMAN! I SAID I WANTED A RICE 
TOWER WITH CHOCOLATE CHIPS, 
WHIPPED CREAM, STRAWBERRIES AND 
KETCHUP! YES, LOTS OF KETCHUP.  
NOT WHATEVER THAT IS… OMG!  
THAT’S MADE OUT OF OUR FRIENDS 
AHHHHHHHHHH!!!!” 
  “THEY ARE TRYING TO MAKE ME 
EAT TOM TUNA!”  
  “OKAY!  We NEED to escape!” 
screamed Fluffball.  “Calm down and 
everyone follow me,” said Rex.   
  They hurried back to the lighthouse 
and through the portal.  After they were 
safely back in in their own world, they asked 
Fluffball what was in the bag.  
  “Well...” said Fluffball “There’s a rice 
tower with chocolate chips, whipped cream, 
strawberries and lots of ketchup.” 

  “I can’t believe the human got my order 
right, although it did take her 24,849 tries.” 
  “Umm…okay,” said Scratch.   “Anyway,” 
said Speedy. “Me and Scratch will fetch the 
barricades.”
  As they were  leaving, Rex called after 
them, “And don’t go through that portal!” 
  Speedy and Scratch smirked at each 
other. “That’s a maybe, Captain!” shouted 
Speedy and Scratch together.  
  Speedy said to Scratch, “This really is 
a lighthouse of wonder. I wonder what other 
secrets it has.”

Matt Murray
Co Dublin

DEATH IN THE LIGHTHOUSE

I’m Chloe and I am nine years old. My best 
friends are Ella and Zara. I live with my mum, 
dad and my grandad. My grandad worked at 
Hook Lighthouse. 
  I really wanted to go to the lighthouse 
with my grandad, Ella and Zara. I begged 
my mum and finally she said we could go. I 
was so happy and I called my friends straight 
away. Zara and Ella were so excited.
  We planned on going to go to the 
lighthouse and then go to the painting 
workshop. You can paint clay on a slate, 
create a fairy garden and spin art there. Zara 
and Ella never been to the lighthouse before 
so they couldn’t wait.
  The lighthouse is so interesting. My 
grandad told us lots of about it. He used to 
live there when he was working there in the 
1960’s. Imagine living in a lighthouse! It was 

built 800 years ago. We chatted about our 
exciting day on the way to the lighthouse. 
When we got there we decided to do the 
spin art first. It was so much fun. Then we 
went up the lighthouse and my grandad gave 
us a tour.
  At the top there was one part that did 
not have a railing. My grandad went over to 
try to fix it, but he lost his balance and fell 
over and died. My friends and I cried but we 
had no phone to ring my mum or dad. It was 
so sad. Then I realised we had no way to get 
home we had to walk home.
  We were on our way home when we 
met a very old man. He said home was over 
to the right but it was really over left. He was 
a bad guy and wanted to kill us.
  We went right but he went left.  We 
got a bit suspicious as we were walking 
for so long and could not find home. We 
didn’t know where we were, so I took out 
my compass. It didn’t know where we were 
either. We were so scared. Then we decided 
to sit down at the side of the road for a rest.  
Just then I saw my car with my mum. I was 
so happy but then she asked where is my 
grandad was. I told all about grandad falling 
from the lighthouse.  It was a tragic way for 
my grandad to die.
  She was so sad as well but she was so 
happy because she found us. We got home 
and brought Zara and Ella home too.  It was 
a very sad day but I was very glad to get 
home. We were afraid of being stranded out 
at the cliffs. 
  I will always miss my grandad but will 
always remember his stories about the 
lighthouse.

Laura Colleran
Co Wicklow
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SAM AND SLIMY AT THE LIGHTHOUSE Daniel Beck, Co. Dublin
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THE LAZY LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER

Once upon a time there lived two lighthouse 
keepers. Their names were Peter and Paul. 
One of their duties every day was to polish 
the light and turn it on every evening without 
fail. 
  One day when Peter and Paul went 
to work, they cleaned the light. Paul was 
hardworking and kind, but Peter was lazy 
and vain. When Paul was cleaning, Peter 
was lazing about. When Paul was walking 
the dogs, Peter was sleeping.
  One night, Paul asked Peter to turn on 
the light when he was away. Nine o’clock 
came and it was time to turn on the light, 
but Peter was too lazy so he decided not to 
bother and stayed watching TV. Suddenly, 
he heard a bang and a crash. 
  Peter ran to the window to see where 
the noise was coming from. To his horror, 
he saw a ship being battered by the rocks 
below. Paul was already out there throwing 
life buoys to the sailors. Once everyone was 
safe on land, Paul told Peter off. He told 
him that he was very lazy.
  Peter was very sorry and from that day 
on, he was never lazy again. He did lots of 
work, so he was forgiven.

Lauren Kiely
Co Waterford

JACK SAVES THE DAY

Jack’s grandad owned a lighthouse. It had 
been passed down from his dad and his 
dad and his dad, who had won it in a game 
of poker.  Every day Jack would visit his 
grandad at the lighthouse. Jack would clean 
the massive bulb of the light house. It was 
the perfect job for Jack. Jack’s brother, 
Max, wouldn’t do it because there was no 
money in it and his little brother Aaron was 
too small. Jack love to count each steps in 
the light house as he walked to the top, one, 
two, three, four five - all the way up to 305.

Jack was cleaning the lightbulb one 
day. Suddenly he and his grandad heard 
a man shouting, “Help, help!” They 
rushed to the ledge to see what the 
drama was about. They saw an old man 
with his leg stuck under a pile of rocks.  
Both Grandad and Jack ran down the 305 
steps. When they came out the man was 
gone. 
  SLAM! They looked behind them and 
the man was in the light house sticking up 
an L sign with his hand. “Loser, loser!” the 
man shouted with a revolting grin on his 
face. Grandad hung his head and sighed. 
“What’s wrong Grandad?” Jack asked. 
  Grandad explained. “I’m hiding gold 
from an old friend. I was the only person 
he trusts to keep it. He is dead now so 
technically the gold is mine.”
  “Can’t we figure out a plan?” asked 
Jack.
  “Maybe,” said Grandad. “But he is 
going to be suspicious and it won’t be easy.”
Jack ran home. “Where are you going?” 
asked his grandad.
  “I’ll be back in a jiffy. I have a plan,” 
replied Jack. 
  Jack came back with fake blood. “What 
are you doing with that?” asked Grandad. 
  “The only way to get back in the 
lighthouse is to give him is a taste of his on 
medicine,” said Jack. “It will be hard, but I 
will be able to do it.” 
  “Follow my steps,” ordered Jack. Jack 
put fake blood all over himself. Grandad put 
fake blood on himself too. They went to the 
beach, just as the old man did.
  Jack called out, “Help, help!” 
  “What is he thinking?” his grandad 
thought. Then Jack put a load of rocks 
under his foot. The old man looked out from 
the window from the lighthouse to see what 
the commotion was about. 
  “We have fallen and a load of rocks fell 
on us,” explained Jack.
  The old man came down from the 

lighthouse to have a closer look. “Now!” 
yelled Jack. 
  His grandfather and he rushed back 
into the lighthouse and slammed the door 
“Loser, loser,” they shouted at the man. 
  “Thanks Jack, I couldn’t have done it 
without you!” said Grandad.

Harry Fraser
Co Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER’S 
DAUGHTER

It was a dark and stormy night on Rocky 
Island. The waves crashed and bashed 
against the shore. Inside a little cottage, the 
lighthouse keeper was in bed feeling very ill. 
“Someone has to turn on the lighthouse 
light,” he said. 

  “I will do it,” said. his daughter bravely. 
“You taught me to do it a few weeks ago.”
  She put on her wet gear, took the 
torch and key, and headed out the door. 
When she was outside, she turned on 
the torch. The lighthouse wasn’t far away 
from her house. She could make out the 
outline of the lighthouse in the darkness of 
the night. As she was walking towards the 
lighthouse,e there was a sudden clap of 
thunder which came out of nowhere. She 
got such a fright she fell over. 
  She checked her pockets to see if the 
key was still there and to her horror it was 
missing. She rummaged in the mud, but she 
couldn’t find the key. After a few minutes of 
searching she spotted something silver in 
the mud. She pulled it out. It was the key! 
She put the key back in her pocket and held 
it tight. The thunder was getting louder and 
the flashes of lightning were getting more 
frequent, but she did not fall over again.
  Soon she was at the lighthouse door. 
She got the key out of her pocket and 
unlocked the door. She went inside and 
closed the door. It was dark inside so she 
turned on her torch again and then she ran 
up the spiral staircase as fast as she could. 
When she was at the top she peered 
out through the glass and saw a ship 
approaching the rocks. Quickly she ran 
over to the controls and pressed the big red 
button and pulled the green lever. Suddenly 
a bright light came on behind her and shone 
out into the sea. The ship turned away from 
the rocks following the light of the lighthouse 
to safety of the mainland. She had saved 
everyone on the ship, she was a hero. 
  From that moment on she knew what 
she wanted to be when she grew up — a 
lighthouse keeper like her dad. 

Saoirse McEvoy
Co Galway
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LIGHTING THE WAY

It is stormy night in the middle of winter. 
There is a family living in a very big 
lighthouse. The dad’s name is Paul 
and he is a master of the sea. His wife 
is Kate and she is an artist who paints 
landscapes. 
  Paul and Kate have two children 
called Karina and Alison. They have a 
dog called Sandy and he is trained in 
search and rescue. Their lighthouse is in 
West Cork and it has been in the family 
for over 100 years.
  On this very dark night the children 
are playing pirates in their bedroom. Kate 
is painting and Paul is at the top of the 
lighthouse, looking out for ships in the 
night. Suddenly Sandy let out a loud 
bark. The whole family rush to see what 
the matter is. 
  They see a megalodon circling a 
trawler and the captain is shouting for 
help. Paul hurries to turn on the light so 
the captain knew where the lighthouse 
was. The captain sees the light and 
begins to sail towards the shore, while 
Paul and Sandy distracted the megalodon 
by sailing out in the lifeboat. 
  The wind is crashing the waves 
against the boat and it is hard to see with 
all the rain in their faces. Sandy spots the 
megalodon and begins to jump up and 
down. Sandy’s bark scares off the shark 
and it disappears into the distance. There 
is a sigh of relief and everyone goes to 
shore to meet the captain.
  Kate painted a picture of their wild 
adventure. Karina and Alison made 
cupcakes and they all drank tea by the 
sea. The megalodon was never to be 
seen again.

Corrina O’Shea Ryan
Co Cork

THE LIGHTHOUSE

Eleanor pedalled along the dusty lane.
  “See you, sucker!” she yelled back 
along the path to her younger brother Mike.
  “No fair!” he yelled “You got a head 
start!”
  Eleanor rolled her eyes in exasperation.
  No, you did, she thought to herself, 
thinking of the way her brother had pedalled 
away without her even having her helmet 
ready.
  But as usual Mike told lies.
  “Oh!” she gasped jolted out of her 
thoughts as she rounded the corner and she 
caught a glimpse of the lighthouse. 
  “I`m going to get there first!” she yelled 
to Mike, laughing as his little legs pedalled 
even faster. 
  When she got to the lighthouse, 
Eleanor threw her bike down and ran up the 
steps, hoping to get to the top before Mike 
arrived. But what she saw made her stop in 
her tracks.
  The door to the lighthouse was ajar. It 
was never open always closed and locked.
  Eleanor, Mike and their other brother 
were the only ones who had keys bar their 
dad, who had given them a very strict lecture 
on the importance of locking the door.
  She slid into the room hoping to catch 
someone. She looked around but there was 
no one in sight.
  Hmmm, Eleanor thought. Ah well, Mike 
must have forgotten to lock it last time.
  Just then Mike came skidding around 
the corner 
  “Why’s the door ajar?” he asked.
  “I don`t know. I thought you left it open 
last time.”
  “No, I locked it last time”
  Hmmm, thought Eleanor again.

Ava Winston
Co Dublin
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A WAY HOME

Have you ever seen a lighthouse? 
Those big red and white things. If 
you have, you’ll probably think they 
are pretty cool. I know I think so. Do you 
know what they are used for?  I’ve often 
wondered.
  Anyway, here’s my lighthouse story. 
Hope you enjoy it!
  This is a well-known story told to me about 
twenty times about a boy called Jack and his dad 
Luke.  Jack’s dad loved to sail. Jack and his father 
sailed everywhere. Jacks father lived in a house beside a 
big lighthouse. Luke lived alone because Mia, Luke’s wife and 
Jack’s mom, lived in a different house because she hated the 
smell of the sea, but Luke and Jack loved it. Sometimes Luke and 
Jack camped on the beach because they love the smell so much.  Jack loved spending time 
with his dad doing father and son adventures or having fun in nature, just things like that. 
Mia wasn’t much of a nature person but sometimes went on the walks to do something 
with her family. 
  One sunny Saturday Luke went sailing without Jack (so rude!). Luke loved to sail even 
more than Jack and Jack LOVED to sail. Luke liked the quiet because Jack was always 
asking questions, just like every other kid I know. Now this is the bit that you need to listen 
to - so this night Luke went out all by himself and he never came back Dun dun dun!!! Just 
kidding.
  When Luke went off sailing, he got really tired and fell off his boat!! Just kidding again.
  He was still really tired though, so he found a blanket, sailed the boat ashore and fell 
asleep on the beach. The next day when Luke woke up, he was really hungry. He went 
searching for food but all he found was a worm. He was so hungry that he ATE the worm. I 
would hate to eat a worm. I don’t know how the worm filled him up but suddenly he wasn’t 
that hungry anymore. So Luke got back on his boat and sailed for home. It was taking a 

long time to get there, and Luke got really tired again. He fell asleep but he before he 
did, he anchored the boat to make sure the boat wouldn’t move (but it didn’t really 

work) so Luke found himself drifting in the middle of nowhere.  He then saw a 
really big building really far away, with a big light shining at the top of it. He 

was so happy then because he knew he was nearly home, and that he was 
going to see his son and wife.

  Luke finally sailed to the lighthouse beside his house, and he 
was so happy to be home. He went to the lighthouse to say 

thanks you for guiding him home and of course he had to get 
himself locked into the lighthouse!

Anna Bradley
Co Galway

THE MYSTERIOUS MEN

One day a girl was out walking by the beach and she 
came across a forest. 
  Now you are probably wondering what this girl’s name is? 
Well, it is Maddie…and she is very adventurous! 
  When Maddie was about halfway in, she came to an enormous 
clearing, but the trees were curving above it to make it look like nothing 
was there. As Maddie looked up, she saw something that made her gasp. 
There is was a lighthouse! It was quite small but still something to stare at. 
The lighthouse was still in pretty good shape, so nervously Maddie went in. So 
far so good, she thought. 
  As she walked on up into the lighthouse, she heard the sound of shouting voices, 
so she slowed down to listen. 
  “No, I told you it is Friday night at 10 o’clock!”
  “Yes, boss,” said another voice. 
  Maddie peeked round the door and saw a group of men. 
  “Okay, that’s it settled then,” said the man who looked like the leader of the gang. 
“Now let’s go before someone catches us.”
  With that they all started to move from the tiny room. 
  Meanwhile Maddie was watching this and quickly hurried down the steps. She wasn’t 
afraid so she ran on down in front of the men and out of the forest at a tremendous pace. 
Finally, she stopped and took a break. A couple of minutes later the men appeared, but one 
of them was limping which was unusual. But Maddie just started walking again, like nothing 
had happened, but also trying to remember “Friday night at 10 o’clock.”
  As she crept along the path to the forest, Maddie thought about what she would do. 

Would she catch the men on whatever they were doing? Or should she just wait and see? 
  It was Friday night at five minutes to ten and Maddie snuck out of her house. She 

was going to see what the men were doing. When she got to the lighthouse, there 
was a dim light. She went in. Up around the spiral staircase and like before, there 

were voices. They were getting closer and closer, so Maddie ran downstairs 
and hid outside. 

  A moment later the men came downstairs, carrying a large chest 
that was overflowing with gold and silver. They staggered over to 

beneath a tree. The other men started digging in silence, but they 
didn’t notice Maddie running off to ger the police. 
  A couple of minutes later, Maddie and the police came 

creeping up and when they shouted, “Stop moving!” The men 
knew that they were caught,and they were put to jail. 

  The stolen gold and silver was put back and Maddie was 
most happy. 

Eve Courtney
Co Down
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THE SUPER HEROES SAVE THE 
LIGHTHOUSE

There is a lighthouse off the coast in 
Baltimore in Co. Cork. It was the most 
beautiful lighthouse when I looked at it from 
the shore. At night a bright light shines all 
around from it. It was surrounded by sharks 
in a flat but sometimes stormy sea. 
  On holidays there were three girls 
named Rebecca, Sadhbh and Martha. They 
felt like future super heroes. They always 
wished that they could be future superheroes 
but they were not. 
  They saw two children crossing the 
road and a tractor coming at high speed 
towards them. Sadhbh jumped on the tractor 
and stopped it just before it hit the children. 
Martha and Rebecca got to the children just 
in time to help them to the pavement. The 
people on the street applauded them. They 
were so happy.      
  One person did not applaud them. Her 
name was Ailbhe.

DIAMOND SHARD GOES TO THE 
MOON

Once there was a young boy called Diamond 
Shard. He was a fan of space and astronauts. 
Diamond Shard had travelled in time from 
2020 to 1969. He went back to see the 
Apollo 11 lift off. As he walked towards the 
NASA building, Diamond met a man who 
seemed to be wearing a NASA crest on his 
t-shirt. 
  Diamond curiously asked him, “Excuse 
me sir, who are you?”
  “I am Michael Collins, an astronaut 
from NASA,” replied the man quite proudly. 
“What’s your name, little boy?”
  “My name is Diamond and I like outer 

space a lot,” said Diamond happily. “Can you 
show me what the NASA building looks like 
inside?!” he asked nervously and excitedly.
  “Sure, but not after Level 4,” said 
Michael Collins.
  “Of course! But why not!?”  said 
Diamond.
  First, they went to the 1st floor, were 
they saw rocket parts, Apollo 11 models and 
people drinking hot chocolates. On the 2nd 
floor they saw engineers having a final look 
at the blueprint of the Apollo 11. On the 3rd 
floor he met Neil Armstrong and Buzz Aldrin. 
  “Well, hello there!” said the two. 
  “Hello to you too!!!” said Diamond ever 
so happily.
  On the fourth floor he saw a brilliant 
view of the rocket. It had shiny letters that 
read ‘APOLLO 11’ and ‘NASA.’
  “Your tour is over. You must leave now, 
as the lift off starts in 15 minutes,” said 
Michael Collins. 
  “Thank you, Mr. Collins!” thanked 
Diamond.
  Diamond walked down the stairs and 
had a look at the room on the 3rd floor. He 
walked closer and closer and then slipped 
on a banana peel and unknowingly toppled 
towards the door leading to the rocket. 
  He walked further, thinking it was 
the exit. When he reached the rocket, he 
realised where he was. He tried to get out, 
but the doors closed and the countdown had 
started. He banged the doors and windows, 
but nothing happened. In ten seconds, the 
rocket had left the land and had gone into 
the air.
  “Oh no, uh oh, Nooooooooooooooooo
ooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo
ooooooooooooooooooooO!” cried Diamond. 
“I didn’t bring any food with me and I won’t 
be returning for hours,” he said to himself. 
“Wait a second, if I look around the rocket, I 
might find some food.”
  He found food and he was entertained 
by the zero gravity until they landed on the 
moon. When Diamond felt the THUD he 
realised where he had arrived. The moon! 

He came after Neil Armstrong and as he 
climbed down, he heard him say, “That’s 
one small step for man and one giant leap 
for mankind.”
  After Diamond had heard that, he was 
the happiest boy on the moon. All his life he 
wanted to see and hear this moment. But 
now he got something even more incredible, 
he got to observe it in real life. He then 
took a rusty old telescope he had brought 
(originally for seeing the rocket landing on 
the moon but not anymore).
  He pointed at London. He saw a 
beach. It was a rather rocky beach. No sand 
anywhere. Just a few miles away he spotted 
a lighthouse. It looked as though it had been 
built yesterday! Fantastically, he saw his 
parents as very young people. 
  “Mama and Papa look so different,” 
Diamond said to himself. “I can only 
recognise them from the pictures on the 
walls of our house. Amazing! I better write 
about this in my journal!”

The next day the girls went over to Ailbhe. 
When they got into her house, they could 
smell a bad scent.  They said, “Who are 
you?”
  She said, “I will make you superheroes, 
but only if you get me that lighthouse.”
  The following day the girls went over 
to the lighthouse on their rib. They wore life 
jackets. Martha was driving the rib.  The sea 
was calm. The seagulls were squawking like 
mice screaming. There was a salty taste in 
Martha’s mouth that would not go away.
  The rib came ashore and the girls 
jumped off.  They looked up in surprise.                                                                                                                                        
  The lighthouse was white all around 
and the paint was cracked and rusty looking 
and the light was not shining during the 
day. They saw an old brown door and six 
red windows.  The sea was as calm as a 
leaf touching the ground. There were buoys 
floating all round in the water. 
  They climbed up two steps and knocked 
on the door to see if anybody was there. But 
nobody answered. They tried to open the 
door but it was completely stuck. The girls 
sat down on the steps and ten minutes later 
a rib came slowly across the water. A man 
got off the boat, dressed in dungarees, welly 
boats and an old shirt. 
  “Would you like to come in?” he said.
  The girls smiled and said, “Yes”.
  They went into a room covered in 
seashells. They asked him did he know a 
woman called Ailbhe. He said, “Yes I do. In 
fact, she wants to steal my lighthouse”
  Martha, Rebecca and Sadhbh looked 
at each other in shock.
  “Steal,” they said . Then they told the 
man that Ailbhe had asked them to get the 
lighthouse for her.
  The man smiled and thanked them for 
coming to the lighthouse and for telling him 
that. He explained that it is there to guide 
ships away from the rocks at night . The big 
light shines all around and boats know to 
steer away from danger.
  “Ailbhe will never get my lighthouse and 
you girls are superheroes.”

Martha Maguire
Co. Dublin

Aarav Yatgiri
Co Dublin
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THE DARK NIGHT

It was a dark night in the year 1830 and the lighthouse keeper was finishing his solitary 
dinner, shuddering each time a thunderclap sounded. That night ship wreckers had arrived 
on the island from the mainland to wait for a ship carrying gold bullion, which was passing 
on its way from South America to London.
  Waves crashed against the rocks as the lighthouse keeper opened the door to see 
what was causing the noise outside. A fire had been lit on the steps leading to the sea. He 
approached the fire to investigate. To his surprise, three men jumped out, and pointing guns 
at him. They tied him up then stepped into the lighthouse. 
  The lighthouse keeper heard glass smash then noticed when the lamp’s flame at 
the top of the lighthouse was extinguished. The sky was almost pitch black and the ship 
was getting closer and closer to the rocks. As the ship wreckers ran out of the lighthouse, 
they doused the fire with a bucket of water they took from the lighthouse. The lighthouse 
keeper discovered the knot in the rope holding him was loose and eventually escaped, but 
he couldn’t see anything and fell straight into the sea. 
  The ship wreckers waited impatiently for the ship to crash into the rocks. They knew 
the gold would be theirs after the collision.
  The lighthouse keeper was treading water but didn’t know which way shore was and 
he was close to exhaustion. When lightning struck, he spotted a smugglers’ cave and swam 
quickly to it. Once he recovered his breath, he found a lamp and matches, which revealed 
a set of steps going upwards. He reached the summit of the steps which led back to the 
headland. Finding a pile of old dead wood, he threw the lamp with all his might to light a 
big fire.
  The ship wreckers were puzzled when they saw the flames. They rushed towards the 
headland to put the fire out. The lighthouse keeper had hidden behind a rock. After the men 
had passed the rock the lighthouse keeper stealthily approached the three ship wreckers. 
He quietly wrestled the first to the ground, tying him up with ropes he had taken from the 
smugglers’ cave. He repeated this with the second ship wrecker, but the third turned and 
saw him. The third ship wrecker raised his fists and a struggle broke out. The lighthouse 
finally overcame the ship wrecker and secured him in the ropes too. 
  In the meantime, the ship’s captain saw the fire on the headland and was able to steer 
the ship to safety. 
  The lighthouse keeper held the ship wreckers captive until the police arrived in the 
morning. The ship wreckers were taken to prison and the lighthouse keeper went upstairs 
alone to start the repairs to the lamp. 

Michael Doherty
Co Down

JIMMY JOHNSON AND GIBBY GOBSON GET  
LOOSE, GET WRECKED AND GET PIZZA

Jimmy Johnson and Gibby Gobson were lighthouse keepers, roommates, best friends and 
second cousins once removed.
  They lived on their lighthouse on a rock in the middle of the ocean.  The last time they 
saw a ship was 1998 but they thought it best to keep the light on. You know, just in case.
  Unfortunately the lighthouse was upside down, unlike traditional lighthouses.  This was 
due to the architect holding the plans upside down for the entire build process, but the rock 
was small and it was really more about the lifestyle now more than anything else.  
  Jimmy Johson and Gibby Gobson spent their time reading books, as the lighthouse 
pretty much took care of itself, and they spent their evenings reading stories of villains, 
knights, cowboys and wizards by the light of the lighthouse. 
  As well as their reading, Jimmy Johnson and Gibby Gobson had over the years collected 
six sharks, fourteen octopi and fifty-three fish of various species.  They didn’t know the 
individual names but they were pretty sure one was a halibut.
  On a day not unlike most others, they heard a rumble.  Then they heard a murmur, 
followed by a gurgle and then a turdle.
  It was the kraken.  He had never been never happy with the lighthouse, having objected 
to the planning permission on several occasions.  But the straw that broke the kraken’s 
back was Gibby Gobson netting his favourite nephew for the aquarium.
  With a swift karate chop, the lighthouse was upended into the ocean and floated down 
into the murky depths.
  Jimmy Johnson and Gibby Gibson held their breath and each other’s hands and hoped 
for a miracle. 
  That miracle came in the shape of an unexploded bomb from a German U-boat.  When 
the lighthouse landed on the bomb it exploded and shot the lighthouse into the air.
  They were sure they were going to land on the moon or Mars or maybe some new 
planet but they ended up in Freddy Fredson’s garden.  Freddy, despite his name, was no 
relation.
  Freddy Fredson was an archaeologist.  He had just returned from Italy with a recipe for 
pizza sauce from Leonardo da Vinci.  Not that Leonardo da Vinci, but rather a well-known 
pizza chain from the same time.
  As well as a tasty sauce, Freddy Fredson believed this would be an excellent cement 
to rebuild the now pretty much demolished lighthouse.  Early signs was promising but as 
they put the light back on the top, the sauce gave way, mainly because it had no binding 
properties whatsoever.  
  Jimmy Johnson and Gibby Gobson screamed with terror and delight as the light, now 
beheaded from the rest of the structure, rolled at great speed towards the ocean.
  With a splash and a whoosh, Jimmy Johnson and Gibby Gobson landed in the ocean.  
With arms for paddles, they made their way back towards their rock, with a craving for pizza.  
One plain cheese, one pepperoni.

Eli Gannon
Co Roscommon
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Josh Curran
Co Longford
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THE GREAT GALLEY HEAD LIGHTHOUSE ADVENTURE

Zoe and Evan’s dad worked as a lighthouse keeper in Galley Head in County Cork. They 
lived in the semi-detached house just beside the lighthouse. Their neighbours were called 
Carol and Richard they had one child called Sammy. He was a spoilt little brat. 
  When Zoe and Evan’s dad was working at the lighthouse every second month, they 
loved exploring.  The lighthouse it was very old and had the most powerful and expensive 
light in the world!
  This month Zoe and Evan’s dad was working there. 
  One day Zoe and Evan went out to the lighthouse early in the morning. They looked 
forward to every second month their Dad worked there. On nearly every trip they found or 
learned something new about the lighthouse. Since it was early in the morning, Zoe looked 
in the cupboard to get something to eat. She reached her hand in to whatever was there 
but she didn’t feel anything she just felt the back of the press. Somehow she pushed it and 
it moved. 
  “Evan, Evan, come here!” the girl shouted. 
  Evan ran over to his big sister. “What’s wrong?” he asked in a concerned tone.
  “I’ve found a secret passage. Look, there is a map!” Zoe said excitedly.
  The map said: Look through the secret passage and something is waiting for you 
inside.
  “OMG, WHAT COULD BE WAITING INSIDE THERE? COULD IT BE A MONSTER?!” 
screeched Evan. 
  “Oh, Evan don’t be a wimp. Come on, we have to check it out!” said Zoe excitedly. 
  In they went through the secret passage. “Oh, it is so dark in here. I’m scared,”  
said the boy in fear. Zoe just ignored Evan and went on crawling through the dark narrow 
passage. 
  “Oh wow! Look, Evan, there is a safe and there must be some sort of room behind it!” 
exclaimed Zoe. 
  “Oh!” said Evan. 
  “What do you mean, ‘oh’? You are just wasting my time, Evan,” said Zoe fiercely. 
When Zoe was solving a mystery she was in serious business mode.
  “Look there is a faint carving on the wall with numbers carved into it,” said Evan, trying 
to help in some possible way. 
  “What does it say?” asked Zoe.
  “2438” replied Evan. 
  “Now you’re talking,” said Zoe impressed by her brother’s work. 
  “And we’re in!” said Zoe.
  Zoe and Evan were stunned to see what they found it was a room full of gold bars the 
amount was worth an absolute fortune. But why would somebody put a load of gold bars in 
the lighthouse and leave them all like that just sitting there for years?
  “Oh my golly gosh!!” cried Zoe.
  The second Zoe said, “Oh my golly gosh,” they could hear footsteps. 
  “Oh no, there’s footsteps!” whispered Evan in fear. 
  “What will they say when they see us in a room full of gold bars?” cried Zoe, probably 
too loud. The footsteps got louder and louder - what were they going to do? 
  “Dad, look at this!” said a voice. It was a voice of a spoilt brat. It was Sammy, with  
his dad by the sounds of it. Zoe and Evan could see Sammy looking in through the door of 
the safe. 

Ríona Diamond
Co Sligo

  “Dad, someone is in here,” said Sammy. “Probably Zoe and Evan. Who else could it 
be? I mean, we two families are the only ones on the cliff,” explained Sammy’s dad. 
  “Well, I am going to see.” said Sammy stubbornly. 
  This worried Zoe and Evan. They tried their best to hide, but there was nowhere. 
  “What are ye doing in here? Oh, holy crap! What the heck is in here? Gold bars?” 
Sammy said.
  “Enough with those words, son.” called out Sammy’s dad. 
  “I will be back,” snarled Sammy.
  Zoe and Evan frantically looked around the room. It was quite dark and hard to see 
anything. 
  “Feel with your hands, Evan!” whispered Zoe. Evan found what looked like an old 
scroll. It looked really old and delicate. They opened it carefully. 
  “What does that say?” Zoe wondered.
  Zoe took out her phone and turned on the torch to see better. “It’s in Spanish!” cried 
Zoe. 
  “Can you understand it?” asked Evan. 
  “It says, 1588, Este es al Tesoro de la Armada Espanola,” said Zoe. “I think that means 
1588, This is the treasure of the Spanish Armada.”
  Just then Zoe and Evan heard a lot of footsteps. It was their dad, with Sammy and 
Richard. 
  “Zoe!! Evan!!!” they shouted. 
  “We are in here!” Evan called out. 
  “Look what we found!” said Zoe excitedly. 
  They all sat around the mountain of gold in shock. Sammy burst out and shouted 
excitedly, “Oh wow! I am rich, I am rich.” 
  “Calm yourself, boy,” scolded his dad. 
  “Where did this come from? “said Zoe and Evan’s dad. 
  “Well, it looks like it could be from an old shipwreck from the Spanish Armada. Many 
hundreds of years ago, ships were wrecked all along the Irish coast. Some were rumoured 
to have treasure aboard that was never found.” said Sammy’s dad.
  “We need to call Sergeant Willie O’Sullivan.” said Zoe. 
  “You’re right,” said Evan. 
  “No way!” shouted Sammy. “I am rich, I am rich!” he squealed. 
  “Oh, be quiet!” they all shouted together at a very disappointed Sammy.
Sergeant Willie O’Sullivan arrived soon after. “Well, well, what do we have here? Isn’t this a 
fine haul? We will have to let the Irish and Spanish governments know what we have found,” 
he informed them.
  So they let Sergeant O’Sullivan go about his business. There was much commotion 
around the lighthouse the next few days. RTÉ, Virgin Media, Sky News - they all came to 
the lighthouse to cover the story. They interviewed the children, who were very excited. 
  The Spanish Government was so happy to see the return of their treasure that they 
gave a gold bar each to the children as a reward. 
  Who else knows what other mysteries these lighthouses hold?
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ROCKET LIGHTHOUSE

“Mayday, mayday!” a plane pilot said. “We 
are taking heavy fire! What is that?”
  Another pilot said, “Everyone in the 
world thought it was a legend!” 
  “But it’s true,” said the first pilot. 
  The lighthouse shot a big rocket. The 
plane shot several blasters at the rocket 
lighthouse, but lighthouse rocket resisted 
it and fired back. The big plane got all the 
plane fighters and went away. the rocket 
lighthouse went away too. 

LIGHTHOUSE ON A ROCK

I saw a lighthouse with a blinking light,
It helps people to see at night.
Tall on a rock beside the sea,
Where the lighthouse man holds the key.
In all weather all year round,
The crashing waves are the only sound.

The lighthouse man climbs the round stairs,
Each step shows he cares.
Trouble at sea, storm in the night,
Sailors searching for a light.
Strong lighthouse standing tall,
Always there to save them all!

Amy Mulligan
Co Longford

THE MAGIC LIGHTHOUSE 

Once there were three children called Amy, 
Jack and Lucy.  They arrived at a lovely little 
cottage by the beach for a holiday. 
  They put on their swimming togs and 
headed to the beach. They were having fun 
in the sea when they saw a small light in 
the distance. They decided to swim to the 
light and as they got closer, they saw an old 
lighthouse on an island of rocks. 
  Amy, Jack and Lucy went into the 
lighthouse and up the spiral stairs. When 
they got to the top, they found a little button 
that read: ‘Press Me.’ The children pressed 
it! Suddenly a door opened underneath them, 
and they went shooting down a slide around 
the lighthouse and into a secret cave! 
  In the dark cave they found a trail of 
glittering sand and decided to follow it. The 
trail of glittering sand led deeper into the 
cave. They went deeper and deeper and 
finally came to a magical mermaid kingdom. 
It had glow in the dark jelly fish, a group 
of dancing fish, a giant castle and houses 
made out of seashells and glowing starfish. 
  The king of the mermaids said, “Hi! I 
am so glad you’re here. I’m the Mermaid 
King and we need your help.” 
  “Okay,” said Lucy. “What do you need 
our help with?” 
  The Mermaid King said, “There is this 
evil octopus called Ollie. He is squirting black 
liquid every time there is another creature in 
his territory. When he does this, no one in 
the kingdom can see and they get hurt. Can 
you help?” 
  Jack said, “We will try.” 
  The Mermaid King pointed to the trail of 
purple stones and said to follow it. So they 
did and they arrived at Ollie’s house. 
  Ollie squirted the black liquid again and 
said, “What are you doing in my territory?” 
  He started to chase them, but they 
quickly ran around his tentacles and escaped. 

Then they asked him why he wanted no one 
in his territory. 
  He said, “Well, I am trying to sleep and 
everyone keeps disturbing me. I can’t sleep 
and I am so tired!” 
  “Don’t worry! We will help you, but you 
must promise not to squirt any more black 
liquid,” said Amy. 
  She got two little pieces of coral and 
put them in Ollie’s ears like ear plugs.
  Ollie said, “Thank you! Now I can have 
peace and quiet. Don’t worry, I won’t squirt 
any more black liquid again.” 
  Amy, Jack and Lucy went back to the 
Mermaid King to say everything was all right. 
  The mermaid king said, “Thank you, 
but can you please keep this a secret?”
  He gave them a sparkling magic pearl 
as a gift. He also gave them a ride home on 
his magical giant sea horse. When they got 
to shore, Amy, Jack and Lucy ran home and 
put their PJ’s on and went to bed after a 
long day of adventure.

Emily Richardson
Co Dublin

Suddenly, a huge rocket lighthouse landed 
on the Earth. Everyone was trying to figure 
out what to do with it. One person said that 
he would will keep it. 
  The person’s name was Bob Nicondi. 
He now has his own lighthouse, which is a 
rocket of course, but the President said, “Do 
not mess with the legend of the rocket. Be-
ware.”
  But the prime minister allowed Bob to 
have the light-house. He lived good with it 
but wait! Something was missing. He was 
bored in the lighthouse. 
  “Ahhhhh!” he yelled. It was his 
nightmare. “Ughh, this is it. I want to get out 
of here,” Bob said. He ran into the door and 
bumped into it, and really thought that he 
hated this lighthouse. 
  Bob almost forgot it was a rocket 
lighthouse. He launched it and it went into 
the air. Everyone in Washington saw it blow 
off into the air. The President wasn’t pleased 
to see it launch. 
  He had told Bob, “There will be 
consequences if you keep the lighthouse, 
but even bigger if you use it as a rocket.”
  Bob Nicondi was enjoying his ride so 
far. It was so fun, but wait! He remembered 
that the president had said there will be 
consequences. 
  “I’m not going to listen to that old fool,” 
said Nicondi, as he enjoyed his ride. Two 
minutes later it was going at the speed of 
light. This was a bad idea. 
  Bob Nicondi tried to find a space suit 
but there was none. 
  “Oh, what am I going to do now?  It is 
saying DANGER!”
  “Five minutes left,” the lighthouse said. 
Finally, Bob landed on Earth. The lighthouse 
was stomping on things. 
  “What in the world is going on, Nicondi?” 
said the President. “The lighthouse has 

come to life because of you. We could have 
buried it and now someone has to stop it.”
  Suddenly, someone came flying 
through, it was Super Canobi. Everyone 
yelled. 
  “Everyone thought you were dead,” the 
President said. 
  Canobi rushed to the help and eye 
lasered the lighthouse. The lighthouse 
slapped him, but he resisted. He took a boat 
and threw it at the lighthouse. The lighthouse 
was growing smaller with everything that 
Canobi threw at him. 
  Then it was so small that Canobi 
stepped on it and the lighthouse died. 
Everyone cheered for Super Canobi. 
“I hope you learned your lesson. Never 
ignore a president,” the President said to 
Nicondi and everyone else.

Vyom Punekar
Co Cork
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Leo is a boy, nine years of age, and lives with his 
family in Co. Wexford.  His parents don’t have much 
money but they have enough for food, water and for 
Leo and his little sister to go to school. 
  Leo has a favourite place - it is Hook Head, the 
lighthouse. He loves hearing the sound of the waves 
crashing against the rocks and looking at the seagulls 
catching fish. And every year he and his family go 
camping beside the lighthouse, he just loves it! Leo 
goes to Hook Head Lighthouse a lot, like after school, 
or on the weekend with his family. 
  But bad news came for Leo and his family. It was 
time to pay the rent and they just didn’t have enough 
money. The only solution was to go and live in Dublin 
with his granny. Leo did not like this idea AT ALL! He 
would miss the seagulls and the waves crashing, but 
most of all he would miss the best lighthouse ever. 
  But then Leo remembered something his friend 
Joe had said. He said that the gatekeeper was retiring 

and that they were looking for someone to gate keep 
the lighthouse. That’s when Leo had a great idea. 
This was his idea: he would tell the gatekeeper his 
dad would gate keep the lighthouse and seeing as he 
was moving out, Leo and his family could live in his 
house! 
  Guess what happened: the gatekeeper said 
yes! Also, his parents and sister agreed to live in the 
gatekeeper’s cottage as their granny is quite deaf so 
it is hard to have a good chat for the adults and have 
fun with her for the kids. 
  So I guess everything went well. Leo’s family 
didn’t have to cope with a deaf granny and Leo doesn’t 
have to miss the seagulls and the waves. But best of 
all he gets to live right beside his favourite place!

Olivia Dunne
Co DublinI LIVE RIGHT BESIDE MY 

FAVOURITE PLACE!
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THE GHOST OF HOOK HEAD 
LIGHTHOUSE

Jim and his family were going on a tour to 
Hook Head Lighthouse. It was a long journey 
from his home in Kerry. Jim was sad -  
his German shepherd Adam had died 
recently.
  When he arrived, Jim felt unsettled. He 
couldn’t quite understand it, but he never 
had been the best traveller! Jim spotted the 
tour guide. His name was Timmy.  Jim didn’t 
like the look of him. He had a big scruffy 
beard, a wooden leg, an eyepatch and he 
smoked a long pipe.
  The tour was captivating. Timmy 
showed them cool artefacts and told them 
interesting facts. He had been the keeper 
of this great lighthouse, standing for 848 
years and 35 metres high, for years. There 
was a lot of history in those walls. Stories 
of shipwrecks and rescues -Timmy was well 
able to tell it all! Jim changed his mind about 
Timmy, although he thought he should clean 
himself up a bit. For instance, maybe get a 
glass eye, wear a fake leg and maybe, just 
maybe have an odd shave!
  When they were leaving, Jim felt a hand 
on his back. He turned around.  No one was 
there. He told his mum about the strange 
thing that happened. His mum chuckled and 
said softly, “Oh Jim, It’s just that imagination 
of yours!”
  Jim smiled and tried to forget about 
it. Moments later something grabbed him 
and cupped its hand around Jim’s mouth. 
He was shaking with fear.  He was certain 
it wasn’t just his imagination this time! He 
struggled and shouted. He was hit over the 
head. Piercing pain and terror flooded his 
body.
  When Jim awoke, he didn’t know 
where he was. He was hoping it was his 
imagination again! He was relieved when he 
opened his eyes and saw the familiar tour 
guide. 

HOOK HEAD DISASTER

It was 7.30am in the morning and the 
water was calm. People were out surfing 
and others were walking around and eating 
Wexford strawberries. As the day went on, 
it just got busier out at sea and many ships 
were passing by. 
  At around 5 o’clock, people started 

IN THE NIGHT

One warm summer’s day Annie, Mackenzie 
and their parents went for a picnic on the 
beautiful beach beside the lighthouse they 
lived in. The lighthouse was tall and red and 
white. It had lots of windows and also had a 
cat flap for their cat Clara. 

  Jim let out a sigh of relief-surely Timmy 
could get him out of this nightmare?!  He 
shouted over. “TIMMY! Help, I’ve been 
kidnapped!”
  “It was me, you idiot!” Timmy snapped.
  Jim and Timmy’s eyes locked. 
Questions flooded Jim’s mind. He pleaded, 
“What do you want?”
  Timmy simply replied, “YOUR BODY!!!” 
  “My parents will get you!” Jim cried.
  “Don’t worry,” boomed Timmy. “I’ve 
already taken care of them!!!”
  Suddenly, Timmy’s stomach turned 
invisible. His mum and dad’s faces appeared. 
Had he eaten them?  
  “You’re sick,” cried Jim.
  Suddenly, he heard a dog bark. He 
turned around. It was the ghost of Adam. 
Boy, was Jim happy to see him. The dog 
ran behind him, gnawed the ropes free and 
pounced. Adam looked at Jim and then at 
the light.  Jim recognised this as a telepathic 
sign. He immediately scuttled over to it and 
shone the strong light in the ghost’s direction! 
This caused him to fall off the lighthouse and 
out of this realm forever.
  His mum and dad emerged from the 
deep sea mist. Jim ran into their arms. They 
all heard Adam’s final howl goodbye - his job 
there was done!

Benny Williams
Co Wicklow

to leave, and the gift shop closed at Hook 
Head for the day.  More ships passed and it 
got very busy out at sea again. Hook Head 
Lighthouse light shone brightly to warn ships 
of rocks nearby. 
  Just after midnight, as the Rosslare 
ferry passed, the lighthouse light broke, and 
the Hook Head lighthouse had no spare 
bulb. They called the Irish Water emergency 
line and they were told it would be twenty 
minutes, so they decided to call the Irish 
military base they said they would be there 
in eight minutes.     
  The army arrived and shone their light 
at the Rosslare ferry, but there was not any 
sign of the ferry, as there was not enough 
light to see it. 
When the Irish Water Emergency Crew 
arrived, they worked with the army, and both 
shone their lights so they could warn the 
ferry.  The ferry went very close to the shore. 
  Everyone was afraid that there would 
be a crash. The captain of the ferry saw the 
bright lights from the shore and knew that 
he had to be careful of the rocks ahead. The 
lights guided him into shore and everyone 
was safe. 
  The lighthouse bulb was replaced, and 
they were even given a spare bulb just in 
case. Disaster averted! 

Sean Phelan
Co Meath

Annie and Mackenzie were identical twins. 
They had ginger hair and green eyes.  Annie 
was funny and happy; she always made her 
sister laugh. Mackenzie was kind and playful; 
she loved playing with her sister. They lived 
in a small town by the ocean. After the picnic 
they went home and played with their cat 
Clara. Soon it was time for their dinner.
  After dinner they were sent to bed – 
but they didn’t go. Instead they snuck out 
Clara’s cat flap and quietly ran to the beach 
to see their two mermaid friends Pearl and 
Emily. They did this every night for the next 
couple of months. Until one night, when their 
parents were at the top of the lighthouse and 
saw their kids and the mermaids.
  They immediately rushed to the beach 
and brought their kids inside! They were 
angry because years ago the mermaids had 
tried to flood the town and make it theirs. 
As soon as they got into the enormous 
lighthouse the parents blocked off the cat 
flap and told the girls they were forbidden to 
ever see the mermaids again!
  Two long days later, the girls found 
a way out of the lighthouse. They waited 
until their parents were asleep and climbed 
through the window and ran to the beach 
through a gap they found in the hedge.
  There they saw Pearl and Emily on the 
beach with legs! The mermaids said that 
they found out if they go on land they turn 
human. Annie and Mackenzie tricked their 
parents by saying Pearl and Emily were their 
friends that they met at the beach beside the 
lighthouse. 
  The girls became best friends, and to 
this day they still are.

Isla Gillam
Co Down
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AN EVENING TO REMEMBER

Every summer I go to West Cork with my 
family for my nana and grandad’s wedding 
anniversary. All my cousins are there and we 
have great fun.  
  Last year, in the afternoon before the 
meal, my dad took my cousin Farren and 
I to see the Galley Head Lighthouse near 
Clonakilty. We had never been to a lighthouse 
before. After a long drive we arrived near the 
lighthouse. It had been a nice day but storm 
clouds were gathering. I stopped to look out 
at sea and saw that a big ship was coming 
towards us, dangerously close. I looked 
at the lighthouse but it wasn’t giving any 
signals to the ship. 
  The storm was really picking up now. 
The sky was grey, the wind was howling and 
the waves were crashing against the cliffs.  
Suddenly there was a bolt of lightning and 
thunder rumbled in the distance. We were all 
getting anxious and were ready to leave but 
we had to save the ship from the rocks. Dad 
told us to follow him and we all ran after him. 
We had a look around the lighthouse and 
Farren spotted a sign saying, ”AUTOMATIC 
LIGHTHOUSE — KEEP OUT!” 
  But this was an emergency so Dad 
knocked  the door down. 
  Next we ran up to what seemed like 
hundreds and hundreds of steps. By the 
time we got to the top we were all really 
tired, all we wanted to do was to rest. But 
we had a ship to save. Dad told us to look 
around to see if anything was wrong. We 
looked around frantically. We didn’t have 
long until the ship crashed. 
  “Here!” shouted my dad. Dad had found 
the problem. “This cable is disconnected!”
  He reconnected the cable and 
immediately the lighthouse was back in 
action. We heard the ship blow its horn and 
slowly turn from danger. “Hurray!”! We all 
shouted as we jumped up and down with joy 
and relief. 
  What a story we had to tell when we 
met up with everyone else for dinner!

LARRY THE LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time there was a lighthouse named Larry. And one day 
Larry’s light wasn’t working. That night a ship was coming in, so he knew 
he had to fix it.  
  Larry had alien friends up in space, so he shouted up to them. 
“Come and help me! My light is not working!”  
  So the aliens came down from space to help Larry. They brought 
their spaceship. It had a never-ending light, so it could shine instead of 
Larry’s light until he was fixed. 
  While the aliens were parking their spaceship, Larry looked out to 
sea and saw two boys in their kayak, who were heading his way.  Larry 
never usually told humans that he could talk, but the boys seemed nice 
so he called to them and said “Hey, I am Larry! What are your names?”  
The boys looked a bit puzzled but decided to go say hello. 
  When they went over, Larry began talking to them and soon the 
boys got to know him, so they chatted away. 
  Then Larry told them his deepest secret - that he had legs and 
could walk!  The two boys looked shocked. They couldn’t believe it.  
  Larry said he needed to go into town to get a light bulb and asked if 
the boys would go with him. The boys said yes, so Larry kicked the rocks 
with his feet and got up.  His shoes were made from rocks! 
  Larry and the boys set off.  When they got to the town Larry couldn’t 
fit through the door, so the boys had to go in for him. While the boys 
were in getting the light bulb, a man came across Larry and asked, “Do 
you want to come have a meal?” 
  Larry had often heard people say that, because they were hungry 
after sailing, but no-one had ever asked him before.  The man took Larry 
back to his house.
  When they got there, the man said, “NOW YOU’RE TRAPPED! HA 
HA HA!” 
  But Larry saw that the door was open, so he made a run for it.  
  When Larry got back to the light shop the boys were just coming 
out.  They had got the new light bulb – Larry was delighted!
  “Do you want to go over to that café?” they said, pointing to it.  Larry 
agreed so they went and had their meal.  A little while later, they brought 
Larry back to the sea said their goodbyes. 
  The aliens had been waiting all day! Next, they had to take the old 
light bulb out and replace it with the new one, which took a while.  
  When it was in place, Larry got back in his hole and the aliens 
stayed a while longer and played cards with him.  Finally, Larry turned on 
his new light and it shone brightly over the sea.   
  The aliens said goodbye and set off once again on their spaceship.  
What a busy day it had been!

Kayla Rose Byrne
Co Wicklow

Caoimhe Daly
Co Kerry
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THE LEGEND OF HOOK HEAD

One day there was a storm. A sailor was in the storm on his boat. He saw a 
yellowish light in the distance. It was flashing. He used the light to guide him to 
land. He landed his boat on a nearby beach. He could see the lighthouse and 
there was a sign. It said, HOOK HEAD LIGHTHOUSE.
  There was a mansion near the lighthouse. He walked to the mansion but 
somehow, he was not that wet. The year was 1713. He saw some people 
loading stuff into a carriage. There were two children, three women and four 
men. 
  He shouted, “Help!”
  After yelling it a couple of times, they heard him. They got in the carriage 
and went over to him and he got in the carriage. 
  He introduced himself saying, “My name is Jack. What are your names?”
  The children answered first. The boy said, “My name is Bill.”
  “My name is Mary,” said the girl. 
  One of the ladies said, “My name is Lady Polly.”
  “And mine is Lord John,” said the gentleman sitting beside Lady Polly.
  Then the coach man said, “My name is Dullahan,” with a nod.
  “I’m Sean,” said the cook.
  “Lady Anne,” said one of the young women (not a child). 
  “Evonne,” said the young lady dressed in a maid’s uniform.  
  “Jeffrey,” said the young man in the butler’s uniform. 
  “Where have you come from on this wild night?” asked Lord John. 
  “I was sailing from Cork to Dublin and got caught in the storm,” replied Jack. 
  By the time they had finished introducing each other, they had reached the 
lighthouse. Lord John jumped out of the carriage. He knocked on the door of the 
lighthouse. The lighthouse keeper opened the door they all ran in. There was the 
lighthouse keeper and his wife. They had a son who looked about ten. 
  “What are your names? Mine is Jack,” asked the stranger. 
  The boy went first. “My name is Tom.”
  Then his mother. “My name is Jane,” she said. 
  Finally, the lighthouse keeper. “My name is Eamonn,” he said. 
  The children got into their bed clothes and they played tiddlywinks. After a 
while the children went to bed. 
  The adults sat down and had a chat by the fire.
  “Tomorrow I shall go to Dublin,” said Jack after a while. 
  “Good. Look, let’s go to sleep,” said Lady Polly.
  They all went to their bedrooms and went to sleep. Jack went back 
downstairs at 3am and howled, which woke them all up. They all ran downstairs 
and they saw him go through a wall. 
  The others rushed over to the door. It was calm outside as the storm had 
passed. There was a full moon out lighting the part of the night that was beyond 
the light from the overhead bulb. They could not believe what they saw. 
  It was Jack. floating out to his ship. They watched the ship drift away into 
the night.  

 

EAGLE EYE PAT AND THE LITTLE LIGHTHOUSE

One Friday afternoon Daddy came home with a big surprise. Guess what 
it was? It was a boat!
  After a good few years, the boat had been painted, furnished and 
was ready to go. It eventually got a name. It is called Eagle Eye Pat! It 
was named after my Nanny Pat.
  Once the engine was attached, life jackets bought and all of the 
modern equipment put in, Daddy and I decided to go and test it out.
  When we pulled up at the lough shore, we got our life jackets on 
and the emergency radio station ready in case it was needed.
  Next, we embarked and Daddy got the engine going. While I was 
starting to pull the ropes onboard, we noticed that the water had started 
to get really choppy. 
  We thought that it was just a little patch of turbulent water and 
continued on. As we went further into the bay, staying between the port 
and starboard markers, the waves reduced so we continued. 
  Over the noise of the engine we heard the radio crackling to life, 
so we immediately turned up the volume. The message was repeating 
over and over: “Lough Neagh Rescue, we require assistance as we are 
drifting towards the rocks at Ballyronan.”
  As we were some distance away, we echoed the message so that 
other boaters could hear and possibly help. We could no longer hear the 
messages as we passed the River Bann at Toome, and as we rounded 
the bay, we noticed a flashing light in the distance. 
  Deciding to investigate, we sped towards the flashing light and as 
we approached Daddy was careful to stay upwind of the obstacle ahead. 
Soon we could tell that a small boat was drifting towards the shallow 
rocks at Cranfield. This was the boat that had sent the message on the 
radio. As we were the only people around, we had to try and help. 
  Daddy asked me to pick up the radio and repeat this message: 
“Lough Neagh Rescue this is Eagle Eye Pat. Confirmed sighting of small 
craft approaching rocks at Cranfield. Stand by to assist.” 
  We threw the people a rope and secured it to our boat, before 
towing them safely to shore. Just as we stepped ashore, a violent storm 
erupted so we all sought shelter in the nearby lighthouse.
  The people we had rescued were very grateful. They explained that 
they had tried to catch some fish and had got lost on the lough, drifting 
for hours just as we had found them. The lighthouse was no longer 
occupied and looked creepy with all the cobwebs and creatures. We 
didn’t want to stay but the storm was still raging outside so we stayed 
overnight. The lighthouse proved to be our safe, secure shelter. 
  The following morning the storm was gone, and we all travelled 
home safely. I began to think if the lighthouse was all cleaned up and 
refurbished it could become holiday accommodation!

   

Colm McSweeney
Co Dublin

Ciara O’ Shea
Co Antrim



 94 | STORYKEEPERS VOLUME II AGE NINE | 95 

THE LIGHTHOUSE GHOST 

John and Harry had been friends for a long long time.  One of their favourite things to do 
was to play along the beach together, especially during the summertime.  The beach was 
long and sandy and had a really old lighthouse.  
  The lighthouse had been for there 85 years.  John and Harry used to see the lighthouse 
keeper in the tower and would wave at him. Sometimes, if they were lucky, the lighthouse 
keeper would see them and wave back.
  One evening John and Harry were exploring around the lighthouse and they saw that 
the door was open a little bit.  
  Harry whispered to John, “Will we go in?” 

Benjamin Kelly
Co Dublin

John was nervous but 
said, “Yeah, let’s go!”  He 
didn’t want Harry to see 
he was scared.  
  They slowly pushed 
the door open, it creaked 
loudly.  It was a cold and 
a bit dark and very dusty.  
The door banged loudly 
behind them and the boys 
jumped.  
  They slowly walked 
up the stairs.  There 
were lots of steps.  Harry 
stepped on a step, it 
broke and his leg went 
through.  He was okay.  
They heard a man’s 
voice.  He was angry and 
loud.  
  “Who goes there?”  
He shouted and shone a 
torch down the staircase.  
  The boys ran up the 
rest of the stairs.  They 
were very scared now.  
The man was surprised 
to see the boys.  “What 
are you doing here?”  
  Harry started to cry 
and John was trembling.  
John tried to explain that 
they just wanted to have 
a little look inside and 
maybe say hello to the 
lighthouse keeper.  
  

The old man asked, “What lighthouse keeper? There hasn’t been anyone here for years!”  
“What do you mean?” asked the boys.  
“Nobody has lived here for a long, long time!  I am here to clean up and get the lighthouse 
ready for the new keeper starting next week.”  
The boys looked at each other, confused.  “We have been waving at a man up here for a 
few weeks now,” John said. 
“And he waved back too!” said Harry.  
The old man’s face went pale and he dropped the broomstick he was holding. “You’ve been 
waving at a ghost, boys.” 
  The boys looked at each other and screamed and ran home faster than the wind and 
never went near the lighthouse again. 
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MR. FARRAIGE

Carrickpoint Lighthouse is a 50m tall 
building with red and white stripes and has 
been standing on a tiny rocky island off the 
northwest coast of Ireland since 1820.  It 
has been home to many lighthouse keepers 
over the years and this is the story of just 
one of them.
  In 1947 Mr. O’Hara made a decision 
that life in a lighthouse was not suitable for 
raising a young family, so with regret he 
moved to the mainland.
  Now the village of Carrickpoint needed 
a lighthouse keeper, so they advertised the 
job in the Irish Independent.
  Two weeks later a man by the name 
of Mr. Farraige was given the job. Everyone 
thought he looked a bit strange and scary 
because he had only one leg. He also had 
a long scar across his face and a big beard.  
Some people even thought that he was a 
pirate.  None of the villagers were kind to 
him because of this and hardly spoke to him.
Once a week Mr. Farraige came to the 
village to get his shopping. He never talked 
to anyone. He just handed the shopkeeper 
his shopping list, gave him or her the money, 
got his shopping and walked away, without 
even a “thank you.”
  As Carrickpoint was a fishing village, 
most of the people who lived there made 
their living from the sea.  They sold their 
catch in the big town of Sligo. One Saturday 
two local men went on their usual fishing trip 
when a freak storm hit and their boat was 
destroyed, leaving the men stranded in the 
Atlantic Ocean. They started calling for help 
but nobody heard their cries except for Mr. 
Farraige. He sailed off in his boat to save 
them. The two men got into his boat and 
they all went back to the lighthouse until the 
storm calmed down.  The kind Mr. Farraige 
gave the men dry clothes and hot drinks 
to warm them up and the next morning he 
brought them back to the shore.
  Everyone now changed their opinions 
of Mr Farraige and thought of him as a hero.  

JUNIOR LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER

Hi, my name is Sally.  I love boats, they are 
amazing.  My dad owns a fishing boat and he 
goes fishing every second day.  Sometimes I 
get to go with him.
  One day during the school holidays, 
Dad asked me if I would like to go fishing 
with him.  I said, “Absolutely!” I grabbed my 
lifejacket and we headed off.  I always have 
to wear my lifejacket because Dad won’t let 
me go without one. 
  Dad started the engine and we were 
off.  We found the perfect spot and fished 
for a couple of hours.  When we had caught 
enough fish, we started to head home.  It 
was getting dark.  “Ooh, that is strange, 
the lighthouse light on Rocky Cove Island is 
off,” said Dad.  It was normally on at that 
time of the evening so it was very strange.  
“Dad, should we check it out?” I asked with 

They secretly planned a big party for him 
because he saved the two fishermen’s lives. 
Because everyone now liked Mr. Farraige, 
he started talking and he told them how he 
got his scar and lost his leg. 
  Apparently, he was out swimming in the 
ocean when a shark came by and bit his leg 
off. When he tried to fight back he got cut by 
the shark’s fin on his face.  He still managed 
to swim back to shore and get help. After 
this happened, Mr Farraige had decided he 
would like to help others at sea and became 
a lighthouse keeper.
  Mr Farraige is gone now but Carrickpoint 
lighthouse still stands.  It has fought against 
the seas for 200 years and probably will for 
200 more.

James O’Hara
Co Sligo

a worried voice. “Yes,” Dad replied with a 
worried voice too.  We turned the boat and 
headed for Rocky Cove Island.
  Once we safely arrived at the island, 
we tied up the boat, grabbed our torch and 
walked slowly up to the lighthouse.  It was 
scary but fun at the same time.  When we 
got to the lighthouse door we slowly turned 
the handle and opened the door.  We walked 
very slowly into the hallway and Dad called 
out “Hello, is there anyone here?”  A faint 
“hello” answered back.  “In here,” came the 
voice.  We slowly walked into the sitting 
room and turned on the light.  We found 
Billy, the lighthouse keeper, on the ground.  
“What happened, Billy?” Dad asked.  “I fell 
and broke my ankle,” answered Billy.  Poor 
Billy had slipped and fallen and was not able 
to get to his phone to ring for help.  Dad 
grabbed a nearby chair and helped Billy 
up off the ground.  He then took out his 
phone and called for an ambulance.  But 
because we were on Rocky Cove Island, a 
helicopter ambulance had to be called.  In 
the meantime, I made Billy a cup of tea.
  Billy asked Dad if we could light the 
lighthouse light so that any boats that 
were in the area would be safe.  Dad and I 
started to climb the 103 steps to the top of 
the lighthouse and followed what Billy had 
asked us to do.  Within a minute we had 
the lighthouse light lit and we could see all 
the way out to sea.  It was amazing to see 
everything from so high up.  In the distance 
we could see the helicopter coming.  We ran 
down the stairs and outside to the helicopter.  
The ambulance men helped Billy into a 
wheelchair and out to the helicopter.  We 
said that we would stay and look after the 
lighthouse for the night.
  We both stayed up all night to make 
sure that the lighthouse light stayed on.  It 
was a lot of fun being a lighthouse keeper.

Georgia Horan
Co Wicklow

WHY LIGHTHOUSES ARE  
SPECIAL

I saw a sailor on television and he talked 
about his travels around the world and how 
he loved lighthouses and how they kept him 
safe. 
  I live near the Old Head of Kinsale 
Lighthouse. I wish it could be my address. I 
would love it. I would live so high up and be 
able to watch the dolphins in the sea and my 
favourite seal who lives out there. 
  My house would be a light for everyone 
and it would travel in a circle making sure 
that it was bright for everyone who looked 
up. I know that a lighthouse means so much 
to so many people. 
  For my mum Helen, a lighthouse means 
safety. For my Uncle Jim it means direction. 
For Mr Gates, who is on holiday with Mrs 
Gates from America, the lighthouse is the 
most beautiful photograph. 
  My grandmother Kathleen makes 
the sign of the cross when she sees a 
lighthouse. When I asked her why, she said 
it is a prayer to make sure that everyone 
gets to their place safely and by the light of 
the lighthouse. She told me that the sea can 
be a dangerous place and that the flashing 
light in the distance has always been a 
symbol of hope. She says it is like a traffic  
light for boats.  She said the light is there to 
protect people and to help them find their 
way. 
  My other granny Breda said the 
lighthouse always gives her comfort. I 
wonder what did lighthouse keepers do 
when they were up so high for such a long 
time. My friend in school said that his great 
great uncle was a lighthouse keeper for 40 
years. We said it must be a lonely but very 
important job. Imagine if there was a storm 
how scary it would be. 
  My granddad Paddy told me once that 
a house without a light is a lonely place but 
he said when you see a house with the 
light on you know you are not alone. I love 
lighthouses.  

Abbey Lalor
Co Cork
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THE RATHLIN LIGHTHOUSE

When I go to Rathlin, we drive to Ballycastle and take the ferry. My uncle meets us at the 
other side because he lives there. 
When we are there, we visit the lighthouses. There are two lighthouses on the island, the 
east lighthouse and the west lighthouse. The puffins arrive in March and fly back out to sea 
in mid-July. You can see the puffins from the west lighthouse, they are amazing to watch. 
When you’re up close to the lighthouse it is so big and amazing to visit.

Facts About the Lighthouses

1. Lightkeepers lived in the lighthouse until it was automated in 1993.
2. The lighthouse was built into the cliff face between 1912 and 1917.
3. The lighthouse had a fog signal called the Rathlin Bull. It could be heard more that 

30km away, although it was removed in 1995 after being in service for 70 years.
4. The west lighthouse is known as the “upside-down lighthouse” because its light is at 

the bottom. 

Regan McKinney
Co Antrim

MY LIGHTHOUSE

As I look down from my lighthouse,
I see the dolphins jump, and far away

Skellig Michael looks like a rocky lump.

As I look down from my lighthouse,
I see timber from a ship that brave

Sailors once sailed, that my lighthouse
Failed to save,

And sea glass that  glitters as you pass.
If I could have my way this is where I’d

Stay for all my days.
 

Amelia Booth
Co Wicklow

THE BOY WHO SAVED THE DAY

The Hook Head Lighthouse on the Hook Peninsula in Co Wexford is one of the oldest 
lighthouses in the world. It was built way back in the 12th century and it is there that our 
story begins.
  It had started off as lovely summer’s day, but a storm was forecast for later that 
evening and the tide was due in at 8.30pm.  A cargo ship was due to sail past, as were 
many other boats and ships so the lighthouse would be busy keeping everybody safe.
   A little boy called Josh, loved to play near the lighthouse. He loved it there and being 
close made him so happy, he had the time of his life there. But on this occasion, he heard 
on his dad’s car radio about the storm and he wanted to help out the lighthouse keeper. So 
after his dinner he asked could he go play by the lighthouse. His parents said yes. 
  Off Josh went. He brought a torch in case it got dark on his way home. Josh noticed 
as he approached the lighthouse that the light was not yet on! He thought that was very 
odd.
  He waited for ten minutes but still no sign of the light. Josh ran to the door of the 
lighthouse and up to the very top. There was no sign of the lighthouse keeper!! Josh saw a 
lever which turned on the light. He pulled it. The light came on immediately.  He noticed a 
boat was very close to the rocks and then he saw a walkie talkie. He could hear the captain 
of the ship shouting, “Mayday, Mayday, Mayday!”
  Josh told the captain, “Wait there, I will get help.” But just then the boy noticed he had 
broken his moblie phone. He ran down and found a phone box. He called 999. 
  A very nice man answered. “Hello, how can I help?” he asked.
  Josh explained what had happened, the man promised to send help. Within minutes 
the Irish Coast Guard vessel, the LE Eithne, was on the scene. The ship was pulled out 

of danger just in time and everybody was 
safe. The captain was very grateful. The 
captain had noticed he’d passed the buoy 
out at sea which is how he knew he was 
in trouble and called for help. 
  A little later, Josh’s parents got the 
news that he saved the day. So, they 
spread the news to all of his friends and 
cousins. When Josh got home they were 
all there and they shouted, “Surprise!” 
  Everyone had brought their own 
tent so that they could stay over in the 
back garden. The next morning Josh 
went for breakfast, forgetting everyone 
had stayed overnight. They all shouted 
“Surprise!” again. Josh was so, so happy 
to see everyone. Then they played on the 
trampoline together before playing on 
their scooters and even his friends who 
could not make it were able to talk with 
Josh because he got a brand new mobile 
phone. 

Fionn Murphy
Co Dublin
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AGE TEN
EILISH’S LIGHTHOUSE

The wind howled and raged. The rain and the hail beat my face, my 
back and my hands cruelly. The charcoal grey sky blurred my vision 
as I tried to steer with one broken oar, the good one having slipped 
away an hour ago. The rain whirled around me, every drop feeling like 
an ice-cold slap. It was just a stupid dare, I thought angrily to myself, 
shaking with cold and fear in my drenched school uniform. The last oar 
slipped from my hands and vanished noiselessly in the churning sea. I 
was alone and helpless.
  I wasn’t far from a rocky shore, but it might as well have been 
miles away and I noticed that the sea water in this little tub of a boat 
had risen to my calves. To my right - I could just about see through the 
spray -  one wave, bigger than the others, was coming for me. The 
boat pitched and rolled over. With a last grasp I was flung gasping and 
crying into the water, struggling to breathe, to see, to think.

  I could swim but this wasn’t a heated pool. I couldn’t move in this sea; this sea was 
moving me. 
  Then I heard a voice and felt a hand. When I got my head up, I saw a girl. She looked 
about ten — my age — very determined and very pale. Behind her is a lighthouse, throwing 
its light far out to sea.
  “Come on,” she said and pulled me onto the rocks. “There’s a safe path this way.” 
Amid the wind and the spray, I followed her on hands and knees on the rough pebbled 
passage up towards the lighthouse. The cruel wind raged and howled as I stumbled along 
the rocky path, but the girl led on confidently, practically oblivious to the slippery, sharp 
rocks, that seemed ready, eager even, to throw us into the raging, black water. 
  I nervously skirted up the rocks, trying to put my blistered feet were the girl put hers, 
wondering at her ability to glide up the sharp rocks as if they were stairs, normal stairs 
  After what felt like an eternal climb, we made it to 
the top of the rocky path, me stumbling and spluttering, 
my rescuer serene and untroubled.
  I gaped at her as she smiled. “Thank you so much!” 
I spluttered, “Thank you …?” 
  “Eilish,” she replied quietly and seemed to step 
back into the mist towards the lighthouse.
  Two days later and with many lectures on safety 
from Mum and Dad ringing in my ears, I walked up to the 
lighthouse after school. As I walked around and realised 
no one was inside, I remembered what our teacher had 
told us about our lighthouses being automated. 
  A tiny plaque near the door caught my eye: In 
memory of Eilish Browne 1897 – 1907. Beloved 
Daughter. She lived for others.

Gabrielle Larkin
Co Antrim
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LOCKDOWN IN THE LIGHTHOUSE

Lockdown in the lighthouse was just the 
start. Little by little, part by part, I noticed 
people growing apart. What I saw broke my 
heart.
  Looking out my window was my “new 
norm,” since we have been struck by the 
Covid storm. The Covid waves came and 
pushed us apart, practicing social distancing 
became a new art.
  The postman became my lifeboat, by 
turning my sadness into hope, all the post 
I’ve received has brought me up off my 
knees.
  I peered up at the sea birds as they 
soared above. I wonder did they think, “Why 
do they use a mask and a glove?”
  In the Covid storm the wildlife are 
free and it’s us and our lifestyles that are 
stranded at sea.
  The Covid storm is nearly apass, what 
have we learned alas, the sea is clear, the 
sky is calm. The Covid storm hit us with a 
BAM.
  Our minds are clearer, we have more 
time of our own, communities have grown 
through systems and zones. Further apart 
within our zones, our hearts remain closer to 
our loved ones at home.

Ella Bonner
Co Dublin

THE NIGHT THE LIGHT WENT OUT 

Just like most nights over the last thirty 
years, Frank, the Loop Head lighthouse 
keeper, was winding down for the night. 
  The whistle from the kettle told Frank 
the water was ready for his hot water bottle. 
It was a cold and frosty night, so Frank threw 
a few extra pieces of turf in the stove to keep 
him warm while he slept. 
  All Frank’s jobs were done for that day 
and night and he was looking forward to 
the next few chapters in his book, Gulliver’s 
Travels. A few hours had passed and the light 
on the candle beside his bed was starting 
to dim. Frank knew he would be up early 
to clean the lenses and the windows, so he 
blew out the candle. 
  Frank was in a light sleep when he was 
awoken by an eerie sound. Frank was sure 
it wasn’t the kettle, making this whistling 
noise. It sounded more like a wailing sound. 
He sat up in the bed and listened closely. He 
was sure it was coming from the little square 
window at the end of his bed. Frank didn’t 
know whether to open the brown curtains or 
not. The wailing got louder and louder and in 
all his years as a lighthouse keeper he never 
heard a sound like this before. There was 
no bird or animal that made this noise. That 
could only mean one thing to Frank, IT WAS 
THE WAIL OF THE BANSHEE…
  Frank slowly pulled back one of the 
brown curtains. Suddenly, right in front of 
him, a crow flapping its wings. It flew back 
off the window while Frank bolted back 
under his covers. Frank peeped out from 
under his covers towards the half-opened 
curtain and all he could see was darkness 
outside. Frank knew there was something 
wrong with the main lighthouse lamp. 
  He jumped up out of bed knowing 
ships could be in danger. As quick as he 
could, Frank ran up the long spiral stairs. 
When Frank got to the top, he noticed the 
wick was all wet. Frank knew he had to put 
back on the oil burner, and quickly. In the 
distance, he could hear the horn of a boat 

in trouble. If Frank didn’t act fast, this boat 
would soon end up smashed into the rocks. 
It needed the light to guide it back to shore.
  Just then, by the corner of his eye, a 
bright light appeared. To his horror, Frank 
saw that it was the Banshee. She was a 
ghostly woman with no legs floating in the 
air, still making that eerie noise. Frank knew 
this meant death was coming but not to let it 
happen on his lighthouse watch. He ignored 
the Banshee and got to lighting the wick of 
the lamp.
  Suddenly, the light beamed brightly 
out to sea. The boat had been saved. Frank 
could see the Banshee slowly fading into the 
darkness. Her wail was getting lighter and 
lighter as she vanished into the night sky. 
  Once again, Frank and especially his 
lighthouse, Loop Head, had kept all boats 
safe from danger and most importantly the 
Banshee.

Holly Lawlor
Co Dublin
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THE HAUNTED LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon time there was a girl and a 
boy, Zoe and Max. They were best friends. 
Once they went to the beach and found a 
lighthouse. An old man used to live there, 
but ever since the lighthouse had become 
automatic, no one had ever seen him for 
years! 
  When Zoe and Max walked in the 
lighthouse, there was blood on the walls 
and bones on the ground!  They heard scary 
sounds and they heard moaning upstairs, so 
they went up and an old man was trapped 
under a piece of machinery. The dog was 
lying on the ground beside him. The dog 
brought sheep for him to eat.  Max and Zoe 
tried to lift the piece of machinery but it was 
too heavy so they rang the ambulance and 
he went to the hospital.

OUR LIGHTHOUSE

I’m Kit. I live in a lighthouse. I love my 
lighthouse - it’s my home but it wasn’t 
always.
  Mum lives in Achill, a bit far from here.  
Dad and me, we live in our lighthouse. They 
have been split up for two years. They won’t 
even be in the same room as each other.
  One windy morning, I walked up the 
tall steep stairs of our lighthouse. When I 
reached the lantern room, I saw Dad. His 
head was on the table and he was asleep. 
I decided to take the dinghy and go fishing.  
I wasn’t very lucky - not one fish took the 
bait. As I waited and waited, I looked in 
the distance and saw a monster of a wave 
coming towards me. I didn’t know what to 
do! I was plunged underwater and the next 
thing I remembered was seeing the boat 
float away…
  I opened my eyes and I was on an 
island. It wasn’t a tropical one, it was a cold 
one with a castle in ruin. I tried calling Dad, 
no signal … I got to higher ground and tried 
again.
  “H-hello? Where are you? I’ve been 

THE LIGHTHOUSE WRITER

When Joe was 16 his father died suddenly. 
His father, Paddy Joe Burke - known as PJ 
-  had been the lighthouse keeper since his 
father retired 44 years ago.
  When the opportunity came his way, 
Joe decided he would take over his father’s 
job and leave school. He was not encouraged 
by his family though. His brother Niall, who 
was twenty-five years old, wanted him to 
work on the farm. His mother said it would 
be a very lonely life and he would regret it.
  Despite all this, Joe didn’t change his 
mind.
  It took time for Joe to get used of the 
quiet and at times he found it boring. There 
was very little to do in the lighthouse. The 
only real thing he enjoyed was that it was 
very peaceful and there were no distractions. 
Joe soon realised he was eating a lot more 
than he used to and was becoming unfit. 
The lighthouse was 150m tall, the largest in 
Ireland, and to keep fit Joe began to run up 
and down many times every day.
  Since Joe had a lot of time to spare, 

worried sick!” Dad said.
  “I don’t know, Dad,” I said. “I was out 
fishing and a big wave hit me and then…”
  “Do you have any clue to where you might 
be stranded, Kit?”
  “Um…I think on the south coast, near 
Clare.”
  “Okay, I’m on my way,” Dad said.
  “Dad, we might need another hand!”
  “Like the Coast Guard?”
  “No, like Mum.”
  “Why? Fine, can you call her.”
  “Why don’t you, Dad? Besides, I don’t 
have much signal,” I said.
  “Okay, I will then.”
  I was skimming stones through the 
evening, waiting for them. I drifted off to sleep, 
my stomach rumbling. In the morning I saw 
a bush with some berries. They weren’t the 
nicest, but we gotta do what we gotta do, 
right?
  I was about to give up on ever being 
rescued when I saw a Coast Guard boat with...
Mum and Dad!
  I shouted “HELP!!”
  My parents both screamed, “KIT! WE 
FOUND YOU!” They were coming towards 
me,  both my mum and dad.
  When I was on the boat, one of the 
members of the Coast Guard started talking 
to me, asking questions like, “How did you get 
there?” and “Was it scary?” and “Were there 
animals?” 
  Mum said, “You were such a big brave 
boy.”
  Dad said, “Well done, Kit you were so 
brave.”
  By the time I got home I was wrecked. 
Dad and Mum had a coffee and for the first 
time in two years. They seemed happy to be 
with each other. Then Mum left and I went to 
bed.
  The next morning, I was on the news! The 
headline read: BOY STRANDED ON ISLAND.
  The next morning, I got a text from Mum 
that read, I love u Kit x
  Right then I smiled. It was worth it. Things 
are going to turn out fine.

he started writing his own journal. He 
remembered English classes in school which 
he liked very much. After months of writing 
in his journal, Joe slowly relalised that he 
was actually quite good at writing. He began 
to invent stories because so little happened 
each day.
  Then short stories became longer 
stories with more twists and turns. Eventually 
after rewriting his story many times, he felt it 
was good enough to show Niall.
  Niall showed the book to their mother 
and they both agreed that he should send 
it to a publisher. The publisher was amazed 
that such a young person who had left school 
could write such an interesting book.
  The book was published and sold many 
copies. 
  He realised that the world was becoming 
more mechanical and that someday he 
was going to have to leave the lighthouse 
because a computer would take over.
  Soon that day came and because his 
book had sold so many copies, Joe was able 
to build his own house beside the lighthouse 
and become a full time writer.

Anna Shanley
Co Dublin

Méabh Doyle
Co Dublin

Liam Walsh
Co Dublin
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THE MYSTERIOUS LIGHTHOUSE

On a tiny island, somewhere in the Atlantic Ocean, there 
stood the oldest and highest ancient lighthouse that had 
countless myths and legends about it. It was unique 
because no one knew where it could be exactly found. It 
was built from all types of candy and chocolate. Its huge 
and intensive flash appeared only at the moment when 
explorers were in danger. It was a beautiful rainbow colour.
  In the mysterious lighthouse, worked brave hafalumps 
(small gnomes). They could light up a sailor’s way for 
thousands of kilometres, to help them when they were 
being oppressed. But braveheart explorers who wanted 
to have a unique adventure, who kept searching for new 
adventures, were probably teleported to magical worlds.
How different myths say, the worlds were so beautiful and 
happy, that they did not want to leave. 
  Those places were in every way perfect for the 
explorers. There was peace everywhere. There was no 
wars, no fights, no aggression and no rubbish. There was 
plenty of food and water for everyone, everyone had what 
they wanted. There was no kings and slaves, everyone 
was equal. It was a place of harmony. There was no such 
thing as being sad because everyone had a smile on their 
face all day and night. All the creatures were ready to help 
each other.
  The landscapes were amazing like from a dream.
  Many brave daredevils are still looking for this amazing 
lighthouse with magical hafalumps to teleport themselves 
into fabulous worlds somewhere on a tiny Irish island…

Bartlomiej Zyra
Co Limerick
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THE LIGHT AND THE OCEAN

Hello, my name is Alex. This is the story of how I discovered my powers.
  I lived in a lighthouse, in which my father and the generations before 
him were the lighthouse keepers. 
  One day when I was very young, my parents discovered I had very 
special powers. I could move water and I could create waves as high as 
the lighthouse. My parents never let me go out because they were worried 
that people would use me for my power. So, I was home-schooled and 
for most of the day I minded the light at the top of the lighthouse and my 
dad minded it in the night. 
  The layout of the lighthouse was the top like this: the top was where 
the light was, a hatch from the top opened to the bedroom on the second 
floor and the main rooms were on the ground floor.
  One day, there was a huge splash on the door. My parents went to 
see what it was. When they opened the door, I hid and I saw a woman 
with a long blue dress and she had long brown hair. And for some reason 
the dress was wet on the ends. 
  “Hello, I’m Aqua. I am from The Academy of Elements, where 
children who have powers to control the elements go. I am here to ask 
permission to allow your child to come to the Academy,” she said. 
  When I heard this, I was in shock. I knew I had special powers but I 
did not know others had them. My parents were thinking the same thing, 
so they said to Aqua that they didn’t know other people had powers like 
I did. 
  The next week I was off to the Academy. I went in a carriage with 
Aqua and while we were on the way she explained that the Academy 
was split into five buildings: one in the ocean for Water, one in the desert 
for Fire, one in the sky for Air, one underground for Earth and one in on 
a mountain for Miscellaneous Elements. She also explained how each 
element had different ranks. The highest water rank was tsunami so I 
asked Aqua what her rank was. She replied, “My rank is the second-best 
rank Aqua, and you are actually called your rank.” Aqua continued, “We 
are approaching the Academy now.”
  Then I saw it, the building was completely covered in water and it 
was nearly completely made out of glass. It was near a coral reef so there 
was so many fish and other sea life and then I entered the Academy and 
a new chapter of my life. 

John Luxardi
Co Dublin
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LIGHTING THE WAY

The sea crashing against the rocks,
The buoys and the boats bobbing in the docks,

The lighthouse leading the way,
Like the sun in the day,

And if the light was gone,
We would not be back by dawn,

So the fear of sinking,
Was gone like blinking,

It had been raining all day,
But the lighthouse was leading the way,

The dark clouds in the sky,
It was like the sun was going to die,
So the lighthouse leading the way,

Made the difference like night and day.

Caroline Fairley
Co Antrim

LIGHT-HOME

This story began many years ago.
  A young girl was walking down a long 
sandy beach when she came across an old 
lighthouse. It looked in a state of disrepair 
but that was what made her want to bring it 
back to life and find out about its past and 
how it became this way. Everyone looked at 
it as unappealing, but the girl saw the stories 
it could tell.  She promised herself that she 
would restore it when she was older and 
had the money to buy such a marvellous 
landmark. 
  Many years later, the girl came back and 
bought a small cottage just down the road. 
Every morning out her bedroom window she 
saw the old lighthouse that she had dreamt 
of restoring as a child. One morning she 
couldn’t bear it anymore and decided to 
keep her promise. She planned to set off 
later that day to talk to the Commissioners 
of Irish Lights about selling her the old 
lighthouse. They thought that that specific 
lighthouse was in such bad condition that 

THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER’S 
DAUGHTER

“Grace, you’re doing it and that’s that. It’s in 
our family,” said my dad. 
  He wants me to be lighthouse keeper 
when I’m older, but I don’t want to do it. I 
stomped up to my room and slammed the 
door to be sure he knew I was angry. Why 
don’t I get a choice about what I want to be? 
I want to be a jockey when I’m older! We 
have a horse called Fudge and I love him 
with all my heart. I went downstairs. 
  I don’t know what my dad finds so 
special about this lighthouse. It’s just a 
building with a light on top. It’s such a boring 
job. It was while I was reading Horse Weekly 
for the millionth time that I heard the cry. I 
was almost too deep in thought to hear it 
at first. It was definitely there, though it was 
very faint. I went over to the window and 
saw it had got dark already. The light was 
shining over the blue-black sea. The waves 
were at least two metres high, but there was 
something else out there and it was moving. 
Then I realised it was a person.

JAKE
I could barely see anything - everything was 
jumbled and blurred. I could just make out 
a faint glow. I swam towards it with all the 
strength I had left. I had a small, slightly 
deflated life jacket, which was all that was 
keeping me afloat.

GRACE
I practically flew down the stairs. “DAD!” I 
screamed. “There’s someone out there! We 
need to help them!”
  My dad looked up from his book. 
“Grace, this is a serious job, stop joking!”
  I decided that if he wouldn’t help me I 
would do it on my own. I grabbed my coat 
and boots, a float and some clean water in 
case the person out there was dehydrated. 
  I ran out to the rocks at the edge of the 
little island we live on, everything was wet 
and slippy. I could see the person struggling 

and on closer inspection I saw it was a boy. 
  “Hello!” I called, “Can you hear me?”
  “Yes!” came the reply. 
  I saw his life jacket and ran over to him. 
I pulled him ashore and gave him the bottle 
of water. He was so exhausted that he could 
barely lift his hand. When he had drunk and 
was a bit more energised he whispered, “My 
name is Jake. Thank you, you saved me.”

EPILOGUE
Jake and I are best friends now; we still look 
back and laugh at how I found him on that 
stormy night. 
  I’ve now changed my mind and decided 
to be lighthouse keeper when I’m older, so 
in a way everything is better now, and I still 
get to ride Fudge! 

Emma Townsend
Co Dublin

they gave it to her for free, suspecting that 
she could never restore it. But this just made 
her more determined and she was ready to 
work harder than ever.
  She started work the next day and was 
confident and determined. It was a rough 
job but she wasn’t going to call in the help 
of anyone. This was her job and she knew 
it would take months, years even, but she 
never gave up. She first started work on the 
exterior, but she wanted to keep the same 
look that drew her in as a child. After a few 
months she had a beautiful exterior and was 
ready to start on the interior. It took years and 
years but when you step inside you wouldn’t 
know that it was once derelict. 
  Years later she returned again to talk 
to the Commissioners but this time all that 
was different was she was happy to prove to 
the Commissioners that anything is possible 
if you work hard and never give up.  But all 
she had to say was, “This was my lifetime 
goal as a child. Failure wasn’t an option.” 
 
Sadhbh Corbett
Co Dublin
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LIGHTHOUSE TROUBLE

This is Bob. He is a lighthouse keeper but he does not work for any 
money. He loves his job and thinks he’s good at it.  
  One day a sailor said, “We ain’t needing ye.” From that day onward, 
Bob locked himself in the lighthouse and did none of his jobs. Lots of 
people tried to persuade him to start again. But anyone who went into 
the lighthouse, no one saw again.  
  Until two little children went in. One said, “Bob, help us! Our whole 
family are fishermen and your family are too. They are not safe without 
the lighthouse.” 
  The other one said, “Hey, we’ll make you a deal: every time someone 
is mean to you, you can say, ‘Fine, I will not serve your needs.’”
  “Deal!” said Bob happily.
  For a while Bob worked happily and peacefully until one day, he 
went out for a walk down by the bay and overheard sailors talking.  The 
sailor who was mean to him before said, “We don’t need that lighthouse 
or that lightkeeper. It’s just a waste of space anyway.” 
  A few years later, a man came up to the door and said he had to 
knock the place down with a wrecking ball. So Bob started to plead, “Do 
not do this to me, I beg you please do not!”
  “Fine,” said the man. “But you have to do your job.”
   “Only if you pay me €125.90 a week and pay me €5.00 extra if I 
work on special occasions and do the same to all the other lighthouse 
keepers,” Bob said.
  “No way! Who’s going to pay that money?” said the man.
  “The sailors and fishermen of course!” replied Bob.
  The next day a big line of sailors and fishermen had gathered at the 
foot of the lighthouse all shouting, “We ain’t paying no money!”
  It turned out that the man said if they disagreed (that they did), the 
sailors and fishermen should come and complain to Bob. One particular 
fisherman came up to Bob and said, “The shops we give our fish to don’t 
give us enough money.”
  “Then tell them they need to pay you more, “said Bob. 
  “What about us? We earn money only when we go on missions, but 
we still have to sail to keep in tip top shape!” said a sailor.
  Just then the sergeant came along and asked, “What’s going on 
around here, now?”
So Bob explained. “They want me to work. Me and all the other light 
keepers need to get paid €125.90 per week and €5.00 extra if I work 
on special occasions.”
  “I thought that because of a vote a week ago, the government was 
going to pay the lightkeepers,” said the sergeant. 
  “Yes!” exclaimed Bob. 
  Well, that happened and all were happy.

Tara Eason
Co Dublin

LIGHTING UP YOUR LIFE 
Charlotte Hannon 
Co Dublin
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THE HEROES OF MAYO!   

Once there was a lighthouse on a rocky Island on the west coast of 
Ireland. There were two lighthouse keepers. Their names were Tom 
and Patrick and they both had a pet each. 
  Patrick had a dog who was mostly black but with a white neck 
and belly, who went by the name of Tarry. Tarry used to be a police 
dog. Patrick and Tarry used to fight crime together.  Tom had a cat with 
a black and orange body, a pink nose, long whiskers and white socks. 
She was very fluffy. Her name was Fuzzball. 
  When Tom wasn’t on duty, you would find him on his farm or with 
his wife Margaret eating. When Patrick wasn’t on duty, you would 
find him walking his dog along the beach or looking after his acre of 
land. One day when Patrick was on duty, he saw a white fishing boat 
starting to sink on the horizon. Patrick pulled a lever which started a 
loud blasting siren. Because he and Tarry used work on the police 
force, Tarry was still highly trained. Patrick wrote a note and attached it 
to Tarry’s collar and told him to go to Tom. Tarry went belting down the 
cold concrete steps along a cobbled path in to the misty night. Patrick 
was a bit worried that Tarry might either lose his way or get distracted 
chasing some rabbits, but he had hope in his heart that he would do it. 
Tarry went past the crashing waves and the yappy seagulls, past the 
smell of sausages leading to the butchers and up the stony path that 
led to Tom’s house. Tom saw him coming and opened the red wooden 
door that let in an awful draft and read the note. It read, Come quick! 
No time to explain! So off he went. 
  Meanwhile, Patrick was outside trying to start the engine of the rib 
(that’s short for rigid inflatable boat). After a minute it started, Patrick 
put on his life jacket and grabbed spare ones, including one for Tom. 
Patrick took one quick glance back and saw a dark figure coming up 
the mound of clay. Patrick threw a life jacket to Tom, who put it on 
immediately. Tom jumped into the glimmering yellow lifeboat and they 
were off. 
  Dawn was slowly breaking across the horizon as they got to the 
people. They hoisted up the people from the deep, cold sea and gave 
them each a towel. One of the people there was the Mayor of Mayo. 
He had come on because he had received a complaint about hygiene 
on board the boat, which he was investigating. 
  When they got ashore, Fuzzball was eagerly waiting for Tom. 
The Mayor invited everyone back to his place, where Tom and Patrick 
received a shiny gold plaque each and were offered a pay rise. Tarry 
got a new collar for his bravery. 

Shona Murphy
Co Dublin

BLACKSOD LIGHTHOUSE

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

Nicole O’Donnell
Co Sligo

THE SLEEPOVER

Once there was a boy called Adam. He loved 
lighthouses but he never actually got to go 
inside one. He had a friend called James 
and his dad owned a lighthouse. Adam 
was so happy when he found out that he 
was allowed to have a sleepover there with 
James. 
  When Adam got to the lighthouse, 
James gave Adam a little tour. Adam loved 
the round rooms and the spiral staircase 
and most of all the view from the balcony 
at the top. Adam was excited at the thought 
of sleeping in the lighthouse but when night 

came and they had to go to bed Adam 
couldn’t get to sleep.  The sound of the 
crashing waves against the rocks was a 
bit scary.  Every time he heard the boom 
of another wave breaking against the walls 
of the lighthouse, he wondered if this had 
been a bad idea – this sleepover that he had 
been so looking forward to. He was going to 
tell James, but James was already asleep. 
Adam finally got to sleep, despite the roar of 
the angry sea pounding against the shore. 
The next morning they both woke up early 
only to see that they were surrounded in 
water. They couldn’t ring their parents 
because there was no signal. Although their 
parents had said they would be there in the 
morning, Adam and James had woken up 
very early and knew they would have a while 
to wait.  
  At one o’clock their parents still were 
not there. Adam could not believe that there 
was still no sign of them. The water was 
still rising quickly and there was a strange, 
gushing sound. 
  Two hours later, their parents were 
still not there and the water started coming 
into the lighthouse and the boys got really 
scared. Just as they were really getting 
desperate, they saw a boat in the distance 
coming their direction. It was Adam’s cousin 
in the boat. They were never so delighted to 
see someone. 
  Adam’s cousin had trouble docking 
but eventually managed to come ashore 
beside the lighthouse. He was a very skilled 
boatman to have done it in these extreme 
conditions. They climbed into the boat as 
fast as they could. He brought them to the 
shore and they walked back home relieved 
to be on the mainland again.  They told their 
parents the whole adventure. Their parents 
were horrified when they realised that they 
forgotten to collect them but very relieved 
that they were home safe and sound.

Mark Sheils
Co Cavan
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ABOUT A LIGHTHOUSE STORY

“Now for your maths,” said Mr Boring (yes 
that’s his real name), Ferdia’s teacher. “You 
will have to do all 20 sums. Now get to work.” 
  In Ferdia’s head, the human running 
guys (HRGs) are not coping well.
  “SIXTEEN MINUS NINE!” Bryo 
the brain guy said. “THAT COULD BE 
ANYTHING! How do we work this out?”
  “It’s easy,” said Earo the ear guy. “You 
just cross the one out and put it on top of 
the six.”
  “IT’S STILL SIXTEEN MINUS NINE, 
AND NO, I’M NOT OVEREACTING.”
  “Just do it again.”
  “Still.”
  Ferdia’s head started to smoke. “If 
you’re, er, stuck just...move on,” said a 
perplexed Mr Boring. 
  Two hours later, at home, Bryo, Io, Myo 
and Earo cheered another day over. “Now, 
let’s go play the Not-tendo Itch,” said Io.
   “No, wait, we have to write a story for 
homework,” said Myo. 
  “UURRRGH! why not leave that to 
P.J Bowling and Meoin Golfer or whatever 
they’re called?” said Bryo. 
  “Wait -  brainwave!” exclaimed Earo. 
“Let’s make the imagination do the thinking 
for us.”
  “Yeah! Great idea, but remember the 
imagination will be vast, limitless even, so 
stick together. Now, let’s go.” When they 
opened it, it was the size of a broom closet.
  “Vast,” said Earo. “Limitless.”
  “Wait! Here’s a box,” said Myo. “Let’s 
open it.”
  Inside there was a button. “Press it. 
This is the key to the long-term imagination,” 
read Io. “I read that in the user’s manual, 
How To Use A Human.” Then he pressed it.
  They found themselves in a field full of 
boxes -  they could barely see the other end. 
“Okay now, start opening boxes.”
  An hour later all the HRGs had found 
were lighthouses in the boxes. “Brayo, has 
Ferdia been thinking about home?”

LIGHTHOUSE TO THE RESCUE

It was a lovely day when Hannah and Tim 
were playing on the island. They had fallen 
off the boat from Ireland to Wales (well, they 
didn’t fall off, they were pushed off).  They 
were going to stay in a renovated lighthouse 
in Wales. 
  They were having a great time on the 
island when they heard a rumbling sound. 
  “What was that?” said Tim.
  “I don’t know, probably your tummy or 

  “Of course, you’ve heard the saying: 
when your house is a lighthouse, always 
think about it.”
  But they were interrupted by Io, who 
yelled, “I found a chef, a princess and a 
knight!”
  “Well then, I’ve thought of a good story 
for homework,’ said Bryo. “Now to get back 
to the brain.”
  After a few encounters with sneezes 
(don’t ask) and a white blood cell, they 
finally made it back to the brain with sixty 
four lighthouses, the chef, the princess, the 
knight and a new find — an aardvark named 
Joe.
  The next day, a very proud Ferdia was 
asked to read out his story in front of the 
class and so he did.
  “Once upon a time,” said Ferdia. 
“There was a princess who was trapped in 
a lighthouse. Then one day Sir Lighthouse 
Knight rescued her, but the Evil Chef of 
the West pursued them on his lighthouse-
themed pogo stick, only to fall on a pile of 
toy lighthouses. The princess then married 
a lighthouse because lighthouses. The end.”
  “Yay we did it!” said Bryo. “When we go 
home we’ll play Minecraft on the Not-tendo 
Itch, and we’ll build...A LIGHTHOUSE!”
                                                      
Cian Pierse Elbourne
Co Dublin

something,” Hannah  replied. “It’s such a 
relief that there is an old house for us to stay 
in.”
  A big storm came, so they ran to the old 
house but a massive wave crashed it down.  
  “Oh no, where are we going to stay?” 
Tim screamed.  
  “I don’t know, but we’ll find somewhere,” 
Hannah said, like a hero.  The storm was 
getting worse.  “RUN.”  They ran and ran 
until they couldn’t run any longer.
  “Look over there,” Tim said.  
  Hannah turned around.  “What is that?” 
  “I don’t know but let’s find out,” They 
ran to it.  
  “It’s a lighthouse,” Hannah said with 
relief.  
  They went inside. “HELLO!” Tim 
shouted.  No one answered.  
  “Looks like we are on our own.”  They 
looked around.  
  “I found a kitchen,” Hannah said.  
  “I found a bedroom,” Tim commented.  
  “Looks like we have got everything we 
need to live for a couple of days,” Hannah 
noted.
  After a week in the lighthouse there 
was a knock on the door, Hannah opened it.  
  “Mum, Dad!” she exclaimed. 
  “We’ve been looking for you 
everywhere,” Dad said. They went home on 
a big cruise.  
  “The best trip ever,” Tim said, in a VIP 
pool with a mocktail in his hand.  
  “Yeah, right,” Hannah said. “You were 
scared to death in the lighthouse and you 
screamed about the old house crashing 
down.”  
  Hannah jumped into the pool, getting 
water in Tim’s mocktail.  
  “Refill!” Tim said.   
  Hannah then thought, Lighthouse to 
the rescue once again.

Louise Conway
Co Mayo
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THE LIGHTHOUSE OF COLOUR

Sammy rowed her boat far from Ireland. She was exhausted. 
  A harsh wind blew through the air, but all she could hear was her heart beating. 
Sammy was a member of the Order of the Crow (OC). Their job was to practise 
the magic of colour while defeating Leabhaín, the colour blind villain’s monsters. 
  Sammy was being followed by the notorious Dubh Leon. Although it was 
the size of a pug, it roared like a lion. It looked like a two-year-old’s drawing of a 
jellyfish. It had spikes and was covered in lava. To make matters worse, it could 
fly. Sammy was able to befriend most of Leabhaín’s monsters but Dubh Leon was 
crazy! 
  Sammy heard a growl in the distance. Dubh Leon. She jumped off the boat 
and swam to a small island with a lighthouse on it. She tried the door, but it was 
locked. Then she remembered the monster she’d locked in it. She grabbed a 

grappling hook and began to climb, 
then she heard the thunder. 
  As she climbed, huge droplets 
of rain fell on her. The wind blew her 
dark hair into her face. Sammy’s 
hands became numb. She could 
smell Dubh Leon - he reeked of 
garlic and smelly socks.
Finally, she reached a hatch on 
the top of the lighthouse. As she 
climbed in, she heard the trapped 
monster awakening.
  The only thing that can defeat 
Leabhaín’s monsters is colour. 
Special lighthouses were built to 
shine colour on the monsters. All 
Sammy needed was a special bulb. 
She frantically searched for one. 
Remaining cool and collected was 

not an option. There was no bulb. Then the trapped monster burst in. He looked 
like a giant sideways carton of milk, he had one eye and, wait, he had a bulb on 
his head! She slowly approached the creature, then she remembered his name — 
Solo Reaper. 
  “Hey, big guy,” Sammy mumbled. She clicked her tongue, mimicking the Solo 
Reaper’s mating ritual. Undeterred, the beast sped towards her. 
  “Sorry, big guy,” she said. “I didn’t want to do this.” 
  She backflipped over him, grabbed the bulb, knocked him down the stairs (he 
will never forget that day), and slotted the bulb in. The Dubh Leon began smashing 
the lighthouse with his head, so Sammy flicked the switch. 
  A beautiful rainbow light filled the lighthouse. The Dubh Leon shriveled and 
fell into the ocean. DEAD! “Ouch,” Sammy murmured, “I will never forget that 
face.”
  She climbed onto the lighthouse roof. The rain felt softer and it glowed, like 
the lighthouse.

Caoilfhionn Glynn
Co Dublin

WHAT SHE SAW

She walked over the damp grass, looking over at the coast. The waves 
roared and crashed onto the rocks, splashing her in drops of salty water. 
She could see the red and white lighthouse up on the top of a rocky 
green hill. Just then she felt a raindrop bounce off her nose. The thing 
she wanted least right now was rain.
  She finally reached the top of the hill. It was much steeper than it 
looked and the rain was pounding down on her soaking hair, but she 
had finally reached the lighthouse. She had finished what her great 
grandfather had once started 76 years ago.
  She slowly lifted a trembling hand up to the brass knocker. As she 
knocked, flakes of old red and white paint fell to the ground. She waited, 
standing on a moth-eaten mat.
  Finally, after what felt like hours, there was a rumbling sound from 
the depths of the lighthouse and the door flung open. Nobody had 
actually opened it; it was just magic. She stepped inside and walked 
straight into the mist and it wrapped itself around her. Her mind was 
swimming with thoughts, random memories were flashing back into her 
mind, then nothing…nothing…her mind went blank. The mist was now 
pushing her in all different directions as she struggled to keep still. Her 
heart was beating fast, what if the mist didn’t recognize her? What would 
happen then? 
  Soon the mist cleared and she was aware of her surroundings 
again. She was face to face with a giant portrait of her great grandfather 
standing in front of this very lighthouse, the lighthouse he had been 
keeper of for decades. 
  “Good evening,” said the portrait. She was about to say something, 
but then remembered what she had been told: Do not respond to 
whatever he says, and when he holds out the key, don’t take it. Wait 
until he drops it, then pick it up.
  She did as she was told and waited until he held out the key. She 
was again about to take it but remembered what she had been told and 
pulled back her hand. Her grandfather smirked and disappeared in a 
whirl of paint, dropping the key as he went. She bent down and picked 
up the key and looked at it. It was made of pure gold, but only a few 
seconds ago she had seen it painted into a picture. 
  She looked up at the empty frame where her great grandfather had 
stood just a few seconds ago, except it wasn’t quite empty, there was a 
small keyhole that she fitted the gold key into. She didn’t turn the key, 
nor did it turn itself. She just left it there. 
A few seconds passed and the frame flung to the side and she suddenly 
found herself face to face with the truth: the truth that many of the 
greatest wizards and witches have been searching for for years. 
  But she didn’t yet know what was to come.

Alexa Murphy
Co Dublin
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THE LIGHT AND THE DOOR 

Kevin was the lighthouse keeper at Hook Head.  
He was in his mid-forties, six foot and very 

strong and fit. He was bald and lived a quiet 
life at the lighthouse.

  One day when he was digging 
a new vegetable patch, his shovel 
hit something hard.  Kevin was a 
cautious man but loved an adventure, 
so he decided to go and investigate.

  It was a circular trap door with many 
markings.  He went through it and it became a 

dimly lit tunnel, there were more markings along 
the walls, Kevin tried to read the markings, but they 

were in some sort of code.  After 45 minutes of walking 
up and down tunnels and staircases, he came to a dead 
end. He wondered what to do. He saw some loose soil, 

which he scraped away and found a map. He picked it up. 
It read: TREASURE ON THE OTHER SIDE.

  Kevin followed the map, going up a very steep staircase, 
which tired his legs immensely. He eventually found himself 
looking out his lighthouse window.  He wondered why it took 
him so long to get there - he could see his vegetable patch from 

there. 
  The map told him to open the right window and   

 step on one foot, on the fifth tile in from the window. 
After he did this, a door appeared where the window was. He walked through the door and 
down the path until he came to a fork in the passage. The two passages sealed themselves 
and a door behind him shut itself. Kevin could hear water.
  “This is more like a trap than a trapdoor,” he wondered.
  Then a voice boomed. “HA HA HA! Any last words, Kev?” 
  Kevin knew this voice.  It was his evil, power hungry, non-identical twin brother Horace.  
Horace had broken out of jail the year before.
  “NO!” screamed Kevin.
  “You are on a submarine about to crash! Ha ha ha!” said Horace.
  Kevin acted quickly. He punched open a nearby window and jumped out onto the 
deck. He spied his brother’s followers steering the submarine with the same markings he 
saw on the trap door. But where was his brother?
  Then his brother spoke. Kevin jumped - Horace was behind him. Kevin turned quickly 
and knocked his brother to the ground.
  Kevin took Horace’s phone and called the police.  He found rope and tied his brother 
to the submarine with a strong reef knot.
  The police rescued Kevin gave him a €2,000 reward.  Horace and his cronies were 
returned to jail and Kevin returned to his lighthouse for a quiet life!

Finn McCormack
Co Kildare

NARWHAL AT THE LIGHTHOUSE

I listen to his call in my sleep.
I walk to the Rathlin West Light where I meet…

my friend, a majestic, friendly narwhal.

He waves at me with his ocean coloured flipper as I walk up the 98 steps with the salty wind in my hair.
I’m always enchanted by his long spiral ivory tusk.

I look at him through the foggy glass windows as he does tricks in the clashing waves.
He makes my heart melt because he has a twinkle in his eye.

When the Rathlin Bull signals, it means it’s time for us to go our ways.

As I go, I can almost taste the salt from the sea.
As I say goodbye my excitement builds up for when I meet him tomorrow.

He is truly a magical unicorn of the sea.

Ellen Toner
Co Antrim
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THE LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time a little boy went to his uncle at the lighthouse for a 
visit. 
  The light house was huge and had a big light on the top. It was 
made to stop ships from crashing into the rocks near shore. 
  The little boy loved going to the lighthouse because he got to see 
the light up close. He loved the stripes on the lighthouse. He would stay 
at the lighthouse for a week and a half. 
  One night when the boy was staying with his uncle, the huge 
bulb needed replacing. It was going to be a very foggy that night. They 
needed to go down to the basement to get the new bulb. The bulb was 
very heavy because it was so big. Night-time was fast approaching so 
they needed to act fast. 
  They carried the bulb up the spiral staircase. They got the bulb 
replaced just in time. The approaching ships could see the light and could 
avoid the cliffs. 
  The little boy was so happy that he was there to help with such an 
important job.

Logan Rooney
Co Longford

THE FLASHING LIGHTHOUSE

Clair and Ella were swimming. All of a sudden, the lighthouse started 
flashing, so they swam over to check it out. They saw the owner and 
asked him what was happening he said a boat had gone missing the 
previous day.
  So, Clair and Ella said they would go on one of the boats and search 
for it. Clair’s dad was a diver so when she dived down, she saw a piece 
of the boat and a shark. Clair swam up and shouted, “Ella, go!” Clair 
hopped in the boat and rowed back to the lighthouse.
  At the lighthouse, they told the owner that they saw a shark with 
pieces of the boat.  The owner was shocked.
  So, they rowed out to the place they saw it happen. But as they did 
that, they saw two men on an island, so they all rowed over. 
  It was the two men that went missing so they rowed back to the 
lighthouse and were all happy.

Katie Weedle
Co Dublin



 124 | STORYKEEPERS VOLUME II AGE TEN | 125 

THE MERMAID LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time there was a little village. In 
the village sat a little house and in the house 
lived a little girl with her family. Near the 
village was an entrance to the ocean. The 
entrance was so pretty that you could hardly 
take your eyes of it.
  The little girl was called Alice. Alice 
loved going out to the ocean with Grandad. 
They nearly went out each day. Nearby was 
a big lighthouse.
Alice called it the night nighthouse because 
the light from it made her feel sleepy.
  One day Grandad said that they were 
going on a trip to the lighthouse. But Alice 
was scared because she had heard her 
friends saying it was haunted...
  What made things worse was that 
Grandad said they were going at night. Alice 
asked Grandad, “What will happen if we 
sink?”
Grandad said, “We won’t because there are 
a lot of buoys around the lighthouse.”
  And that night they went off to the 
ocean. 

Alice put in on. Then suddenly the glass 
broke and led her into the water. She looked 
at herself, she was a MERMAID! She could 
hardly believe how pretty it was underwater 
world. She swam to find Grandad.
  When she found him, Grandad couldn’t 
believe his eyes. Alice came out of the water 
then she turned back to human.
  Alice said that she is going put it back 
because the lighthouse needs it. Grandad 
wasn’t sure about that, but he agreed 
anyway.
  Alice put it back. When they were 
going back home, Alice looked back at the 
beautiful lighthouse. 
  She heard it quietly say thank you...

Hania Mroz
Co Cork

The waves were bigger than usual but soon 
they arrived at the lighthouse. Grandad said 
he would look around while Alice would 
go in the lighthouse. So Alice went in the 
lighthouse ALL BY HERSELF.
  The stairs were wooden and Alice 
climbed up them. Suddenly she saw a door 
in the middle of the stairs.
  SHE WENT IN - there were three 
tunnels. 
  One was filled with cobwebs.
  One was filled with water.
  And the last one was filled with a light.
  Alice went in the one with the light, like 
any smart person would do.
  The tunnel was pretty big. Alice started 
to worry. What if I never come out? she 
thought.
  Finally, she came out she was in a small 
glass room UNDERWATER!
  But she could breathe. She saw a little 
box with her name on it: ALICE. She opened 
it and inside was a pearl necklace that was 
blue.
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THE LIGHTHOUSE IN THE DISTANCE

Katie saw a lighthouse from her balcony
She had never seen before.

She put on her investigating cap
And set out to explore.

She borrowed her mum’s computer
But found she didn’t know the code

She thought, “Maybe I should hack it”
When she got the information, she put on her investigating jacket.

Katie asked her mum if she could go.
Sadly the response was “No!”

The next morning she snuck out,
Passing her favourite secret hideout, onto the sand.

It was warm, shimmering and… the lighthouse!!!
The lighthouse was amazing, tall it was!

Suddenly… “Katie! Why are you out here?” She answered with “’Cause…?”
Her mum got angry. She started to sweat. 

Katie got cheeky and said “Chill out! Take a breath!”
Her mum said that Katie was right,
She was just feeling a little uptight.

Her mum looked up and saw the quality was low,
Still Katie was intrigued and asked if she could go.

Her mum was sorry and so she said yes,
Mainly because Katie was restless.

Her and her mum stepped through the small door,
Her mum tried to turn on the lights but the lighting was very poor.

Katie pulled out her magnifying glass
And spotted on the floor, a tiny little bass.

He was flopping around in a puddle
Looking as if he was in a muddle.

Katie wanted to help the poor little creature

With his fascinating feature.
Thankfully he was still able to swim.

Katie put him in the ocean and said “Goodbye Tim!”
She went back inside the lighthouse and they went up the winding stairs.

When they got to the top they saw lots of ripe pears.
Then they spotted an old man in a wheelchair,

Crying his eyes out with despair!
Katie’s mum could see that he was sad,

And when Katie saw him she felt really bad.
They both wanted to help and find out what was wrong,

When suddenly the lighthouse started to pong!
Mum looked at Katie in disgust and disbelief.

Katie grinned. The old man grabbed a pear, took off a leaf.
He started to chew and to cry.
Mum was curious as to why.

She asked him why he was crying.
He told her everything. At first mum thought that he was lying.

Slowly but surely mum began to tear up,
The old man noticed Katie and said, “What’s your name, pup?”

Katie got a little shy.
Mum looked at Katie and let out a sigh.

Katie asked had he been there for a year,
He told her, “More.”

Mum asked if he was comfortable being carried down the stairs,
He smiled and asked if he could bring all his pears.

They carefully lifted him down to the sand and gave him water
Then mum nudged her daughter.

They sadly waved goodbye to the lighthouse and the old man
As they drove to the cinema in their shiny new van.

Sophie Sheridan
Co Dublin
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THE PENGUIN LIGHTHOUSE

The wind whistled as the otter swam,
She hoped beyond hope to find dry land.

Her fur was ruffled as the wind roared,
The storm had stopped but the rain still poured.

She saw a shape bobbing quite near,
The otter swam faster.  How could she fear?

It was a buoy!  Thank goodness. At last she was saved.
After all, Lucky was her otter name!

She saw a bright light shining across the bay,
Was it the Penguin Lighthouse? No way!

She swam and swam, then she climbed up a rock.
There the penguins were, in bright and fluffy socks!

They brought her in and made her hot tea,
I would like to meet them one day by the sea.

Eve Patterson-Byrne
Co Down
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COURAGE ON CLARE ISLAND

Alex is an adventurous eight-year-old boy who moved 
to Clare Island, a beautiful island of the coast of Mayo, 
two years ago. His dad is a fisherman working for 
the local fish and chip shop. Alex loves boat trips 
with his dad but his mom works away from home, so 
he doesn’t see her much. Alex has settled into his 
new school and has a best friend, Joe Maguire. Joe, 
nicknamed “Redsey,” is a tall, red haired chap who 
loves telling stories. 
  On a Thursday after school, Alex sat in the fish 
and chip shop waiting for his dad. Ciara, a waitress in 
the shop, came over to him and said, “Your dad said 
he’d be late today.”
  “Okay,” Alex replied as he strolled out the shop 
door heading home.
  An old lighthouse towers over Alex’s house. At 
school, the kids say it’s haunted, but Alex doesn’t 
believe them. Redsey tells a story about a pale ghost 
he had seen through the window of the lighthouse last 
Halloween. Redsey is very convincing. Plus he’s so 
tall no-one would ever disagree with him!
  As Alex arrived home he waved at Pat, the 
lighthouse keeper next door, who was locking his 
gate as he left. Pat O’Domhnaill is the jolly Donegal 
man living at the lighthouse. Alex’s dad and Pat are 
childhood friends and Alex really likes him as he often 
gives him delicious jellies. Pat is covered in freckles 
and is as pale as a ghost. Maybe he’s Redsey’s ghost!
  That same Thursday night when Alex looked out 

to sea for his dad’s boat, he realised the lighthouse 
was dark. Alex remembered that the lighthouse 
keeper was on holiday in Donegal for two days as he 
left this evening. Pat had given Alex’s dad the key for 
the lighthouse. 
  “Where did Dad put that key?” wondered Alex. 
Alex couldn’t find the key anywhere.
In desperation, he ran as fast as he could to the 
lighthouse. The door was locked. Alex looked around 
and spotted a window ajar near the rocks. He had 
to turn on the light or boats would crash against 
the rocks. Alex climbed the slippery rocks. As Alex 
reached the window a big wave crashed into the rocks 
and knocked him over. 
  Alex woke up soaked and dizzy on the rocks. He 
struggled up and squeezed through the window. He 
climbed the winding stairs to the top of the lighthouse. 
He remembered where the light switch was from his 
last time there. Suddenly, the bay lit up, guiding the 
boats safely into port. He felt very tired and dizzy as he 
lay down on the stairway and drifted off.
  He woke slowly, as a pale figure floated in front 
of him. His dad ran up the stairs, shouting, “Alex 
where have you been? I was worried sick!”
  “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you!” replied 
Alex. 
  “Let’s get some dry clothes and some fish and 
chips.  You can tell me all about it,” whispered Dad. 
  

James Coy
Co Galway

THE MYTH OF CANNON HEAD

For many years people came from far and wide to see the 
Lighthouse of Cannon Head in Co. Mayo. When people 
went there, they heard strange noises and saw things 
moving in the corner of their eye. This happened mainly on 
the tours during the evening. Mr. O’Leary, the lighthouse 
keeper, had never heard these strange noises or seen 
these moving objects even though he got complaints about 
them all the time. 
  One night like any other, Mr. O’Leary was locking 
up for the day. Just as he was about to leave, he saw 
something move. He said to himself, “I think I’m just 
getting tired. After all, it has been a long day.” 
  Then Mr. O’Leary heard a faint voice say, “Are you 
leaving already? It’s early to be going, it’s only 7pm.” 
  Mr. O’Leary replied iin a stutter,”It-it’s Sunday a-and 
we close early. Wh-who are you and where are you?” There 
was no answer by the mysterious voice. 
  “Answer me please!” yelled Mr. O’Leary. 
  “GET OUT!” yelled the voice. He ran out as fast as he 
ever did, without looking back. 
  The next morning Mr. O’Leary went to open the 
lighthouse for the day. He brought the police to search 
the lighthouse, but they found nobody hiding there. Mr. 
O’Leary had told the police about everything, but they 
thought he was going mad.
  “BOO!” yelled the voice jokingly. “Oh, did I scare you? 
Well, that was kinda the whole point, you know.”
  “Can you please go somewhere else?” whispered Mr. 
O’Leary politely. 
  The voice replied, “It’s hard to find a place to live when 
you’re a ghost, you get me?” 
  “Excuse me, YOU’RE A GHOST?!” exclaimed Mr. 
O’Leary. “Can you leave please?” he pleaded.
  “Why would I? I have lived here since Cannon Head 
lighthouse was built!  Also, my job is scaring people,” 
explained the ghost. “If anything, I will NOT be moving. If 
you don’t get out of my house terrible things will happen,” 
it threatened.
  The very next day they made the announcement that 
the lighthouse would be closing and nobody knew why. 
Some people believe the myth some people don’t. It has 
been fifty years since it closed and nobody has stepped 
foot in it since that day. 

Ali McGough
Co Galway

THE GHOST LIGHTHOUSE 

In one day in year 1990 a father and 
his son called Haroun went fishing 
in their fishing boat and they caught 
some fish. Suddenly a huge storm 
came and they were looking for 
some place to hide in it. They went 
to the lighthouse because it was the 
nearest place. The lighthouse was 
very tall inside, suddenly it turned 
into a ghost. Haroun and his father 
ran away but the lighthouse kept 
shaking and they were falling down. 
After a long time of running and 
falling they found the exit door they 
ran to their fishing boat and they go 
home. They were very scared.

Haroun Ghoubiche  
Co Dublin
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LIGHT HOUSE TROUBLE

One boiling hot summer’s day in Clonakilty, 
Chuck the monkey decided that it was 
time to escape captivity.  He went down 
to Clonakilty Bay for a swim and just then 
he realised that he couldn’t swim.  He got 
carried away by the swift salty swelling sea, 
all the way to Mizen Head.
  Fred, the lighthouse keeper of Galley 
Head, and I were playing cards when we 
heard and saw something strange in the 
sea.  We went to the top of the never-
ending narrow staircase and looked out of 
the telescope.  
  “It is a monkey!” said Fred.  
  “Really? But we don’t get monkeys 
here in West Cork,” I laughed loudly.  
  Fred decided it was a job for the Coast 
Guard and rang them to come.  By the time 
the Coast Guard arrived, it was dark.
  Normally the Coast Guard would be 
directed by the lights of the buoy or the light 
from the lighthouse tower, but they had been 
vandalised.  They couldn’t see the monkey 
in the water, so they had to bring in their 
rescue vessel and use super spotlights.  
  In the middle of looking, we heard 
something very loud and big in the water.  It 
was a humungous humpback whale and it 
had Chuck the Monkey on its back.! Every 
time the whale squirted water out of its 
spout, the monkey went flying up into the air.  
  “That looks like fun!” I said to Fred.   
After a while, the whale put the monkey on 
to a rock to rest.  We then got the monkey 
and dried him with a towel and gave him 
some hot chocolate to warm him up.
  Straightaway in the morning we took 
Chuck back to India with the help of the 
Coast Guard’s main vessel.  It took a very 
long time but we had some fun along the 
way.  We got to swim with some humpback 
whales and saw lots of dolphins with their 
young calves.  The oceans are amazing 
places but can also be dangerous.
  Everyone involved in the rescue was 
awarded with a medal from the Indian  people 

ADVENTURE ON LONG ISLAND

“Finally!” squealed Lucy. “ I can’t wait to 
have a picnic at the lighthouse!” It was an 
early Saturday morning and Lucy, Jack and 
Alice were getting ready to go for a picnic on 
their own, on Long Island. 
  Lucy, Jack and Alice were siblings. Their 
parents had finally agreed, now that Jack 
was ten, to let them go and have a picnic on 
the island on their own. They watched their 
parents’ boat glide away, leaving them alone 
on the island. 
  “Let’s find a nice spot and have our 
picnic,” said Alice. 
  “Great idea!” said Lucy. But just as they 
were walking past the lighthouse, the door 
opened and a hand pulled them inside.
  They looked around in terror and saw 
a crazy looking man with bright orange hair 
and an evil grin. 
  “Who-ha-hoo!” laughed the creepy 
man. His laugh was very odd. “My name is 
Dr Kerfuffle,” he said. He talked in a voice 
that sounded like he was holding his nose. “I 
am the greatest scientist of all time!”
  “What do you want with us?” asked 
Jack in a brave voice, even though Alice and 
Lucy could tell he was just as scared as they 
were. 
  “I need someone to help me test my 
new invention,” exclaimed Dr Kerfuffle. 
While Jack and Dr Kerfuffle were talking, 
Lucy was looking around. There were phials 
of every colour liquid on shelves all around 
the room. It felt almost like they were 
inside a spaceship because all the walls  
were made of metal.

for our bravery in rescuing and returning 
Chuck back to his natural habitat with all the 
other primates.

Patrick Sloan
Co Cork

Lucy spotted another door off the room they 
were in. “I don’t want to know what is behind 
that door,” she thought. 
  Just then, Dr Kerfuffle said, “Now, 
I want you all to walk through this metal 
detector because I don’t want anyone here 
having implements to pick the locks! Who-
ha-hoo!” 
  First, Lucy went through: no beep. 
Then Jack went through: still no beep. Then, 
Alice went through. She always had clips in 
her hair. The detector was sure to beep. 
But luckily, it didn’t… “Yes!” thought all the 
children.
  Lucy said, “Did you make that detector 
yourself, Dr Kerfuffle?” 
  “Yes, I did,” he replied in a proud voice. 
“Enough chit-chat! Into the room, go, go!” 
He was pointing at the door Lucy had seen 
earlier. Dr Kerfuffle threw them in and said, 
“This is Emily. I caught her last year.” He 
locked the door and walked away. 
  They looked around and sitting in the 
corner was a grubby looking girl, whom Alice 
recognised. “Oh, you were in my class. We 
all thought you had drowned last year!”
  “If only we had something to pick the 
lock,” sighed Emily. 
  “Ah, but we do!” replied Alice. “I always 
have clips in my hair. We can use them.”
  Late that night, they picked the lock 
and sailed away in Dr Kerfuffle’s boat. 
Emily’s parents were delighted to see her. 
Dr Kerfuffle was led away in handcuffs. 

Julia O’Donnell 
Co Dublin 

THE NIGHT WATCH

I wake up to eerie voices. A chorus of 
beautiful, ethereal singing. I quickly jump out 
of bed and put on my dark green raincoat 

over my nightshirt and my boots. I race up 
the spiraling staircase, to the watchroom. 
The wind howls and sea spray batters my 
face, feeling like tiny needles against my 
skin. I squint, the salty water stinging my 
eyes. 
  I just about make out a small vessel, 
the waves pushing it threateningly close 
to the jagged rocks that surround my 
lighthouse. It seems that no one is steering 
the ship, as the dark waves push and pull 
it around, rocking it from side to side. But 
there are men aboard, their eyes glazed over 
and dreamy, all fixed on something. I peer 
ahead of them. Seven young women, with 
feathered wings and talons, are perched 
on the rocks. their soft singing echoes 
through the storm, hypnotising the sailors 
and shutting down their senses. 
  I am immune to sirens’ song, which is 
why I inherited the lighthouse. The sirens 
beckon the ship closer and the captain 
orders his crew to raise the sails. 
  Without hesitation, I dash to the lantern 
room and turn on the light. The beam of 
light shines into the sirens’ eyes and they 
let out a shrill shriek. The noise jerks the 
sailors awake and the captain violently twist 
the wheel. The sirens’ faces are twisted in 
disgust and they fly into the air. They circle 
aroud the lighthouse, and swoop at me, 
claws outstretched. I duck to dodge them, 
and grab some pieces of wood lying on the 
floor. I hurl it at them, and they scream at 
me. 
  “Off with you, ye ugly beasts!” I shout, 
waving a stick as they fly away. 
  I give the captain a brief wave, and 
climb back into bed. 
  “Not as bad as last week...” I mutter 
and drift off to sleep.

Eleanor Gaynor
Co Cork
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THE GHOST IN THE LIGHTHOUSE

Alva sighed. She was supposed to be 
exploring the town with her brother Sam. 
Her family had recently moved into a new 
house along the coast of Ireland. Alva was 
lost in her thoughts. 
  She looked up - she couldn’t see Sam. 
She looked around the whole beach. Alva 
spotted someone splashing out at sea. It 
was Sam! He was holding on to an orange 
buoy. A sense of panic washed over her.  If 
she called someone it would be too late. She 
had to act fast. She jumped into the nearest 
rowing boat and rowed out to him. Alva 
hauled Sam into the boat -he was coughing 
and spluttering. Alva saw a tarpaulin in the 
boat she put it over Sam. 
  Suddenly it began to rain and then wind 
started - it was a storm. The boat got swept 
out to sea. Alva could see a tower- no, a 
lighthouse — but its light did not shine. She 
docked the boat woke up Sam and entered 
the lighthouse. She found Sam a place to 
rest and went to the light tower.
   She saw a pale white figure. It smiled 
then disappeared. Still, she went to the 
broken light and when she reached it, she 
saw the pale figure again.
   “Are you a ghost?” she asked.
   The thing nodded. “I am.” 
  “Can you help us?” She asked it.
  “I cannot touch anything,” it explained.  
“but I can instruct you how to fix the light.”
   Alva beamed at it. “So where do we 
start?”
  So they worked all day trying to fix the 
light, and when the night came it was ready.  
  “Let’s turn it on – in three, two one!” 
With that, Alva turned the light on, but at 
the same time the ghost of the lighthouse 
disappeared.
   “Don’t go!” cried Alva, but it was too 
late. The little girl was left all alone in the 
lighthouse. Then Sam came up to her. “A 
boat, a boat!” he yelled.
  Alva looked up and smiled. Sam 
was safe and she was too - that’s all that 

THE HAUNTED LIGHTHOUSE!

Once there was an adventurous boy called 
Joey. He was twelve years old and had red 
hair, green eyes and freckled cheeks. He 
was very intelligent and bright. 
  Joey’s favourite thing to do was go 
driving in his grandpa’s speedboat out to 
sea.
  When Joey was nine, Grandpa had 
taught him how to drive a speedboat. 
Every weekend after that, Joey would bring 
Grandpa’s speedboat out to sea.
  One Saturday afternoon, Joey was out 
at sea in the speedboat. He did not know 
that there was not a lot of petrol, as Grandpa 
had been fishing that week.
Suddenly the engine stopped working! Joey 
had no idea how to fix an engine. Joey 
looked around to see if anyone was there, 
but instead of seeing a boat Joey saw a 
mammoth wave heading his direction!
  The wave was heading towards Joey 
extremely quickly. He had to get out of 
there. Joey dove off the boat. He closed his 
eyes as his mouth filled up with salt water - a 
horrendous, disgusting taste.
  A while later, Joey felt something in 
front of him. “Wait a minute,” Joey said to 
himself. “I’m alive!”
  Joey had hit a rock. His speed boat had 
washed up beside him.
  With his remaining strength, Joey 

mattered. If it weren’t for the lighthouse, 
they would have died. She looked out the 
window and sure enough there was a rescue 
boat. There was their mum and dad on it. 
They rushed down to them and the children 
were reunited with their family at last! 
  Once again, the lighthouse acted as 
a sanctuary, protection from the storm and 
most of all a beacon of light. 

Ellen Heneghan 
Co Dublin

grabbed the rope from the deck of the boat 
and tied it to the pole of the Irish flag that 
was on the front of the boat. Joey pulled and 
pulled until he heard the scraping of the boat 
on the rock.
  Joey hadn’t noticed that behind him 
was a haunted lighthouse. Joey turned 
around and saw the lighthouse. The windows 
were cracked and there was only a dim light 
coming from the top.
  Joey was scared. Should he step inside 
or should he scream? He decided to go 
inside.
  The door had a big crack going down 
the middle and when Joey tried to turn the 
knob on the door, it came off in his hand.
  “HELLO!” Joey shouted.
  “Enter,” came a whisper. 
  Joey screamed. 
  “Oh, would you shut up,” came the 
voice again. “Now enter.” 
  Joey kicked the door, and not 
surprisingly, it cracked through the middle!
  When Joey entered the lighthouse, he 
saw a glow in the corner. It was, it couldn’t 
be. It was a ghost.
  Once the ghost had explained 
everything to Joey, Joey had calmed down. 
The ghost said that he was around Joey’s 
age when the same thing had happened to 
him.
  He had been on a fishing trip with 
his grandpa when a big wave tipped their 
boat over. He said that he survived but his 
grandpa drowned. He said that he lived here 
for his life, but he starved to death and slowly 
turned into a ghost. Joey felt bad for him.
  The ghost said his name was Colm and 
he could help Joey fix his boat.
  Colm did fix Grandpa’s boat. Joey 
thanked him and promised to visit every 
weekend. Joey kept his promise and Joey 
and Colm became very good friends.
 
Lilia Williams
Co Sligo
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THE FRIGHT IN THE LIGHTHOUSE

Shane had always wanted to fish out at sea, but his father had said he was 
too young. Shane had always hated his father for not bringing him on the 
boats. One evening when his father was making afternoon tea for the two 
of them, Shane snuck out to the boat, picked up the oars and rowed off into 
the unknown.
  After a while, Shane started to feel sleepy. He knew he mustn’t fall 
asleep, but before he could think twice, his eyelids grew heavy and closed 
shut.
  A wave hit Shane’s face and he woke with a start! It took him a while to 
realise he had fallen asleep. He had lost his oars and was in the middle of a 
very rough sea. He shouted for help, but no one could hear him.
  An hour passed and all hope seemed lost until……a light! 
  Shane jumped into the water and swam towards it. He soon reached 
the shore and discovered a lighthouse that looked old, abandoned, dark and 
eerie!
  He went up to the half-open door, took a deep breath and walked inside. 
It was dark and smelt of fish. Through the window he could see the light 
beam illuminate the rough seas outside, so he raced up the spiral stairs to 
reach the lantern room, but it was empty!
  A shiver ran down his spine as the lamp turned off slowly. He raced back 
down the stairs but tripped, hit his head on the door, and fell unconscious.
  He woke up in a four-poster bed, greeted by an old woman who appeared 
to be floating at the end of the bed. 
  “Where am I and how did you find me?” Shane asked. 
  “I’m Edith and you are in my lighthouse. I found you in the middle of my 
doorway!”
  Shane stared at her, confused.  “Are you a ghost?” he inquired. 
  “Yes,” Edith replied, “and I haven’t seen a child here in over 80 years!”
  Shane was speechless.
  “I once had a son,” Edith went on to say, “and he went out to sea 60 
years ago. I forgot to put the light on so he never returned. I have put the light 
on every single night since then in the hope he would return!”
  Shane felt sad for Edith but was still scared!
  “Now YOU can stay with me…FOREVER!” she said as she turned and 
floated out through the closed door!
  Shane’s heart thumped and he leapt out of the bed to escape but being 
too weak he fell, hitting his head on the bedpost, knocking him unconscious 
again!
  When he woke in hospital, his father was talking to a nurse at the end of 
the bed. All he could hear was, “We found him in the derelict lighthouse after 
our search party followed a strange light coming from it!” 
  “Dad,” Shane moaned. 
  His father turned. “He’s awake!” he cried and ran to give Shane a hug!

Hannah Doherty
Co Sligo

A YOUNG LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER?

Darragh and his family used to walk to the old lighthouse on Wicklow Head. 
Darragh had a fascination with the lighthouse and decided from a young age that 
he wanted to be a lighthouse keeper. His family were lovely people, but they didn’t 
think it was ideal because they lived on a farm and they wanted him to take over.     
  One day, Darragh went to Hook Lighthouse in Co. Wexford. He was excited. 
He arrived early. He found a lovely viewing spot where he stood and looked at 
the sea. He saw the huge rocks that scattered the southeast coastline. He sat 
mesmerised, watching the ebb and flow of the waves battering the landscape. 
  When it was time for the tour, all the people gathered at the front door. The 
tour guide said, “Hello everyone, my name is Trish. I will be your tour guide today.” 
She was a very nice young lady. She started the tour by saying, “This lighthouse 
is very old; can anybody tell me how old?”
  Darragh put up his hand. Trish said, “Yes, you at the back!” 
  Darragh answered, “848 years old.” 
  “Correct,” said Trish.  “The Hook Lighthouse was built in 1172 and stands at 
35 metres high. It is the second oldest operating lighthouse in the world, after the 
oldest operating one, which is The Tower of Hercules in Spain.” 
  “Wow,” said Darragh.
  As they reached the top of the lighthouse, Darragh spotted a sad looking 
figure gazing out from a tiny lighthouse window. Trish remarked, “This is the 
lighthouse keeper.”
  “Hello,” echoed the guests. Some waved in his direction. 
  “Oh, hello there, everyone” said the lighthouse keeper.
  Everyone went down the steps except one person.  Darragh. 
  He wanted to talk to the lighthouse keeper. “Hello,” said Darragh.
   “Oh, are you still there you should go on down with the group. Shouldn’t 
you?” the keeper said.
  “Yes, but I just wanted to chat to you.  It’s my dream to be a lighthouse 
keeper one day,” said Darragh. 
  “Oh no, would you put it out of your mind, boy? It’s no life.  Now run along 
back to the group.”
  Darragh rejoined to the group, feeling gutted to the core.
  A few weeks later, Darragh was at home. The six o’clock news was on. His 
ears pricked up when he heard the reporter say, “With great sadness I report that 
the Hook Head lighthouse keeper died suddenly…”
  Darragh still felt a connection. He returned to pay his respects. The lighthouse 
keeper’s diary was open in a viewing cabinet. He read the most recent entry. 
  It read: I met this lovely young lad today, Darragh. He wants to be a lighthouse 
keeper. I wish I had been kinder to him. I didn’t want him to waste his life in a 
lighthouse, lonely like me. I wish I told him he would be great and to make it his 
own.
  Darragh’s chest swelled. He was now even more determined to fulfil his 
dream. 

DJ Williams
Co Wicklow
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THE LIGHTHOUSE OF SPINNIGERHEAD                                                                                                                                    

Our story starts on a cold stormy night. The lighthouse keeper Pat 
and his wife Margaret are fast asleep in their house next door. Pat 
wakes up when he hears a loud noise in the lighthouse.  He wakes 
his wife up they get on their lighthouse keeper clothes and grab 
their pocket knives and flashlights. 
  They start to go towards the lighthouse when they see a bulb 
is broken. They have to fix it fast! They race up the stairs of the 
lighthouse and see a ship. They just get the light fixed in time so 
that the ship doesn’t crash. 
  Now they have a problem: the watts didn’t run out on the bulb, 
which they had only reinstalled two days ago, as well as a crack 
in the glass. Instead of calling the Gardaí, they called their good 
friend Jake - or as he was known within the town of Spinnigerhead 
-  THE SHARK. 
  Pat had known Jake since fourth class. Jake listened carefully 
and he knew some people around the town who like throwing rocks 
at stuff. He said there was a guy who goes by the name of Big 
Jimmy who was put in the slammer a few years back for robbing 
the rock and crystal store. 
  No cops went anywhere near Big Jimmy because he would 
throw a piece of obsidian at their head if he saw handcuffs. Pat 
then said he’d figure it out in the morning, that he was really tired. 
Just then Margaret came running into the room and there was 
Garda sirens everywhere. Pat switched on the TV and it turned out 
Big Jimmy had escaped the prison. The news reporter then said he 
was already on a rock throwing rampage. The Chief Garda said the 
hole he dug was going west towards the sea and lighthouse. This 
was when Pat and Margaret decided to call the Gardaí. 
  The fuzz said that they would take care of it and to go to sleep. 
The next morning Pat and Margaret went out for a walk and found 
Big Jimmy in a fight with an officer, Pat grabbed his phone to call 
for back up when Big Jimmy threw a rock and broke his phone, 
this made Pat rage as he paid double price for that phone. He 
charged at Big Jimmy, dodging every rock he threw except one, 
He caught it as he was running and he smashed it as hard as he 
could against the bag of rocks Jimmy had beside him. Every single 
rock shattered and Big Jimmy was back in the slammer. The Mayor 
of Spinnigerhead gave Pat a medal for defeating their most wanted 
criminal. 
  Jake called later to say the mayor announced they would 
build a new lighthouse powered by solar for when it is sunny and 
electricity for when it is dark. Pat and Margaret were delighted with 
this news. 

Conor McBride
Co Meath

LIGHTHOUSE ILLUSTRATION Mia Clery
Co Cork
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  “I’d say its jewellery,” said Jenna.
  “I think it’s another clue!” said Leah. 
  “I don’t know to be honest,” said Isabel.
  There it was - the playground. They walked in and saw one of the 
workers from the museum. They were expecting the employee to give 
them their prize until they looked down and saw some other kid. They 
listened to what the employee was saying as she handed out certificates, 
“Congratulations on competing in our treasure map contest!” 
  The disappointment was real…

CHAPTER THREE
They all walked to Isabel’s house, very disappointed. They decided to 
look back at the first clue to see their progress.
  “I got it!” shouted Isabel! “There is a lighthouse on the coast of 
Rinnville - me and my family go swimming there aaallllll the time! The 
clue says only the bravest will find the true treasure. It must be there!”
  Without another word they were off… it had all the stuff you could 
ever imagine!

Isabel O’Shaughnessy
Co Galway

THE MISSING TREASURE OF THE LIGHT HOUSE

CHAPTER ONE
Once upon a time there was a girl named Isabel who lived in County 
Galway with her mom, dad, sister Anna and dog Cookie.
  One morning, Isabel was very excited because she was going on 
her school tour! She got to school extremely early and met up with her 
best friends Jenna, Leah and Holly. They all rushed to the back of the 
bus so that they could sit together. They got there right on time! 
  “I can’t wait to go to the museum!” said Leah.
  It took around half an hour to get to the museum. When they got 
there, their teacher Brian let them off to look around. There were so 
many exhibits. The four of them almost saw them all until Jenna stopped 
her eyes glistened as she read the sign in front of her:

Secret Treasure Map! Only the Bravest Will Find the True 
Treasure!
CLUE 1: 

Where children go to play adults and dogs too
Off the coast of Rinnvile

Will the treasure find you? 

We all laughed, thinking it wasn’t real unless…

CHAPTER TWO
  “Oh my god, this is the best museum ever!” exclaimed Leah.
  “Even is this treasure isn’t real, we might as well try!” said Holly.
  They all replied, “Yeah!”
  After the school tour, the girls all met up at Isabel’s house. They had 
all taken a photo of the clue so that they could remember it. They read 
it one more time.
  “I got it!” shouted Isabel. 
  “Keep it down, I’m trying to do homework!” replied Anna.
  “Rinnvile Pier,” Isabel whispered and they all laughed. 
  They ran upstairs, put on their wetsuits, hopped on their bikes and 
they were off. As soon as they got there, they all jumped in after about 
ten minutes of looking. They were about to give up until Leah jumped 
out.
  “I got it!” she shouted. This time Holly read the clue. 

CLUE 2:
I’m surprised you made it this far

Good job whoever you are
Now walk up to the playground and find me under the bark

They were sooo excited as they walked up to the playground. They 
discussed what they thought the prize would be.
  “I bet it’s a million euro!” said Holly.



 142 | STORYKEEPERS VOLUME II AGE TEN | 143 

MISSION: LIGHTHOUSE RESCUE 

I stared up at the lighthouse wondering if I 
was dreaming, but I wasn’t. This was very 
real. The lighthouse’s light had gone out! 
I went to find my friends but they didn’t 
believe me. 
  They said, “Cara, you’re as silly as a 
clown. Why would we believe you?” 
  Remind me to get some new friends. 
I still wasn’t giving up. I was going to find 
what was causing this, otherwise the super 
careless boat captain would dump rubbish in 
the ocean! 
  I ran to the lighthouse as fast as I could 
and looked at it. It didn’t look broken. I went 
through the door only to find a lot of steps. 
  “This could take a while,” I muttered 
to myself. After what felt like two hours, I 
finally got to the top but when I got there the 
person who owned the lighthouse wasn’t 
there! Then I remembered that he was 
starting yoga tonight and wouldn’t be back 
‘til ten! 
  I started searching around for things 
that might have caused the light to go 
out. Then I stumbled upon the light itself! 
Someone clearly wanted the light to be out 
tonight. 
  I heard the door creak open and I could 
hear a man’s voice. He sounded as if he 
was talking to someone. 
  “Yes, I’ve taken care of it,” said the 
man. I instantly recognised the voice; it was 
the super careless boat captain! I quickly 
took out my phone and rang the police then 
I hid behind a cupboard and waited for him 
to come up. 
  As soon as he took the light, I jumped 
out and yelled, “Super careless boat captain!” 
  “Eh, my name is Derek,” he said back. 
Just then the police came to arrest him. 
  “What I don’t understand is why he did 
it,” the police officer told me. 
  “I do. He hates the ocean because his 
family drowned and wanted an excuse to get 
revenge on it,” I replied. 
  “I see,” said the police officer at last. 

“He will only have to do three months of jail 
time because it isn’t too severe. You did the 
right thing in calling us.” 
  “Thank you,” I replied. 
  So Derek was taken away and I was 
given a special award and we all lived happily. 
Well, most of us.  

Rebecca Kenny
Co Dublin

DETECTIVE FINNIGAN AND THE 
MISSING RING

One day Detective Finnigan got a call from 
a lighthouse keeper. His wedding ring had 
gone missing! 
  Detective Finnigan got to the lighthouse 
right away. “The name’s Finnigan,” he
said. “Freddie Finnigan.” 
  “You have to help me!” exclaimed the 
man. “My wedding ring has been stolen!” 
  “How do you know it’s been stolen and 
not gotten lost?” asked Detective
Finnigan. 
  “I know because I only take it off when I 
go fishing,” said the man impatiently.
  “When was the last time you went 
fishing?” asked Detective Finnigan. 
  “Yesterday. And when I got back, it was 
gone!” said the man, annoyed. 
  “Where did you leave it?” asked 
Detective Finnigan. 
  “The same place as always, next to the 
sink,” said the man.
  Detective Finnigan asked a few more 
questions and found out that the man had 
been fishing from 9am to 11am and during 
that time three people were at the lighthouse:  
the food delivery man
who delivered the man’s vegetables, the 
plumber who had to fix the sink and the 
milkman who delivered the milk. Detective 
Finnigan interrogated the three of them. 
  “I came at 9.15am. I left the milk at the 
doorstep and left,” said the milkman. 
  “I came at 10am, I went in and left the 
bags next to the sink and left, but it was 

hard because I could barely see over the 
bags because there was a pile of them in my 
arms,” said the food delivery man. 
  “I came at 10.30am, fixed the sink and 
left,” said the plumber.
  “What did you do once you came in?” 
asked Detective Finnigan. 
  The keeper said, “I searched for the 
ring, but when I couldn’t find it, I took the 
vegetables out of the bags then I – “ 
  “What did you do with the bags?” 
interrupted Detective Finnigan. 
  “I put them in the bin, but I don’t see 
why that matters,” said the man. 
  “I think I know where the ring is,” 
announced Detective Finnigan.
  “Who stole it?” said the man eagerly. 
  “I don’t think anyone stole it,” said 
Detective Finnigan, as he rushed over to the 
bin. He pulled out one of the bags and pulled 
what seemed to be a wedding ring from the 
bottom. 
  “How did you know?” asked the man 
in shock. “I thought the food delivery man 
might have accidently put the bags on the 
ring, and it might have gotten stuck to the 
bottom of one,” said Detective Finnigan.

Seán Leach
Co Dublin

THE MYSTERIOUS TOWER

Hello, My name is Gráinne, I’m from 
the year 5027. I am from the O’Hoigain 
clan and I live in Tír Na Nóg.  I have 
a pet horse that I ride around on and  
her name is Mary. My parents are the chiefs 
of the land. 
  One day some farmers came to see us 
because their crops had gone rotten. We 
had a meeting about it and my mum and 
dad said we would have to go to the mystical 
land of Ireland. When I was younger, 
my teacher had told us a story about a 

mysterious land called Ireland. I never knew 
it was real. I said in surprise, “Oh, it’s real 
all righ?!”  So we saddled up our magical  
horses and rode to Ireland.
  When we got there it was abandoned, 
completely deserted. We set up camp and I 
went to explore the southeast with my brother 
and sister. Their names are Sarah and Seán. 
On our way we met a pack of wolves. My 
brother and I had bows and arrows, but my 
sister didn’t and her horse got frightened. It 
ran away with her on it. We had to chase her 
horse until it got tired. Where we reached 
her, there were big lumps of iron with four 
wheels. Further on nearer the ocean I saw a 
massive tower with a lot of glass on the top. 
We went to check it out. At the top there 
was a massive bulb. On one side there were 
huge windows. I looked out of them and I 
could see the humongous ocean. It was all 
very mesmerising. 
  We then went outside again and went 
even further up the country. The next day we 
picked some berries for breakfast and nuts 
for lunch. We were walking for hours and 
hours and we found an old building nearly in 
ruins. I found an old sign and it said “Trinity 
College”. We carefully went inside the door. 
We went inside to see if there was anything 
interesting and there was. 
There was a library with what looked like 
hundreds of thousands of books. Then I 
saw a book that looked like the books that 
were written in Tír na Nóg. It was called The 
Book of Kells. I looked around me and there 
was a book with a picture of the tower that 
looked the exact same as the tower we saw 
yesterday. I read through the book and the 
tower was called a lighthouse. The lighthouse 
was called Hook Head Lighthouse. It said 
that William Marshal, a Knight Templar 
known as the greatest knight, built the tower 
to protect and develop the shipping trade 
which was so important in the 13th century. 
  Another note was that there are seventy 
lighthouses in Ireland, so I am going to have 
to search for the rest.  Oh, and by the way 
I’m keeping the book. 

Lauren Hogan
Co Wicklow
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RATHLIN WEST LIGHTHOUSE

From pre-dusk to early sunrise,
Full lights on Rathlin Island,

Lens clear, paraffin lit
Weights cranked up so the light can rotate.

Night shift over, day shift here,
Lens to clean, gears to grease,
Repairs to make, fuel to restore,

The lighthouse keeper’s busy chores.

For 23 nautical miles you can view,
The upside down lighthouse, it shows you the way,

The light on the bottom so in fog you can see, 
With the Rathlin Bull horn you are safe until morn.

It’s now automated and shares life with seabirds,
There’s puffins and razorbills and seagulls and more. 

But the best of it all is that Rathlin West is a 
hundred,

And still lights the way for the ships of today.

Roisin Kelly
Co Sligo

THE BABY IN THE BOAT 

One misty night in Jack’s lighthouse, he was 
making a fresh cup of tea. He was boiling the kettle 
when he heard an unusual noise. He ignored it. 
  There it was again. And again. 
  He thought it was the waves crashing against 
the rocks, but he was wrong. It was more of a 
squeal than a crash. 
  Jack went outside. It was so misty and cold 
he had to bring a blanket and a torch. He saw a 
baby in a boat. The boat was battered and it had 
chips everywhere. 
  The baby was a boy with brown eyes, and a 
smile like no other. 
  Jack brought him inside. He was wearing a 
rugged blanket and had a note around his neck. 
Jack took the note off the baby’s neck, and put 
him on the sofa. The note read: Hi Jack. We have 
not talked in a while. This is our son. We have yet 
to name him.
  Jack was in shock. He had no idea he had a 
son! 
  “What?!” he said to himself over and over 
again. 
  Jack did what he was told. He called the baby 
Ned. Ned brought such joy to his life. As Ned 
grew, Jack felt more and more happy. 
  One night, Ned was taking a bath and 
something amazing happened.
  “I’m a merman!” Ned cried, splashing in the 
bath. Just as Ned said that, Jack saw a fin pop out 
of the water. 
  The next day, Ned asked if he could swim in 
the sea. Jack carried Ned outside, and put him in 
the water. Ned started to swim and once again, his 
fin popped out. As he swam, a figure appeared, 
swimming in the distance. Ned swam towards it. It 
was a mermaid. The mermaid looked just like Ned. 
  Jack recognised her. It was his wife, who had 
gone for a swim one night and never came back. 
Suddenly, everything made sense. 
  The happy family went inside and always 
stayed together. 

Sophie O’Connor
Co Waterford

THE KEEPERS

Kaifina Quearney
Co Dublin
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AGE ELEVEN THE LIGHTHOUSE 

Jean McMahon 
Co Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE

A long, long time ago there was a lighthouse 
on the coast. It was very old and rusty. It 
had red and white stripes all over it and there 
was a big light at the top. One day there 
were two badgers walking to the lighthouse 
where they lived. One was called Susan and 
one was called Josh.
  Susan had blue eyes, she was white 
and black and very fluffy. John had brown 
eyes and he was also white and black and 
very fluffy. They brought their dinner back 
to the lighthouse. They ate their dinner and 
went to bed. Josh woke up the next morning 
with a shake. Josh thought he heard a 
crash, but he was wrong. The lighthouse 
might collapse!
  Josh and Susan went to hunt for 
their lunch. They caught six beetles, three 
ladybirds, five spiders and twenty ants. 
When they came back after catching lunch 
the lighthouse had collapsed! They heard 
lots of sirens about twenty minutes later, so 
they went to hide under the bricks from the 
lighthouse.
  The Gardaí and the ambulance came to 
check if anyone was hurt. They saw the two 
badgers there, so they called the vet to see 
if the badgers were hurt. The nurse brought 
the badgers to her clinic for a check-up, 
but luckily the badgers were not injured. 
The nurse brought the badgers back to the 
lighthouse and left them there because she 
saw lots of pictures of them, so she guessed 
that this is where they lived.
  The Gardaí called the builders and asked 
them, “Could you re-build the lighthouse 
please?” 
  The builders said, “Yes, of course!”
  They even built a little hole in the 
lighthouse so the badgers could live there 
again. They were so happy they didn’t have 
to move homes and the lighthouse never 
collapsed again!

Lauren Hickey
Co Dublin
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LOST IN THE LIGHTHOUSE

This is Lola. She is just an average eleven-year-old who loves the sea and has 
a normal seaside life. Little did she know that normal seaside life was about 
to change...
  “Katie come on, let’s go for a swim!” 
It was an early morning and Lola was already standing at their small cottage 
door, waiting to go down to the sea. 
  “No, you just go!” Katie shouted down. “I’m staying in bed.” Katie was 
Lola’s older sister. 
  When they were younger, Lola and Katie used to play fun games in the 
sea and stay out for almost the whole day! But then their mother went missing 
and... things changed. Lola’s dad never came out of his room and Katie 
stayed in bed all day on her phone. 
  “Fine then,” Lola said, “I’m going out by myself!” She stomped outside 
and slammed the door behind her. Lola immediately stopped. She had 
forgotten how peaceful the beach was. It was her happy place, a place where 
Lola forgot everything that happened with her mother. 
  “Let’s go!” she thought and thenLola went jumping into the sea like a 
dolphin that was set free!
  Hours passed as Lola swam and jumped around like she did as a little 
kid with Katie. “Okay,” she said, “Time to go!” Lola looked around and started 
to panic. Where was home? All she could see was water Nah, this isn’t 
happening, Lola thought. She was starting to get really stressed. Why didn’t 
she look around when she was swimming? And now she was lost! 
  Lola could feel tears streaming down her face what would she do? 
Crying won’t help! she thought to herself. Lola started paddling around. Wait 
a second - what was that?  She could see something in the distance. It was... 
a lighthouse!? She frantically started swimming towards it! It was pretty far but 
Lola couldn’t give up! This was her only chance to save herself.
  After about an hour, Lola finally made it! She stepped up on the slippy 
rocks surrounding the tall lighthouse. All of a sudden, she realised something, 
was she supposed to knock or just walk in? Surely no one lived there... or did 
they? Lola slowly opened the door. 
  “Hello?” her voice echoed up the stairs.
  “Who goes there?” a voice boomed down the stairs. Lola screamed; she 
could hear the footsteps coming down the stairs. She closed her eyes and 
then suddenly the footsteps stopped. 
  “Lola?” a voice whispered softly. Lola opened her eyes and standing right 
there was her mother. 
  “Mom?” They both started crying and gave each other the BIGGEST hug 
ever! Twenty minutes of hugging later, they both thought, “How will we get 
home?” They were in a lighthouse in the middle of the ocean by themselves. 
“Wait a minute!” Lola ran up the long stairs to the very top of the lighthouse 
and she found a flare. 
“You are so clever!” her mother said. They raced downstairs again and set the 
flare off. In less than ten minutes they were rescued. The family then lived 
happily ever after.

Abigail 
Hawkshaw

Co Dublin
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THE LIGHTHOUSE MYSTERY

The large ship was sailing to port on a 
cold, dark, moonless night.  The captain 
of the ship said, “There is the lighthouse.”  
Suddenly the light turned off. The captain 
shouted, “What?!”
  They could not see where they were 
sailing and they were in very dangerous 
waters. They radioed the lighthouse - there 
was no response. The crew started to panic.  
Suddenly there was a thud. They ran and 
looked overboard to see what had happened.  
The ship started to sink slowly.  “Man the 
lifeboats! “shouted the captain.
  The lighthouse keeper heard the big 
noise and realised that the light was off.  
He ran up the stairs and saw his partner 
unconscious on the floor beside the light 
switch.   He turned on the switch and the 
light turned on like nothing had happened.  
He saw the crew from the ship making their 
way to the shore. 
  “Urrrgh…” The lighthouse keeper 
looked down to see his partner waking up. “I 
don’t know what just happened,” his partner 
said.  
  The lighthouse keeper said, “I’m going 
down to check on the crew from the ship.”
  He ran to the truck and drove down 
to the shore thinking, Why did this have to 
happen on our first night on the job?
  “Hey, are you from the lighthouse, 
mate? Do you know why the light went out?’ 
said the captain.
  ’Yes, I am from the lighthouse and I 
don’t know what happened!”
  “My ship went down into the sea!” 
shouted the captain. 
  Two days later the lighthouse keeper’s 
partner was still in hospital and could not 
remember anything that happened. An 
investigation was underway. There was a 
meeting about the lighthouse mystery. 
  “This has happened to seven other 
ships at the same lighthouse,” said the Chief 
Inspector.  “I will not let this happen again. I 
have a plan.”

  On the next moonless night, they put 
the plan into action.  
  “Echo One to Echo Two, the ship has 
sunk, repeat the ship has sunk!”
  “Roger Echo One, launching drone 
now.”
  The black noiseless drone lifted into the 
air.  It flew to the lighthouse and a silhouette 
of a person at the control panel can be seen 
on the drone’s cameras. The Gardaí ran 
through the door and up the stairs as over 
the loudspeaker came the following:
  “HALT! Stay where you are, you are 
surrounded.  There is no place to go, there 
are Gardaí surrounding the lighthouse. There 
are drones and helicopters in the air, robot 
ships on the water and the whole perimeter 
of the island is blocked.”
  Two minutes later a person came out 
with his hands behind his head.  He was 
identified as the one who was unconscious 
at the lighthouse on the last night. Under 
interrogation he admitted that there was a 
base on the spot where each of the ships 
sank.  All the cargo was taken out by robotic 
arms and sold for money.  
The Gardaí found the base and all the people 
there were arrested and no ships sank at 
that spot from that day on.

THE MISSION

Mum left the room to get the car keys (Dad 
is known for forgetting them) and she waited 
in the car with everyone else.
  Áine grabbed her bag, tied her 
shoelaces and ran downstairs into the car 
and their journey began. The family travelled 
to the Hook Lighthouse in County Wexford. 
They didn’t have far to drive as they already 
lived not too far away.
  Áine put in her headphones and 
listened to her music. They finally reached 
the lighthouse. It was 35m tall (115 feet), 
built 800 years ago it was just beautiful, 

but they had no time to admire it. They had 
mission to do.
  You see, they weren’t just any ordinary 
family going on a trip to see one of the 
oldest lighthouses in the world. No, they 
were on a mission to find a key that would 
lead to something spectacular. People all 
over the world wanted this key but not for 
the same reasons. Some wanted it for good 
things, and some wanted it for bad things. 
However, you have to be one of the chosen 
people or you  will not be able to find it.
  Luckily Áine was one of the chosen 
people, which is why she was the only one 
who could get it. The family weren’t the only 
ones looking for the key; there were other 
people here, bad people. A man ran into the 
lighthouse to take the key. 
  Dad ran after him he knew he could 
not take on this man by himself. He quickly 
grabbed the buoy that was on the wall and 
chased after the man. He threw the buoy 
at the man and he tripped. Dad called for 
Áine, “Go! Quickly!” He kept the man from 
chasing her. 
  The walls of the lighthouse were four 
metres thick, so Áine needed something to 
break a hole into the wall to get key. She 
looked around and she saw a wooden stick. 
She hit it at the wall for ages. Eventually it 
cracked! she grabbed the key and ran like 
the wind.
  Everyone jumped into the car, 
exhausted. But what did the family want with 
the key? What were they going to use it for? 
Were they the bad guys?
                                                                                                                                                                                                              
Adelaide Farrelly
Co Cavan

Cormac 
O’Sullivan
Co Meath

THE STORMY NIGHT

One dark, stormy, winter night, I was driving 
my boat Baluga from Scotland to Ballycastle.  
I couldn’t see the sky as the clouds were so 
thick and black and it was starting to rain.  

Suddenly there was a bang and I could feel 
my feet getting wet.  I shone my torch over 
the side of the boat. I had hit a huge rock.  
My boat was filling with water and the doors 
to the radio seemed to be jammed, so I 
couldn’t radio for help.  The boat was really 
starting to fill with water and I kept trying to 
inflate the dingy, but it wouldn’t work.  The 
rain was starting to get heavier and the wind 
was picking up too. Please, let someone see 
me!  
  I couldn’t see any way to escape and 
then suddenly I saw the light of a lighthouse 
in the distance shine in the water.  I knew 
I was close to land, there was hope after 
all!  I was drifting closer and closer to the 
lighthouse and I kept flashing my torch in the 
hope that they would see me.  Thankfully it 
worked, as about 20 minutes later I could 
see another boat heading my direction and 
they got to me just in the nick of time.
  I woke up in hospital two days later and 
the nurse told me what had happened. I was 
so lucky to be alive.  I wanted to know who 
had rescued me as I owed my life to them. 
The nurse was able to tell me that the owner 
of the lighthouse was the one who raised the 
alarm for help and he had been to check on 
me yesterday.  
  I was well enough to leave the hospital 
the next day. As soon as I stepped outside, 
I could hear all the noises of nature, I hadn’t 
heard them before and the air seemed very 
different. I was very thankful to be alive!  I 
went straight to the lighthouse to thank the 
owner, Bob, for saving my life.  He was very 
happy to see me and even offered to show 
me around Rathlin Island before taking me 
home on his boat.
  Rathlin Island was so pretty and even 
though the birds were quieter because of 
winter, I still got to see some unusual species.  
I enjoyed the journey home and couldn’t 
believe all the wildlife that we experienced 
on the journey.  We saw the seals on Rathlin 
Island and lots of dolphins in the sea.  Once 
I get home, I will build a new Baluga and 
attempt the journey again!

Aidan Massey
Co Armagh
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THE UPSIDE DOWN LIGHTHOUSE

Chapter One
  There once was an island, no ordinary land. It was an upside down land, where 
everything was different. Women would go to work and men would stay at home. Even the 
saying ‘man of the house’ was changed to ‘woman of the house.’ Girls would go to school 
and boys would stay at home and learn how to sew and knit. 
  And in the middle of this chaos was the creator of it all, the Upside Down Lighthouse, 
where the mayor of the island lived.
  The island was invisible to all outsiders. And none of the islanders had ever ventured 
abroad because every few months a roaring came from the sea and they assumed that 
there were sea monsters, who would gobble them up before they could kiss their loved 
ones goodbye. 
  The mayor decided that the town needed some excitement, so she arranged for an 
English couple, who were engaged to marry, to visit. But as locals would be against this, 
the mayor didn’t tell them until the couple arrived.

Chapter Two
On the appointed day, a finely dressed man and an elegant woman, John and Mary, arrived 
on the island, guided by the searching lights of the lighthouse.
  The mayor met them, extending a hand of welcome to Mary, but she pulled away with 
a look of disgust.
  “Will you not shake hands to greet the mayor?” the surprised mayor exclaimed.
  “What, you can’t be the mayor! You should be at home keeping house!”’ John boomed. 
As island rules prohibited men from speaking without being addressed first, the mayor’s 
advisors took the lovers aside and explained the social workings of the land, that men do all 
domestic tasks and take care of the children on the island. 
  When the couple arrived at the lighthouse where they were guests, they met the 
mayor’s husband and children.
  Mary loved meeting the mayor’s family and the lighthouse itself. She was fascinated 
by the way of life there, she said it was magical. But John hated it all and his agitation grew 
when he saw the mayor’s husband wearing an apron and being too busy washing dishes 
to participate in conversation. That night, when everyone had gone to bed, John told Mary 
that they were leaving.
  “But why would you ever want to leave? This place is great,” said Mary, confused. 
  “We aren’t talking about this. I’ve made my decision and that is final,” John said angrily. 
  “Well, I’m not going with you,” Mary said, turning away. 
  John couldn’t understand the attraction of what he considered the wrong way to live. 
“We are going now!” John said sternly as he walked to the door suitcase in hand. 
  “I told you I’m not coming,” Mary told him.
  “Well, you’ll regret this,” he said, leaving. And that was the last anyone ever heard of 
him. 
  As for Mary, she got married (to someone else!) and had three children. 
  And even after time she became mayor and lived in the Upside Down Lighthouse.

Susannah Pike
Co Dublin

FANAD LIGHTHOUSE

‘Twas a long, long time ago,
Here is my story or so it goes.

My great ship sank into the sea,
Come sit and listen upon my knee.

My ship was called the Laurentic,
We hoped to sail the Atlantic.

I’ll never forget that freezing cold, 
Or how I swam to be so bold.

My shipmates perished as the ship went down,
I chose to swim rather than drown. 
I reached the rugged, rocky shore,

Hoping I would freeze no more.

The light that shone guided my way,
To the lighthouse at Lough Swilly Bay.
My eyes did see a man stood there,

He had a loud voice and quite a lot of hair!

This man appeared to be kind and true,
However, he was a thief, let me tell you!

Weird and whacky and full of hate,
In no way similar to my shipmates.

Gold bars were what he was after,
This could have caused more disaster.

Into the deep waters he did dive,
I couldn’t say if he was still alive.

Fanad Lighthouse stood tall and bright,
I followed the path into the light.

Inside was warm and help was there,
No need for fear or to scare.

My little grandchild go and see,
The place where I was once again free.
The great lighthouse in the Irish Sea.

Daniel Kelly
Co Antrim
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THE RUINED LIGHTHOUSE

I ran down to the lighthouse ruins. 
It’s not like I don’t do that most 
days, but this time it felt wrong.  As 
I ran, it seemed as if the smooth 
rocks rippled as soon as my feet 
touched them.  I looked down at 
one of them for closer inspection 
and I could see my own bright blue 
eyes staring back at me.  When 
I eventually reached the graves 
beside the ruins I was drenched, 
even though it was a relatively sunny 
day.  I leaned against a rock and 
closed my eyes, hoping that when I 
opened them my now foggy vision 
would return to normal.  Except, 
when I opened them, it was dark, 
and a bright light was emitting from 
the top of the lighthouse.  When I 
realised that I was in the middle of a 
ferocious storm, I turned to run, but 
slipped and fell, knocking myself 
out.
  I woke up with a young woman 
holding a wet cloth to my throbbing 
head.  I winced as I quickly sat up 
to ask her:
  “Who are you? Where am I? 
What happened?”
  “I’m Mary, the lighthouse-
keeper’s wife,” came the answer. 
“You’re in the lighthouse, and you 
got a nasty bang on the head when 
you fell.  Why you were out in that 
storm, God only knows, but you 
probably wouldn’t remember if I 
asked.  You know, I had a cousin 
and he fell and banged his head, 
and he couldn’t even remember 
his own name! Imagine that…”.  
She kept on blabbing away while 
I quickly tried to process what had 
just happened.  Reflective rocks, 
me soaking wet (which annoyingly 
I still was), storm, lighthouse-
keeper’s wife… wait, that didn’t 

sound right. Lighthouse keeper?  
The lighthouse had been ruins 
since April 1908. Hang on…
  “What date is today?” I asked 
Mary, who was now busying herself 
with the kettle.
  “The 6th of April 1908,” she 
said worriedly.  “I think that bang 
might’ve been worse than I thought.  
Do you want me to call the doctor?” 
  “No, I’m grand,” I answered as 
I thought back to the history lesson 
I had not long ago.  I remember 
my teacher telling us about the day 
the lighthouse fell.  There was an 
extremely powerful wave, knocking 
over the lighthouse and killing the 
family living inside.  I had to warn 
Mary.
  “Mary, you have to get out,” 
I said urgently.  “There is a wave 
coming, and it will destroy the 
lighthouse.  If you are still in it, you 
and your family will be killed.  Get 
as far away as possible!”
  “But... what... how...” 
spluttered Mary.
  “Now!” I shouted at her.
  “But what about you?” she 
asked. 
  “I’ll be fine. Now go!” She 
hurried out of the room and I could 
hear her calling out to the rest of 
the family.  When they were long 
gone, I lay down and let the icy 
wave swallow me up.
  I woke up perfectly dry on the 
rocks. I looked around and saw that 
the old graves were gone. I smiled. 

Lucy Grant
Co Longford
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THE LIGHTHOUSE AT HOOK 
HEAD

One bright, sunny summer day, three 
sisters — Bella, Carly and Saoirse — were 
enjoying a picnic with their parents at Hook 
Lighthouse before their tour at 3pm. They 
had finished their lunch so they went to play.  
Bella, who was thirteen and had blonde hair 
and hazel eyes, loved running and she was 
very fast too. She was doing handstands 
with her little sister Saoirse who was eleven. 
Carly, the youngest at eight years old, was 
sitting in the grass making daisy chains.  
  At 3pm they went in for their tour. They 
all found it very interesting. They learned lots 
of new facts, but the toughest part was ALL 
the steep stairs!  When the tour was over, 
they stopped in the room that they found most 
interesting. Just for a second, Carly thought 
she saw something go by, something that 
was white but also see-through. 
  “Guys, I think I saw something!” said 
Carly. 
  “Don’t be silly, Carly. You’re always 
pretending to see things or hear things” said 
Bella. 
  “I don’t think Carly is lying,” explained 
Saoirse. “I saw AND heard something too.”
  It happened again and this time everyone 
heard it. The girls gasped and Carly let out a 
little scream.  A little girl appeared who was 
about nine years old, wearing a white dress 
with a little apron. 
  “I’m Anna” she said. The three girls 
stood there, with their jaws hanging open.
   Anna continued, “I am lost and can’t 
find my family. Will you help me find them?”  
Before anyone else could speak, Saoirse 
asked, “Are you a ghost?”
  Bella gave her a little kick in the foot. “It 

depends, we need to know more about you,” 
Bella explained. 
  “How much more is there to know? 
She is literally hovering above the ground,” 
said Saoirse.
  “Please,” cried Anna. “You have to help 
me!” 
  “How are we supposed to help you?” 
asked Carly. 
  “We could start by checking all the 
floors,” said Anna. 
  “Seriously! Those stairs are SO steep!” 
said Bella. But the girls agreed to help. 
  After they had checked all the floors 
and gone up and down all the stairs, they 
were so tired that they had nearly forgotten 
what they were looking for. Anna didn’t 
understand why they were so tired, because 
she just hovered above the stairs effortlessly, 
while the girls were panting like dogs.
  Carly couldn’t go a step further, so 
she jumped on Bella’s back and Saoirse sat 
down on the ground. Anna looked worried. 
  “Don’t be sad, we’ll find your family,” 
Carly said. Bella and Saoirse looked at each 
other. They decided to look on the beach 
next.  The beach was quite empty so they 
could look without people getting suspicious 
of Anna. 
  They all thought they saw something, so 
Bella ran ahead at lightning speed. “They’re 
here!!!” she yelled from across the beach. 
  The rest of them caught up. “You found 
them! Thank you so much!” cried Anna. 
  “You’re welcome,” all three girls said 
together.

Saoirse Mulvey
Co Dublin
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SAMUEL’S HOBBY

Samuel checked his watch.  It had been 
fifteen minutes since old Joe left for the pub, 
and he judged now was the time to strike.  
He made his way towards the dilapidated 
old lighthouse, which was so weathered by 
storms now you could barely make out the 
red and white stripes.  Not that it mattered.  
Nobody needed a lighthouse around here 
anymore.  Before he entered the lighthouse, 
Samuel carefully looked around him for signs 
of unwanted witnesses.  On finding none, 
he skilfully picked the lock and crept up the 
narrow winding staircase.
  Breaking and entering was Samuel’s 
hobby.  A highly dangerous and unusual one, 
yes, but it was.  It was his talent.  After all, it 
wasn’t like he stole things.  Well, only if he 
found something really good.  After passing 
a kitchen, living room and bedroom, Samuel 
opened the door at the top of the stairs.  
His eyes flickered over two computers and 
bookshelves and came to rest on an object 
standing in the corner of the room.  A safe!  
Now here was something…
  Twenty minutes later Samuel had it 
open.  He sifted through the contents.  
Nothing too exciting, cash and documents.  
Then his hand closed on something 
hard.  Jewels!  Massive emeralds, rubies, 
diamonds.  Samuel gasped.  He had to take 
some of these.  
  “SAMUEL!  WHAT THE HELL ARE 
YOU DOING?”  Samuel froze.  
  Someone had caught him.  Desperately 
he shone his torch upwards to reveal… his 
older brother Mark. 
  “Mark, this isn’t what it looks like,” he 
babbled, then stopped.
  Someone else was coming.  Someone 
important whose footsteps sounded like they 
knew it.  A police man.  Samuel broke out 
in a cold sweat.  This had never happened 
before.  Never.  He managed to gasp out, 
“Hide!” to Mark before diving under the 
desk.  He was only just in time.  There was a 
cry of, “What’s going on in here?” a scuffle, 

a burst of shouting and a whistle blowing.  
Then there was silence.
  Risking a glance up from the desk, 
Samuel had to pinch himself. Even after 
he drew blood Samuel still couldn’t believe 
what he was seeing. The police officer had 
arrested Mark and was manhandling him 
down the stairs. Samuel had to remind 
himself to breathe.  For the first time since he 
had started breaking and entering, Samuel 
realised how pointless and stupid it was.  He 
began to cry hot, guilty tears… 
  When old Joe arrived back from the 
pub two hours later, he found the front 
door standing wide open.  On hearing the 
sound of a boy crying, Joe made his way up 
the stairs as fast as his tired bones would 
carry him.  When he discovered his precious 
jewels strewn all over the floor and a young 
boy sitting weeping in the middle of them, 
he passed out.  When he woke up again, 
he assured himself he had made the whole 
thing up.  After all, he was getting on in 
years…
  On the other side of the town, a 
heartbroken boy cried himself to sleep… 

Lara Whitley
Co Dublin

 LIGHTHOUSE

It was a normal day on our little isolated 
island, Mongolia. The three Richardsons, 
Max, Leo and Thiago, were at school as 
normal, but they noticed that there was a 
sense of sadness and upset today.  People 
were walking around looking very sad and 
depressed.  No one could understand why 
they felt so down.  It was a mystery.
  The air became heavy, like as if there 

was no air to breathe.  The clouds began 
to darken the sky.  The boys strolled out of 
the school, oblivious to what was happening.  
Suddenly, something fell from the sky.  And 
then more. It was like a hole had suddenly 
opened up in the sky, or someone had 
opened a portal in the sky!  
  They were zombies.  
  They all, at the same time, screamed, 
“AHHHH!” The boys were petrified.  They ran 
so fast, trying to hold onto their schoolbags, 
but it was too much of an effort so they 
tossed them away to give themselves more 
freedom to escape.  The nearest place was 
their house, but when they got there it was 
all locked up.  Mum and Dad were no where 
to be seen so they ran down to their tree 
house at the back of the garden.
  When they finally got into the tree 
house and locked themselves in and away 
from danger, Leo said frantically, while trying 
not to speak too loudly, “What is going on?” 
  His brothers were gasping for their 
breath. “I don’t know,” replied Thiago.  
  They looked over at Max, who was 
crouched down in a corner shaking for his 
life.  “It looks like a zombie invasion.”  
  Max looked out through a small crack 
in the tree house and shrieked, “Oh my god!  
There’s Mom and Dad, in the back garden!” 
He could see that they had been captured 
by the zombies, and now they had turned 
into zombies too.  
  Three days later…
  “I’m hungry!” shouted Max.  
  “Let’s go to the shop,” suggested Leo.  
  “Get knives, sticks and anything else 
that we can defend ourselves with,” said 
Thiago.  
  Leo suggested that they take Dad’s 
tractor. “We can lock ourselves inside it away 
from the zombies.”
  “I call driving!” said Max, even though he 
had no clue whatsoever about how to drive, 
but he had seen his dad do it and it looked 
easy.   They waited until it had quietened 

down and snuck over to the tractor.  Loaded 
up and turning the key, the tractor made a 
roaring sound.  Down the street they went, 
swerving everywhere. Everyone’s houses 
were all barricaded up.  People had locked 
themselves into their houses.  
  As they approached the shops, which 
were close to the beach area, the boys 
suddenly noticed that all the zombies were 
walking towards the old derelict lighthouse 
that was far out on the edge of a rocky outlet.  
  “Should we follow them?” asked Leo.  
  “Yes,” said Max.  
  They followed them from a good 
distance behind up to the lighthouse.  As 
they approached it, they noticed that a huge 
giant was controlling all the zombies.  
  “I think he opened the portal in the sky,” 
suggested Thiago.  “I’m not going into that 
haunted lighthouse,” said Max.  
  “Okay, so stay outside then,” the other 
boys suggested.  “We have to get inside 
that lighthouse to switch off the portal so 
that no more zombies can invade Mongolia. 
We also have to lock the giant back into the 
lighthouse.”
  So, they boys had an idea.  They 
decided to act like zombies themselves.  
They rolled in the grass, ripped their clothes 
up into tatters, rubbed red flowers on their 
cheeks to pretend they were bleeding and 
started to walk towards the lighthouse 
imitating the zombies.  
  But then, suddenly, the giant saw them 
and started to run towards them.  
  “Wake up, wake up boys!” shouted 
their mother.  “Time to get up for school or 
you will be late.  You have an important day 
today.  The new owner of the lighthouse is 
coming to the school to take some children 
down to visit…” 
  They crept back under their covers!

Daniel Fleming
Co Roscommon
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GRANDMA’S STORY

  “Come on, Grandma! Tell that story again,” little Amelie said.
  “If Grandma doesn’t want to tell the story...” Lyra said.
  “It’s okay, Lyra,” Grandma said. “Anyway, it’s Amelie’s sixth birthday.”
  “Yes! Thanks Grandma!”
  “Once upon a time, not very long ago,” Grandma started, “there were three 
children: a girl and a boy both ten years old, Anne and Matt, and a small girl, Roberta. 
She was Anne’s little sister. They used to have an older brother, Juul, who had died 
the year before. Matt lost his both parents a long time ago. 
  Matt, Roberta and Anne were best friends. One day, they went to the lighthouse, 
despite the fact that the girl’s parents had forbidden it multiple times, but that just 
made them even more curious. It was cloudy day when they secretly went to the 
mysterious lighthouse. They walked up the stairs, higher and higher. Every step they 
took, felt like they were walking deeper and deeper into the world of dead. Until 
Roberta pulled on Anne’s hand and said, ‘I’m scared!’ ‘Don’t be, it will be okay,’ Anne 
answered.
  When they arrived at the top, they noticed three people standing there, two 
adults and a child. Anne started crying and Matt was standing there like he saw death. 
  ‘Why do you cry?’ Roberta asked.
  ‘Don’t you see?’ Anne said. ‘The two adults are Matt’s parents and…and the  
boy is Juul!’
  Matt hugged his parents and the girls hugged their brother, until Matt asked, 
‘How is this possible, you’re dead?’
  Juul answered, ‘The dead gave us permission to see you once more. And if you 
want, you can come with us, the City of Dead is okat. But in a minute we need to go 
again.’ 
  ‘I don’t think we want to be dead yet,’ Roberta said. 
  Matt’s mother said, ‘Don’t ever tell anyone you saw us. Now we can come to 
you in your dreams, but if you tell anyone we can’t do that again.’
  They disappeared and the children left the lighthouse and went back home. 
  Every night, in their dreams, they met again,” Grandma finished.
  “Oh, what a nice story!” Amelie said. 
  “It was,” Lyra agreed.
  “Okay, but now it is bedtime for this little girl!” Grandma continued. 
  “Only if Lyra goes to sleep, too!” said Amelie.
  “Amelie, Lyra is five years older than you, she can stay up a little longer.” 
  “Okay, Grandma. But only today!”
  “Goodnight, my love...”
  “Do you want some tea?” Lyra asked when they went in the kitchen. 
  “No, Lyra, sit down,” said Grandma. “I’m going to tell you something I never told 
someone before - the true end of the story.” Grandma started gently, “You know little 
Roberta from the story? Well, that is me. And just before Juul left, Anne jumped in 
his arms – then she was gone, too. When I got home with Matt, we had to explain 
everything that happened. We told the truth. You can guess what happened next.”
  “I’m sorry, Grandma,” Lyra said with tears in her eyes. 
  “Don’t be. Just promise me you won’t tell Amelie!”
  “I promise…” 

Maggie Huygens
Co Galway

THE INVISIBLE BUOY

  “I miss swimming so much,” groaned Sam.
  “Me too,” groaned CeCe, “I so badly want to get back in the water one more 
time. It’s really stupid that they closed it for summer. That’s when people want 
to be in it most.”
  “Yeah, but I suppose it was because it’s a competitive pool and not a relaxing 
kind of one, you know,” replied Sam.
  “Will I ask Auntie Marg if are allowed to go into the sea for a swim?” shouted 
Sam up to her cousin CeCe. 
  “Mum’s not really one to let us go in the sea on our own, but you can try,” 
replied CeCe.
  Sam ran out to find her auntie, whom she was staying with for the summer. 
“Auntie Margret, are CeCe and I allowed to go for a short swim in the sea? We 
really miss swimming.”
  “Uhh, I don’t usually let CeCe swim on her own but as you’re both 
experienced swimmers, you can go as long as you stay together and you don’t 
go in too deep,” replied Auntie Marg. 
  “Thanks so much, Auntie Margret!” squealed Sam.
  “We’re allowed to go,” Sam shouted up to CeCe.
  “Yes, booya!” replied CeCe. “I’ll be down in just a minute, I just have to 
change.”
  CeCe and Sam ran down to the sea with their swimsuits and towels. They 
dropped their towels on the shoreline and plunged straight into the big salty 
ocean.
  CeCe came up spluttering. “It tastes awful, don’t try it,” she moaned.
  “I’ll take your word for it,” Sam giggled.
  “What’s that over there? I think it’s a buoy! But aren’t they supposed to be 
pretty bright and visible, not grey?” said Sam.
  “I’ve never seen that before, but I think it is a buoy, yeah,” replied CeCe. 
  They swam closer to get a better look. “I still can’t really see it, I’m going up 
to it, but you stay here,” said CeCe.
  “Be careful,” replied Sam. 
  CeCe swam up to it. 
  “Oh my gosh,” she squealed. “Oh no, oh no, oh no! Owwww!”
  “What’s wrong?” panicked Sam.
  “My finger,” roared CeCe. 
  Sam grabbed her and frantically swam back to the shore and hauled her up 
to the house. 
  “We have to bring her straight to the hospital,” wailed Auntie Marg, seeing 
all the blood.
  “Thank you for saving me,” CeCe whispered into Sam’s ear. 
  “What happened to you?” Sam replied.
  “It was a seal not a buoy! It bit off the top of my finger. I would still be there 
unconscious if it wasn’t for you,” CeCe said. 
  “Well guess what? You two are never going into the sea without me ever 
again,” announced Auntie Marg. 
  Sam and CeCe giggled. 

Pippa Blake
Co Carlow
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HUNCHBACK OF THE 
LIGHTHOUSE

CHAPTER 1
Once upon a stormy night, there was a 
rundown lighthouse in the middle of the Irish 
Sea.  
  There was a man — small, stumpy and 
old — who had lived in the town forever, yet 
nobody knew his name. They referred to him 
as ‘The Hunchback of The Lighthouse.’ He 
went to the lighthouse every night in life, 
through rain, hail and snow, but on this one 
night something happened…
  It was a cold Thursday night and there 
was a fierce storm, the worst storm the man 
had ever seen. The waves were crashing off 
his boat, so high that the way forward was 
covered in darkness and terror.

CHAPTER 2
Suddenly, his boat tipped over, fear ran 
through his body, with pain and panic of the 
unknown.  
  Not being able to swim due to his 
hunchback and small frame, the man started 
to splash. With death close, his boat came 
floating towards him, threatening to sweep 
him away.  Being small in stature, the size of 
the boat would overpower his small frame.  
  He screamed, “Aaaaggggghhhhh! 
Help me, Help me, please, please, please!” 
But no one could hear him, until…
  The bright, dazzling light shone from 
the dilapidated lighthouse.  He was pleading 
for someone to see his peril whilst driving 
along the shore road.
  The man knew this was unlikely due 
to coronavirus lockdown restrictions. His 
thought his fate was already sealed, he was 
giving up.  Running through his head were all 
the memories of him in the town, of people 
ignoring him, looking at him funny, calling 
him names.
 
CHAPTER 3
There was an emergency ambulance driving 
past the beach, coming back from the 

hospital. They they saw the man struggling 
in the water.  
  The ambulance crew radioed through 
the emergency radio for back up and 
assistance from the Fire Brigade and Coast 
Guard. They put on the blue lights and the 
traffic split to let them past. 
  The Hunchback of the Lighthouse 
began to fall asleep and slip into the water 
when he heard the sirens in the distance. 
His heart lifted in anticipation. 
  The ambulance paramedics swam 
as fast as they could with the assistance 
of the rescue lifeboat, and just before 
the Hunchback was about to drown, the 
paramedics caught him and brought him 
back to the beach.
  The Hunchback of the Lighthouse 
coughed and spat up the sea water he had 
swallowed.  The emergency services called 
him by his name. “Jack, are you okay?”
  He looked round at them, amazed that 
they knew his name. With a tear in his eye 
he replied, “Yes.” 
  The ambulance crew helped Jack to 
the ambulance and wrapped him in tin foil to 
help him keep warm.  Jack said, “I thought 
nobody knew who I was.”
  The paramedic said, “We all know who 
you are, you are a hero in town.”
  “A hero?” Jack said. 
  “Yes, you have saved so many fishermen 
over your lifetime, and the town are so proud 
of you.”
  Jack lay back in the ambulance on the 
way to the hospital, knowing his place in the 
community was recognised and that he was 
not a nobody but a somebody.
 

Katie O’Hara
Co Antrim
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THE LIGHTHOUSE STORY

It was a dark and stormy night. The 
lighthouse man was on his way home when 
suddenly - CRASH! -went the lightning. For 
a moment, everything was lit up but then - 
BANG! -  and the cliff side was plunged into 
darkness. 
  The lighthouse man ran all the way to 
the lighthouse, never losing his footing, for he 
knew the path to the lighthouse better than 
anyone on the island of Arranmore. When 
he reached the lighthouse, he gasped. The 
great bulb that lighted the way away from 
the treacherous rocks by the foot of the cliff 
for the sailors was out and the lighthouse 
itself was burning down. 
  Meanwhile, over in Donegal, a ship 
called the S.S Anne was leaving for 
Arranmore Island. The storm and the 
seas were wild and the wind howled like a 
banshee.  As the S.S Anne tried to steer the 
boat to the docks of the isle, the wind blew 
them wildly off course. The lighthouse man 
watched in dismay as the great S.S Anne 
was thrown against the rocks with a loud 
splintering sound. He listened helplessly to 
the cries of men and women and babies as 
they were sucked down by the dark sea. 
  That night was never forgotten, and was 
then known as the Wreck of Arranmore, for 
many families lost their cousins and sisters 
and brothers. The lighthouse man then hung 
himself in his grief and belief that he would 
join his beloved family that had been on the 
S.S Anne that night. 
  But the same week, the sky was dark, 
and the winds blew wild, and the lighthouse 
light shone strong and bright once more.         

THE HAUNTED LIGHTHOUSE

On a dark stormy night, a small ship was 
sailing along. On that ship were three people: 
Tom, his dad and Icon, Tom’s best friend. 
They knew they needed somewhere to go 

THE MYSTICAL LIGHTHOUSE

There were myths and legends about a 
mature man who lived in a lighthouse on a 
forgotten beach on an island. 
  Even though it was forgotten, many 
ships and boats crashed at the cliffs down 
below the lighthouse. It was no wonder they 
did. Circling the island and the cliffs were 
colossal, sharp, menacing rocks. The island 
was in the middle of the immense ocean and 
no one seemed to know about it now, only 
the crew that were on ships and boats…
   As every ship and boat crashed, people 
would be washed up on the shore and only 
in the morning would the man find them 
lying on the beach frozen, hungry and hurt. 
He would drag them, person by person, up 
to the lighthouse. He then would stop the 

more vampires. 
  But it turns out that those vampires 
were enemies of the original vampire and 
suddenly another door burst open and in 
came even more vampires. They were 
actually the original vampire’s friends. 
  The original vampire said, “Why are you 
here, Victor?” Victor was the leader of the 
first group of vampires who burst in.
  “I don’t know, why are you here, 
Vincent?” Vincent was name of the original 
vampire. 
  “I told you that these three were mine,” 
said Vincent. 
  “No, you said that there was one person 
- so you lied,” said Victor. 
  “So what if I lied?” said Vincent. 
  “It’s against the vampire laws to lie,” 
said Victor. 
  “Don’t be such a goody goody two 
shoes,” said Vincent. 
  “I’m telling the Vampire Lord,” said 
Victor as he rushed out, and so did Vincent, 
leaving the three men all alone.

James Gaynor
Co Kildare

Aoife Zhang
Co Dublin

for the night but couldn’t find anywhere. 
  Suddenly, Tom shouted, “Look over 
there, there’s a lighthouse!” Immediately 
Tom’s dad started sailing over to it. They left 
their ship on some rocks and got out and ran 
to the lighthouse. 
  Icon shouted, “Hello! Is anyone in 
here?” All they could hear were some bats 
at the top of the lighthouse. 
  “This place gives me the shivers,” said 
Tom. 
  “Me too,” whispered Icon. Just then the 
doors shut but no one was there. 
  “Probably just the wind,” Tom’s dad 
reassured the two boys. 
  Then Icon asked if they should go up 
the massive spiral stairs. 
  Tom’s dad said, “Okay.” 
  When they were about fifty steps up, 
they heard a noise. They didn’t know where 
it was from, so they just kept on walking. 
Another fifty steps up, they heard another 
noise. 
  They turned around and saw a shadow. 
They only caught a glimpse of it, but a glimpse 
was enough to send them all running down 
the stairs as fast as they could towards the 
door. 
  As Tom tried to open the door, he 
couldn’t because it was locked. This time, 
the shadow appeared for longer - much 
longer. Suddenly, the man stepped out from 
the shadows and showed his fangs.
  That’s when Tom, his dad and Icon 
realised that they were face to face with a 
blood-sucking vampire. The vampire stepped 
closer and covered the three people with his 
cloak and they vanished. 
  Suddenly, Tom, his dad and Icon woke 
up but were tied to a chair. Just as they 
were about to say that that was all just a bad 
dream, they saw the vampire step out of the 
shadows. 
  Tom asked the vampire why he was 
there and the vampire replied, “You disturbed 
my peace and now you will pay.” Just as he 
was about to swoop in on Tom’s dad, the 
door of the room burst open and in came 

bleeding, warm them and then feed them. 
  In the morning on the next day, the crew 
would have enough energy to run away from 
the generous man. All those people that he 
cared for would run away from him because 
they thought he was dangerous and wanted 
to hurt them even more. But those people 
did not know about the rocks. When they 
saw a boat floating on the waves they would 
swim out to it and the current would bring 
them on to the rocks. They all died a painful 
death this way.
   The only man that seemed to survive 
the crash was the lighthouse man. He had 
been on the ship with his father when he 
was 16. It was his first ever voyage and he 
was so excited about it. But at night when 
they came to the range of the island, there 
was a storm and a gigantic wave came and 
crashed the ship. The boy was washed up 
onto the beach all in one piece, just a few 
scratches. 
  When he awoke he saw his father next 
to him. He was covered all in blood and had 
serious wounds everywhere. His son tried 
to find someone or something to help his 
father. But the only thing he found were 
the bodies of the crew stuck to the rocks, 
definitely dead. When he came back his 
father was dead. When he saw his father 
dead, he had a heartbreak.
   The boy climbed up the cliffs and there 
he found an old lighthouse and decided 
that if he ccouldn’t get out of here, he will 
help the people that crashed here. And so 
he promised himself that from this day not 
another soul would die. 
  When he entered through the 
lighthouse, he saw a note stuck to the door. 
It read: Dear William, I was waiting for you to 
come. You are the right man to trust. I ask 
you to protect an ancient spell book for the 
good of the world. Thank you, A.F. 
  Now these days he’s getting older and 
weaker. Who will care for the book now? 
Deep in the dark, salty ocean there lived a 
beautiful, young mermaid who had saved 
him when he was a boy... 

Veronica Zyra
Co Limerick
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THE ROBBERY OF DUBH ROCKS

Dubh Rocks was an old lighthouse on the south coast of Ireland. Julie 
Brown lived in this lighthouse with her mam and dad. Julie’s family had 
lived in the lighthouse for many generations. Her favourite part of the 
lighthouse was the winding staircase that led to the top, which was where 
the beacon was situated.
Julie was thirteen and she loved horses. In the fields outside the lighthouse 
lived a herd of wild horses that Julie had befriended and fed. She spent all 
of her spare time with them and they would let her ride them. Sometimes 
her mam and dad would allow her to stay home alone when they had to 
go to town for supplies. On one trip, the car broke down and they could 
not make it back for their shift that night, so they put Julie in charge of 
the lighthouse. Julie was not worried by this responsibility as her parents 
had shown her how to operate the beacon in the past. 
  That evening, a big ship was passing. It was flying the Jolly Roger 
and it carried at least ten pirates. They saw the bright shiny light beaming 
from the lighthouse, and knew at once that they wanted it. They dropped 
anchor, jumped off the ship and swam up to the lighthouse to take what 
they thought must be a precious stone. Julie spotted the pirates climbing 
up the rocks. She panicked and quickly mounted a pale wild horse and 
galloped away to the village for help.  However, when she returned, with 
half the village brandishing pitchforks and torches, the beacon was gone… 
  “Argh! Why isn’t shinin’?” growled a voice from the other side of the 
lighthouse. There was a crowd of pirates all staring down at what looked 
like a giant broken lightbulb. 
  “That’s because you ripped it out of the lighthouse!” shouted a 
brave, fearless Julie. “Why were you trying to steal it anyway?!” she said 
furiously. 
  “Argh, because it’s SHINY!” said another pirate, who was tall with a 
wooden leg. 
  Suddenly, Julie had an idea! She ran into the lighthouse and came 
back a few minutes later carrying a miniature model of Dubh Rocks 
complete with a light. 
  “There, now you won’t steal anyone else’s!” she said, as she handed 
the pirates the model lighthouse. “And you’re going to pay for that beacon.”
  “Aayye,” they said, realising that they were caught. A small sack of 
gold was hurled in Julie’s direction.
  “Ooh, shiny!” said the tall pirate, looking down at the miniature 
lighthouse. 
  “Thank ye!” said another pirate with an eyepatch, as they stumbled 
down the rocks to swim back to the old rusty ship. 
  Julie turned around to the annoyed and angry-looking villagers. 
  “We brought all these pitchforks for nothing!” one said, as they 
walked back to the village. 
  “What am I going to tell Mam and Dad?” thought Julie. “They’ll never 
believe me…” 

LOST AT SEA

In Belfast there was a captain who was known as Captain Sam Marine.  It was his first time in ten years going 
onto a ship.  His goal was to sail around the world and joining hm was his daughter Poppy and his sailor friends 
Sailor Tod, Sailor Joe and Sailor Mike.  They were about to enter the harbour when they were stopped by 
some guards. “Do you own any of these boats!” the guards demanded.
Captain Sam said, “Oh no, I forgot to borrow a boat!” They continued to laugh.
  “Let’s go,” Captain Sam said sadly.  They all followed him back to his house, all sad and gloomy.  When 
they reached his house, they sat on the sofa and looked down.  Captain Sam stood up and shouted, “We 
need a plan!”  Everyone agreed.  
  “But what is the plan, Captain?” said Sailor Tod.
  “It is the best plan ever!” continued Captain Sam.
  “What is it?” asked Sailor Mike.
  “Well, we have to sneak to the harbour and steal a boat and then we are on our way.”
  “Yay!” said Poppy.  They got up and walked out of the door and when they got to the front of the harbour, 
they hid behind some boats, avoiding the guards.  They spotted the finest boat and ran to it.  Captain Sam 
pointed and said, “This one’s a beauty.”
  They all got into the boat and started to paddle away as quietly as possible, so as not to attract any 
attention from the guards.  They knew when they reached the buoys, they were out of the shallow water now 
they were safe to sail and they could rest their arms from paddling.  As the night went to dawn the weather 
started to change the winds started to get stronger and waves started to crash against the boat.  It was a 
tsunami! “Oh no!” Poppy shouted. “I’m so scared.”
  Captain Sam shook and shouted, “Take cover!”  Everything was quiet. When Captain Sam opened his 
eyes, he didn’t know where he was. He was on an island -  the boat had been destroyed in the tsunami.  He 
shouted for help but there was no answer, then from afar he heard a voice. It was his daughter Poppy - she 
was alive. 
  They started by collecting materials, like wood from trees and branches.  After a long time, they finally 
made their raft.  They were pleased when it entered the water it didn’t sink.  
  They started to paddle from the island and after a short journey they discovered a lighthouse in a distance.  
They both got excited and headed towards the lighthouse to find out that it hadn’t been used in many years, 
but they noticed the light was still working.
  Captain Sam could not believe his luck he had discovered the lost treasure from many years before.
  The next day, they heard a loud noise above the lighthouse, so they flashed the lights to attract the 
attention of the helicopter.  
Poppy said, “Daddy, we are saved and also rich!”

Rebecca 
Fitzsimons

Co Antrim

Annabel Duffy
Co Dublin
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SPLAT!

One morning Treacy and Robert woke up in Wicklow Lighthouse. They 
were staying there for a week in the summer. 
  It was a beautiful day. The birds were chirping and the sea was nice 
and calm. Robert woke up first then Treacy.
  “Aaahhh!” Treacy fell out of her bed with a big THUD.
  “I’m okay,” Treacy said. After a while they went down and had 
breakfast. They had a plan of what they wanted to do today:

1. Go to the beach
2. Have a picnic
3. Go home
4. Have dinner and watch a movie

They had a lovely day with loads of fun.  After they watched the movie, 
they played Scrabble. Mum won. Treacy and Robert went to bed. 
  A few hours later Robert heard a CRASH. 
  “Treacy!” Robert tapped Treacy on the shoulder. 
  “WHAT?” screamed Treacy. 
  They went to investigate. Treacy and Robert snuck up behind the 
two men. Treacy saw that they were stealing the light for the lighthouse. 
  “Boo!!” Robert said as he snuck behind them. The man who was 
carrying the light dropped it. SMASH .
  While Treacy and Robert were trying to clean it up, the two men ran 
down the steps. 
  “Oh no,” said Robert. “They’re getting away!”
  Robert and Treacy didn’t know what to do. “I have an idea,” said 
Treacy. 
  Her plan was to slide down the bannisters. So quickly Robert and 
Treacy hopped on the bannisters.
  “Yipeeee!” shouted Treacy.
  “Whooo!” shouted Robert. 
  They slid down the bannisters so quickly they were nearly at the 
end. Whoosh and they flew off and landed SPLAT on the two men. 
  “Got ya!” said Robert in delight. Treacy went and woke Mum and 
Dad and explained the whole story. 
  Then Dad rang the police. The police came and put them in jail. 
“Thank you,” said the police.

Alannah Delahunt
Co Wicklow

THE LIGHTHOUSE OF LEAFSIDE
 
Once upon a time in the west of Leafside 
there was a lonely girl. She loved looking 
out to the beach, watching the waves splash 
and the clouds dance. 
  Her younger brother Russel strutted 
into her room. 
  “Piper,” he said, “can we go to the 
beach?” She continued to gaze outside. 
  “C’mon please!” 
  “Fine, we’ll go,” Piper said. “Just not for 
too long.”
  Piper and Russel arrived at the vacant 
beach. Russel bolted off to collect seashells. 
Piper calmly strolled down the beach. The 
water rushed past her sandy feet. 
  Out of the blue, a peculiar looking 
lighthouse appeared in the distance. 
  “Piper, Mom’s home–we have to go, 
quick,” Russel said anxiously. 
  “Yeah, just a minute,” she said with that 
half-listening, half-not sort of tone. 
  “Piper and Russel Thompson, come 
here this instant!”
  “Coming, Mom!” Russel yelled, but 
Piper stayed back. 
  “Give me a minute,” she whispered, 
approaching the lighthouse. 
  “Okay, but be back before 5.00,” said 
her mother.
  Piper pounded on the door of the 
lighthouse. “Anyone home?” 
The door fell down, making a loud clatter on 
the floor. She went up the creaky staircase, 
looking around constantly. When she 
reached the top, there was nothing there, 
apart from a box – this one little box. Piper 
wondered if she should just go home but she 
felt this sort of magnetic connection with this 
box. 
She lifted up the box with her shivering 
hands and put it to her ear – she heard 
nothing.  She opened the little box. It looked 
like nothing was there, but there was.

A gust of air burst out of the box.  
“Who are you?” Piper said. 
“I am the spirit of this lighthouse. I was 
trapped in that box for many years.” 
“Well, what were you doing in that little box?”
“Many years ago, I lived free here, but one 
day this lady trapped me.”
“How?” Piper asked. 
“By a vacuum,” the spirit said. “Well you 
should go off the play with your friends now. 
Thanks for helping me.” 
“Yeah, I should – but I can’t,” Piper said.
“Why not?” the spirit asked.
“I-I don’t have any.”
 “Oh, I’m sorry.” 
“It’s okay,” Piper said.
The spirit grinned at Piper and said, “I can 
be your best friend – as long as you come to 
this splendid lighthouse every day.” “
“Okay. Oh! My mom is calling. See you 
tomorrow!” 
Piper was about to dash out but then she 
stopped for a second. “What should I call 
you?” 
“Call me your friend,” the spirit said. Piper 
headed home.
“Piper Thompson,” her mom said in a 
disappointed tone. “You better have a good 
excuse.” 
“Um...” Piper thought for a moment. “I was 
hanging out with my new friend.”
“A friend?” Piper’s mom gave her a bear 
hug. “My daughter has a friend!” 
Whilst Piper’s mom was hugging her she 
looked out the window and thought, “I, Esme 
Thompson – finally have a friend.”

Saoirse McManus
Co Kildare
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SEAL WHISPERER

I love nature. Here the birds wake 
you up, chirping merrily, the rabbits 
and hares run freely along the flower 
filled meadows and the gulls soar 
gracefully in the sky. At night, the 
owls glide through the starry sky and 
the little badger cubs tumble and 
play.
  My favourite creatures are 
those of the sea, especially seals. 
My favourite place in the world is 
the old lighthouse that Jim keeps 
in order, because I can watch them 
from there. As our island prefers to 
get to know nature rather than using 
the gadgets of the 21st century, our 
lighthouse is still hand operated.
  I’m called Hazel, after my hazel 
eyes and wavy brown hair but the 32 
people who inhabit the island where 
I live call me ‘Seal Whisperer.’ I’ve 
always had a special connection with 
seals and because my parents run 
the seal rescue, I’ve always been 
with seals. So over time, I learnt their 
language.
  Mum and Dad let me help with 
the rescues as they say that I’m very 
helpful. And one night I found myself 
in the middle of the most daring 
rescue an 11-year-old has ever done.
  Jim was away so I looked out 
at the out at the usually calm sea, 
except today it was roaring, we were 
in the middle of a terrible storm and 
some fishermen weren’t back. I 
scanned the sea with my binoculars 
looking for them, but instead I saw 
some little seal pups struggling in the 
water.  They couldn’t swim properly 
yet!

Without telling anyone, I got out my 
rowing boat and tried battling with the 
sea. With every inch of me trembling, 
I managed to get to them, but we 
were dangerously close to some 
jagged rocks.
  “Come here!” I yelled to them in 
seal, but the sea drowned me out.
  “Help!” they screamed, but try 
as I might, I couldn’t save them.
  That was when I spotted the 
splinters of the fishermen’s boat 
against the rocks and then, I realised 
the fishermen were dead. The seals 
could not come to this end, so I yelled 
so loud they heard me, and I rowed 
to a sandy cove and left them there.
  But just as I got out of the boat 
a massive wave pulled me away. 
I found myself fainting and I was 
sinking. Down and down.
  The cove where I left the 
pups was where the fishermen had 
managed to swim to - they were 
alive! They spotted me drowning, 
swam out and hauled me in. Then 
they warmed me up and when I woke 
up, I felt the reassuring beam of the 
lighthouse on me and I knew I was 
safe. 
  Jim had seen us, waited for the 
storm to calm and the next morning 
we were rescued, even the seals 
were safe.
  Now I tell this recue story to 
the seals and they listen, wide eyed 
and whiskery and ask me if it is true. 
“Every word of it,” I reply.

Amber Buchanan
Co Down
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THE LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time there was a man called Jim. Jim was a lighthouse keeper and had been 
for his whole life. 
  The lighthouse was the best lighthouse in Ireland. Jim was a very nice man and he loved 
his lighthouse, but one day the lighthouse light stopped working. He called the mechanic 
straight away and the mechanic said he would come immediately. When the mechanic came, 
he said that nothing looked wrong and didn’t know what to do so he called the special 
lighthouse mechanic. The next day the special lighthouse mechanic came and had a look and 
he also said, “Nothing looks wrong. Sorry, I can’t do anything.”
  Jim was very sad. The town was also sad because they all liked Jim and the lighthouse. 
They had a town meeting and it was agreed that they should keep the old lighthouse but build 
a new lighthouse. 
  It would cost a lot of money, but they would have to make do. The next day, they set off 
to build the lighthouse. The whole village took part, even some of the kids. They were doing a 
very good job until they realised that they were building it the wrong way around! So they had 
to start all over again. It took a week to build it and the light wouldn’t be working for another 
few days.
  That night there was a big storm and Jim saw a ship and it looked like it needed help, 
so he called the whole village to come down and bring any light they had. The village came 
straight down to the lighthouse and shone their lights out to the sea, the ship saw the lights 
and docked safely.
  The village saved the ship, hurray! So two days later they got the light in the lighthouse 
working. The next day Jim went to the old lighthouse and saw that the light button for the 
lighthouse was off. He flicked it on and the light was working the whole time, it was just 
turned off. 
  Jim laughed and called the village. Everyone came down and laughed with him and 
shouted, “Silly Jim!”
                 

Thomas 
Downes
Co Dublin

A SEAL STORY

There once was a girl called Caoimhe. Caoimhe was twelve and she loved everything about 
the sea. Her father was the lighthouse keeper of Galley Head. She lived in a small cottage 
beside the lighthouse with her father, younger sister and mother.  
  One cloudy day, Caoimhe and her sister Róisín were walking down to the water and 
they heard a strange barking noise. They 
walked towards the noise. It got louder and 
louder and louder. When they got close 
enough, they thought they were just hearing 
things and then, out popped a little seal pup! 
It was very small. 
  Caoimhe thought it looked about two 
weeks old. Caoimhe told Róisín to stay with it 
so she could get a blanket and bring it inside.  
Away Caoimhe went and Róisín waited. In the 
meantime, Róisín decided to give the seal a 
name. She decided on Flippers.  Caoimhe 
came back with a soft blue blanket and a 
cardboard box. Róisín put Flippers in the box. 
On the way back to the cottage, Róisín told 
Caoimhe about the name. When they arrived 
home, their mother looked at Flippers to see 
if he was injured. She said Flippers looked 
about two weeks and that he must have been 
separated from his mother. 
  On top of all that, his tail was wrapped 
in seaweed. They kept him in for a bit and 
took the seaweed. Their dad was going to 
take Róisín and Caoimhe on a boat to bring 
Flippers back to his mother. When they were 
quite far out and about to give up, a worried 
seal was swimming around very fast, but then 
a big gust of wind broke out and a crash of 
thunder. It was then lashing rain and pitch 
dark. They couldn’t see the seal anymore! 
  But then a big light shone out on the sea, 
Caoimhe’s mother had turned on the light on 
the lighthouse! 
  They quickly said goodbye to Flippers 
and returned him to his mother. They then 
sailed back to the cottage. The girls had a 
warm shower and a hot chocolate and then went to bed. The next morning, they got dressed 
and had their breakfast. They then went down to the water to see if there was anything 
there today, then two grey objects swimming around came to shore, it was Flippers and his 
mother! They saw each other every day and had fun. 

Aoibh Moore
Co Dublin
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I AM LENNY 

Hi, my name is Lenny the lighthouse. I’m 300 years 
old. I was built in 1720. 
  The first person ever to live with me was an old 
fisherman called Ciaran. He was a very nice man. 
He took very good care of me. Every day he would 
go outside sit on the dock and start to fish. One day 
Ciaran wasn’t around anymore. I wasn’t sure why …I 
was quite sad.
  Over the years a lot of men came to live with me. 
So many that I’ve lost count. They were very pleasant 
men, but Ciaran is the person that I will miss most of 
all. He treated me with great respect. 
  One morning I saw a boat sailing out to sea. It 
was going further and further away. It was a big boat, 
huge in fact. I would have loved to go on that boat. 
Sometimes I just wish I were human. 
  One night I heard a huge crash. I looked around 
slowly. I saw the boat that I had seen earlier that 
morning. It was sinking! So quickly I turned on my 

light and guided the people to the shore. 
  I could hear the people talking about me. They 
said if I never turned on my light then they would never 
be here. They made me feel very good about myself. 
  Then they came in to visit me. They explored 
for while and they found me very interesting. They 
especially loved all the old paintings of myself and 
Ciaran together which are proudly hanging on my 
walls. Sadly after a few hours they had to leave but 
they still come back to visit me a lot of the time. They 
also built a couple of new lighthouses on the other 
side of the bay so now I have a lot of new friends. 
  When I think about the times when I wished I 
were human, I regret thinking that because I know I 
am perfect the way I am and I will continue saving lives 
for as long as I stand here. I am Lenny.

Saoirse Lundberg
Co Dublin 

THE RETURN OF THE WRECKERS 
AT LOOP HEAD

Dear Diary,
I was lying on my bed, looking at the 
ceiling of my room at the bottom floor of 
our lighthouse.  It was a blustery night.  In 
the back of my mind, I had the story of the 
Wreckers.  The Wreckers used to shine a 
light from the lighthouse and instead of 
guiding the ships to safety, they guided 
them to the sharp rocks so the ship would 
be destroyed.  Then the Wreckers would 
wait for the ship to be washed up on the 
shore and steal anything valuable.  I knew 
that was a long time ago but it kept creeping 
into my mind when the weather was stormy. 
Just then, I heard a noise!  
  First, I thought it was my mind playing 
tricks on me but I heard it again.  Avoiding 
the creaky floorboards, I went into the 
hallway.  Before I knew what was happening, 
everything went black. I felt a hand on my 
back pushing me forward.  I had a sack on 
my head.  I was marched up the stairs and 
thrown in a room.  I heard a key click in the 
lock.  When I was sure they were gone, I took 
the smelly sack off my head.  It took my eyes 
a while to adjust to the dark.  When I did, I 
recognised the room immediately.  It was the 
room at the very top of the lighthouse (not 
including the room with the big light) where 
we keep supplies. It is the only room in the 
lighthouse with no window. I went to the 
door and I heard people talking in the room 
with the enormous beacon.  From what they 

were saying I knew they were the Wreckers.  
The Wreckers had come back to life! 
  Then an idea struck me.  I grabbed 
some ropes out of a box of supplies, tied the 
rope around my waist and grabbed a lamp 
with oil, then put it alight.  I managed to pick 
the lock and went to the nearest room (again 
not the room the Wreckers were in).  I tied 
the end of the rope to the door handle and 
climbed out of the window.  I was almost on 
the ground when I saw a ship in the distance, 
which I knew was carrying Covid-19 medical 
equipment from Greenland to Loop Head. 
The ship was in jeopardy from the Wreckers.  
I knew I had to be swift.  I ran to the Garda 
and I found a Garda. I blabbed my story 
frantically and we sprinted back to the 
lighthouse. When we got back there was a 
big surprise (which was not a good one).  
  The ship I saw when I was leaving was in 
pieces on the sand.  I was just too late.  The 
valiant guards struggled to put the Wreckers 
in handcuffs, but they were just too quick 
and disappeared in a puff of smoke. It was 
like something out of Star Wars. Although 
the Wreckers are gone from West Clare 
tonight, I am petrified but I am relieved, safe 
for now anyway!
Henry

Emily Kernan
Co Dublin
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THE DOLPHINS OF HOOK HEAD

On the far side of South Wexford lies one of the oldest working lighthouses 
in the world. Its name is Hook Lighthouse. Even though people come 
from all over Ireland to see this lighthouse, little do they know of the 
magic that lies around the waters of it. One such story involves dolphins 
and sea nymphs.
   It was a cold wet afternoon. Suddenly a cold gust of wind blew 
across Fia’s face. Her long curly hair blew around in the wind as she 
looked at the sea from the top of the lighthouse. 
  “Fia, come on we must go down to feed the dolphins.”
  “Okay, coming, Grandpa!”
  “Grab the fish, Fia.”
  “Okay, let’s go.”
  So, they headed down to the dolphins and fed them. As Fia and her 
Grandpa did this every day, they noticed one dolphin was missing. 
  “Oh no, the sea nymphs have taken the dolphin for the second 
time!!They will never learn their lesson. It looks like they have come up 
from our neighbouring lighthouse in Ballycotton!” shouted Fia’s grandpa. 
Sometimes the sea nymphs, especially the mermaid type, played tricks 
and had the powers to transform a dolphin into themselves.
  “We must go after the dolphin. Quick, hop in the boat,” said Fia, 
running as fast as she could. They hopped in the boat. Her grandpa 
pulled up the anchor and headed towards Ballycotton. Sailing through 
the glistening sea, Grandpa had a sneaking suspicion they were being 
followed by a sea nymph, a mermaid called Cùla.
  Cùla has been trying for centuries to turn dolphins into sea nymphs 
and had never achieved it. There was only one time of the year they could 
do this. Only Fia’s grandpa knew that certain time was the time where 
winter turns into spring. At this point they were nearly at Ballycotton but 
suddenly they saw a mysterious creature moving in the water. They did 
not know what it was. It was Cùla. Cùla was following them!
  “Where is the dolphin?” shouted Fia.
  “She is hidden,” said Cùla suspiciously.
  Cùla never talked to humans but now she did for some strange 
reason.
  “Tell us where she is!” insisted Grandpa.
  “If you help me get the treasure that I need under a rock at Hook 
Head, we will leave you in peace with the dolphins,” demanded Cùla. 

  “Fair enough,” accepted the Grandpa. 
  “But first you will have to show us where it is,” said Fia. 
  They made their way back to Hook. Cùla showed them where she 
needed help. The rock where the treasure lay under was up on dry land. 
  “This is easy,” said Fia. So Fia and Grandpa shifted the rock and 
there lay a bag of golden seaweed. Cùla glowed with excitement. 
  “Thank you, thank you, thank you,” she sang. “Your dolphins will be 
safe from now until eternity.”
  “Thank you, thank you, thank you,” smiled Grandpa as he waved 
her off. 

Naoise O’Connor
Co Wexford
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THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER’S 
CHILDREN AND THE MAGIC 
FLUTE

A long time ago there lived a man name Tim 
and his wife Audrey. They had a son named 
Tommy and a younger daughter named Ella. 
They all lived happily in the lighthouse of 
Beach Town. 
  One of Tommy and Ella’s favourite 
things was to watch the seals playing round 
the rocks in the cove where their lighthouse 
sat. One winter Andrey caught a terrible flu 
and became so sick she died. Tim and his 
children were devastated. 
  Tim struggled to look after the children 
and asked his wife’s twin sister Opal if she 
would help. Unfortunately, Opal was not like 
her sister. She was mean and lazy and bossy. 
  She made Tommy and Ella do all the 
chores around the lighthouse. She shouted 
at them if they did something wrong ... 
although never when Tim was near because 
she was hoping that he would eventually 
marry her.
  Tommy and Ella were desperate to get 
away from Opal, but they were too young 
to run away and would miss their father too 
much. They needed help but did not know 
who to turn to. 
  One day a seal swam up to the 
lighthouse where Tim and Ella were sitting 
thinking about their mother and how they 
could get rid of Opal. This was no ordinary 
seal; this seal knew the problems that 
Tommy and Ella were facing and that they 
wanted Opal gone for good.
  “Hello,” said the seal.
  Tommy and Ella looked at each other 
in shock, seals . Seals were not supposed 
to talk.
  “Hello,” said Tommy with confusion. 
“Did you just speak to us?”
  “Why, yes I did. I can see you are very 
upset, and I know it is because of your Aunt 
Opal,” said the seal.
  “What? How did you know that?” said 

THE FORGOTTEN LIGHTHOUSE

There was once a girl named Gráinne.  She 
lived in a cottage with her parents by the 
sea.  She was an only child and often felt 
lonely because her parents were always so 
busy.  Gráinne loved going on adventures.  
She went by herself. 
  One day while Gráinne was walking the 
cliffs by herself, she saw a big lighthouse.  
She had never seen it before and she always 
walked along these cliffs.  It was the most 
beautiful lighthouse she had ever seen.  It 
was blue and white and it was very lonely 
looking. 
  Gráinne went up and knocked on the 
door.  The door had waves painted on it.  

Tommy and Ella together.
  The seal gave a whiskery smile and 
said, “I am a magic ocean seal and I can 
help you with this magic flute.” 
  The seal lifted a wooden flute out of the 
water and handed it to Tommy.
  “What will it do?” asked Tommy.
  “It will allow you to control Opal – she 
will have to do all the things she is making 
you do now. All you have to do is play the 
flute and the magic music will do the rest.”
  Tommy took the flute and rushed into 
the lighthouse playing as loudly as he could. 
  Immediately Opal began rushing around 
doing chores! She was horrified at having to 
work. “What have you done?” she screamed 
at Tommy.
  “A magic seal gave us this flute,” said 
Ella, “and you will have to work as long as 
we play it.”
  Opal was disgusted and swore to leave 
the lighthouse if Tommy stopped playing the 
flute. 
  Tommy promised to stop and Ella 
packed Opal’s bag. 
  Opal left as quickly as she could in the 
family’s small rowboat. The children and 
their dad Tim lived happy ever after.

Imogen Price
Co Down

Nobody answered.  She pushed the door 
and it opened - it was not locked.  Inside was 
a big beautiful round room with no furniture.  
The walls were painted blue and it looked 
like the sea.  Upstairs was a big round room 
with only a single chest in the middle of the 
room.  Inside the chest was a book called 
How to Call a Mermaid.
  Gráinne was very confused because she 
thought mermaids were mythical creatures.  
She took the book out and went downstairs 
and went outside to the beach.  She read 
the book and learned it all off by heart.  She 
went back to the lighthouse to return it, but 
it was not there anymore.  She was even 
more confused, then she remembered her 
mom telling her a story about a lighthouse 
that was owned by a king.
  The king was greedy and when he was 
very old, he got out his secret book about 
calling mermaids. He called a mermaid who 
knew lots of spells.  He asked the mermaid 
to put an enchantment on the lighthouse to 
make it only appear twice every century.  He 
wanted nobody to enjoy and know about his 
lighthouse.

Gráinne went back to the cottage and asked 
her mom if she could go to the library.  Her 
mom said yes and Gráinne went to the library.  
When she got there, she went to find the 
book History of the Forgotten Lighthouse.  
That was the name of the lighthouse.  When 
she found it, she read it and found out that 
the next day would be the second time it 
appeared this century.
  Gráinne went home and got into her 
bed.  She woke up early in the morning and 
got ready.  She went down to the beach 
and called the same mermaid the king had 
called.  The mermaid came and she was very 
beautiful.  Gráinne asked the mermaid to 
take the enchantment off the lighthouse and 
the mermaid did.  She thanked the mermaid 
and went home and asked her parents if 
every day she could go visit the lighthouse 
and they allowed her.
  Gráinne then became friends with all 
the mermaids and when she grew up, she 
lived in the lighthouse. Gráinne played with 
the mermaids every day as well.

Aoibhinn Gardiner
Co Limerick
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LIGHTS OF A LIGHTHOUSE 

Dark clouds covered the sky on a dark, stormy night. The lights of 
the lighthouse turned as the birds flew by. The rain poured from the 
grey clouds. Lightning struck near the lighthouse and the lights of the 
lighthouse suddenly turned off. Sailors gasped as lightning struck around 
them. A kind man used a big flashlight and waited until the sailors sailed 
towards the light. It took the sailors a few minutes to get to shore. 
Many hours passed by and the lights were still turned off. When the 
storm ended, the sailors reported the broken light to the owner of the 
lighthouse. The next day, the owner called an electrician and asked him 
to fix the lights. It took him hours to fix it, but it still wouldn’t work. The 
owner called several electricians but none of them were able to fix it. 
The owner sighed as he watched the electricians attempt to repair the 
broken light. 
  “What am I going to do now?” the owner thought.
  Five days later, the lights still wouldn’t work. The owner decided 
to sell the lighthouse but unfortunately, no one wanted to buy the it. He 
asked his friends and family but none of them wanted it. One day, the 
owner was walking his dog near the lighthouse and he noticed that the 
light was flashing. He quickly tied his dog to a fence near the door of 
the lighthouse and ran to the light. When he reached the top, the light 
stopped flashing.
  “I’m too late…?” the owner questioned himself. 
  He decided that he would wait until the lights worked again.
Five hours later, heavy rain covered the dry ground. Goosebumps covered 
his arms as he left the lighthouse.
  The owner quickly picked up his dog and ran to his car with his 
newspaper over his head. He tried his best to protect himself from the 
rain and not get himself wet. When he arrived home, he sprinted to the 
window and stared at the lighthouse in the distance. One day, he saw a 
small boat in the middle of the sea. 
  On the boat, there was a tall man waving a white t-shirt. The man 
couldn’t see where he was going. The owner went to the lighthouse 
and saw that there were three other sailors that couldn’t see where they 
were going. The owner held a big flashlight and pointed it to the shore. 
The sailors saw the light and sailed towards the light. As the sailors 
sailed towards the light, the owner thought about how the light from the 
lighthouse was turned off because of the storm.
  “The storm must have broken the light?” the owner wondered.
  The owner went to the light. When he reached it, he examined 
the light. He examined it for a few minutes. After, he walked down and 
sighed deeply. He wanted to give up. 
  “I’ve tried everything,” the owner said. The owner quietly walked to 
his car until the lights started working again.

Ianna Mae Bontuyan
Co Dublin

THE HAUNTED LIGHTHOUSE

I honestly can’t believe I won the competition. I was only really entering 
it for fun but the judges obviously seemed to really like my drawing of a 
tropical beach. The second I walked in from school, my mum had said 
excitedly, “Sage, you won the art competition!”  I was so excited - I 
couldn’t believe my ears.  
  We checked online to see the prize and discovered a week long 
holiday in the west of Ireland.  Best of all, we were staying in a lighthouse!  
We set off very early on a nice crisp Saturday morning. Finally, we arrived 
in County Mayo - we live in County Wicklow so it took a long time.  
  I have to say it looked quite miserable, but I kept my hopes up by 
thinking of the lighthouse.  We parked our car in an empty car park at the 
end of the road.  We trudged through long, muddy grass and then saw 
the lighthouse. It was huge and grey and looked like a light would never 
shine from it.  The worst part was that the lighthouse was way out to sea.  
We met a man with long, ugly, greasy hair.  He took us out to sea and 
left us at the lighthouse entrance. 
  We walked carefully in - the wooden floors creaked at our every 
move.  To our left was an old plastic table and chairs and a kitchen which 
looked like nothing worked in it. To our right, there stood a disgusting 
looking rotten couch.  Luckily for me, my brother had to sleep there.  
There were two more floors.  The first floor had an ugly, yellow queen 
size bed.  Mum and Dad slept there.  There was one final floor where I 
slept on a small single bed right beside the dim light that shone at the top 
of the lighthouse.  I knew I was in for a long week. I have to say, it was 
probably the worst holiday I have ever been on. The sky was always dull 
and grey and dark blue waves crashed around. We couldn’t go anywhere 
as the waves were too big.
  The week was very strange – nothing felt right – things kept on 
disappearing and we always felt that somebody was in the lighthouse 
with us.  On the last day we were downstairs eating breakfast when 
a scary looking man, came down the stairs. He screamed, “You are 
stranded in my lighthouse – it’s a lonely existence and finally I have 
some people to haunt!” We sprinted up the stairs, grabbed our luggage 
and ran outside. We found an old, wrecked boat on the rocks that we 
manged to row back to land.  When we got back to land, we could see a 
really strong light coming from the top of the lighthouse and a person’s 
silhouette. That was the last time we ever visited a lighthouse, though it 
does make me wonder why that prize was given to me.

Elodie McAvoy
Co Wicklow
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GRAN’S BEST STORY

Emma wasn’t a boisterous child. Nor was she very outgoing. Or brave. But she didn’t need 
to be. You see, her twin sister Lauren was all these things and more, so she filled in all the 
gaps. They were a dynamic duo. Lauren, adventurous, daring, determined and dauntless. 
Emma, timid, thoughtful, warm-hearted and patient. So, can you imagine how heartbroken 
one would be if the other mysteriously disappeared? 
  Well, that’s exactly what happened. Lauren disappeared without a trace. The heart and 
soul of the small island on which they lived had vanished. And, yes, Emma was heartbroken. 
But she wasn’t the only one.  Unlike her sister, Lauren was a very popular girl. All the 
younger children on the isle looked up to her. All the kids her age wanted to be her friend. 

Wherever she went a crowd went with her. Late 
at night she would always complain about this 
to Emma. 
  The girls’ parents, who were understandably 
devastated, invited Gran over to console them. 
Emma was dreading this because Gran always 
had monotonous stories to tell. So, when Gran 
arrived and began to tell her story, Emma was 
prepared to doze off. But to her surprise it was 
the most intriguing story she had ever heard. 
  “Have you ever wondered what that 
lighthouse right out there on the headland is 
there for?” Gran said, pointing at the window. 
  Emma’s eyes followed Gran’s finger and 
saw the abandoned lighthouse that Lauren 
always talked about. “I wonder who lives there?” 
she would say. Emma felt a lump in her throat 
thinking about this.
  “Continue,” she said, before more 

memories could come flooding into her mind. “Well, a very amiable, generous man worked 
and lived there. He was loved by all and was devoted to his job. But one night a ship carrying 
pivotal medicine sent out a distress signal nearby. He was asleep at a crucial moment and 
the ship got lost at sea. He was blamed by everyone and he lost all respect. He lived a long, 
lonely life. They say whoever lives there now must be the loneliest person on earth because 
no one goes there anymore.”
  This made Emma think. Lonely. No crowds. No visitors. Probably adventures. “Well, I 
hope you liked the story,” said Gran, getting up. 
  “Where’s Grandad’s boat?” Emma asked.
  Emma left Gran with her parents while she snuck out. She finally knew where Lauren 
was. Emma had never rowed this fast before. In fact, she was never even allowed to touch 
a boat alone. She stopped at the headland where the lighthouse was. 
  She entered the building and saw a sight she never thought she’d see again. Lauren. 
“Emma! I’m so sorry I ran away! I wanted to go back home but I thought everyone would 
be mad at me!” 
  “Mad? Of course not! You just needed some space. I understand…but maybe next 
time just tell us and don’t run away.”
  They laughed as they rowed home together.                

Aoibhinn Cullen
Co Dublin

THE BRIGHT SHINING LIGHT

Said the fish to the whale,
“What is that light

That shines bright at night?”
“It leads the ships into the bay,” replied the whale 

“Why don’t they just find their own way? “said the fish with a flick of his 
tail. 

“As when the land is flat, and the night is dark
That light creates a spark
And guides them safely 

So why don’t we just let it be.”

But the fish was not so happy
And went to the shore one lonely night

Only to see a cylinder painted red and white 
“Is this the light that shines bright at night

Is this what gives me such a fright?”

He swam around for hours on end
Could my friend the whale be right?
Or could this be a house for a light

Like a coral reef 
Or a caterpillar’s leaf

Could this maybe be a light’s house!
Yes, that’s what it is,
 A LIGHTHOUSE!

Amelia Scallan
Co Dublin
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THE DISASTROUS JOURNEY

Isabella and Alley are sisters. Alley is eighteen years old and Isabella is thirteen. They live in 
a small house with their mum and dad. One day, Alley suggested that they to go to Hook 
Lighthouse for a day trip. Alley thought she would be great to drive to the lighthouse after 
passing her driving test a few weeks before. 
  “I saw a brochure on Hook Lighthouse. It looks amazing for a day trip!” said Alley 
excitedly.
  Isabella finally agreed with Alley to go to Hook Lighthouse. 
  “What can you do there”? asked Isabella. 
  “You can do a tour of the lighthouse, paint and spin art” replied Alley. 
  “Sounds amazing!” said Isabella excitedly. 
  “Should we bring tents and camping equipment in case something goes wrong?” asked 
Isabella. 
  “That’s a good idea,” agreed Alley.
  Finally, they arrived at Hook Lighthouse.
  “What do you want to do first?” asked Alley. 
  “Do you want to do the tour? suggested Isabella. 
  “Okay!” said Alley excitedly.
  They started the tour. 
  “Did you know that the lighthouse was built 800 years ago?” asked the tour guide. 
“Hook Head is the area of Hook Lighthouse.”
  “WOW!” exclaimed Isabella and Alley. They learned lots of interesting facts about 
the lighthouse, including that the walls are up to four metres thick, it is the oldest working 
lighthouse in the world. They also learned that monks looked after the lighthouse until 1641 
and lightkeepers and their families lived in the lighthouse until 1977.
  They finished the tour. Then they painted clay on a slate.. 
  “I am going to paint a mermaid in a shell!” said Isabella excitedly. 
  “I am going to paint a lighthouse!” exclaimed Alley.
  When they finished painting, the girls went to get an ice cream at the shop and sat on 
the grass eating them. They were the best ice creams ever. It was a beautiful day and the 
views were stunning.
  After their ice creams, they went home past the cliffs and the sea. 
  “That was so much fun!” exclaimed Isabella. On the way home the car broke down. 
Alley called mechanic but they could not pick them up because it was too late in the evening. 
Luckily Isabella and Alley had brought tents so they could stay the night.
  The next day the mechanic came to pick them up. They were so relieved to go home. 
When they got home, they were so happy to see their mum and dad. 
  “Where did you go? I thought you were going to Hook Lighthouse? We were very 
worried about you both,” said Mum. 
  “Our car broke down and the mechanic could not pick us up because it was too late in 
the evening,” replied Alley. 
  “Next time I go to Hook Lighthouse, I am going to paint a fairy garden,” said Isabella. 
  “I am going to do spin art,” said Alley. 
  “We will definitely go again but we will go earlier in the morning!” they both said excitedly.

Ava Colleran
Co Wicklow

SIOBHAN AND THE LIGHTHOUSE

Siobhan was a deaf girl in a busy city with busy people. She felt truly alone. 
  One day Siobhan’s nanny bought her a magazine to read as she knew 
Siobhan loved to read and write. Siobhan was flicking through the pages 
when she discovered why her nanny had given it to her. 
  Inside was a bright blue page that read: WRITE A SEASIDE POEM 
TO WIN A TRIP TO SLIGO! Siobhan was excited by this and spent the next 
week writing poems, until she finally submitted the perfect one. 
  A week later, Siobhan received a letter with her name on it. As she 
carefully opened it, she saw the word CONGRATULATIONS. She couldn’t 
believe it. Inside there were two train tickets and a letter all about her prize.
  The next day Siobhan and her nanny headed to Heuston Station and 
boarded the train. They both drifted off to sleep.  Siobhan awoke when the 
train came to a stop in Sligo. There was a woman there from the magazine 
company, who congratulated them and gave Siobhan her prize. Siobhan and 
her nanny headed towards the hotel, preparing themselves for the adventure 
ahead. Just after they finished unpacking, Siobhan headed downstairs in her 
swimsuit and began her walk along the coast. 
  Siobhan walked for an hour when she came across a small lighthouse. 
It looked almost like a cartoon because of its red and white stripes and how 
much it stood out.  Siobhan noticed a sign on the door of the lighthouse that 
said: “ATTENTION! This lighthouse has an unmanned electronic light bulb 
so refrain from going inside.”
  Siobhan read the sign and decided to do something she had never 
done before by breaking the rules. She slowly ascended the stairs and 
found herself in a huge room with an enormous light bulb in the middle of 
it, flashing on and off. Siobhan decided to have a bit of fun and stay. She 
sat down in front of the window where the light bulb was. From the window 
Siobhan could see for miles and miles. She could see the train station, the 
hotel, fields lush and green and best of all she could see the sea, shining 
with glory. Siobhan’s nanny was looking for her and she also noticed the 
lighthouse with its door slightly ajar. 
  Nanny crept up the stairs and saw Siobhan happy. She sat beside 
Siobhan and signed, “I’ve been looking for you.” 
  Siobhan just nodded, still entranced by the view. 
  “I never asked you what your poem says, can you recite it for me?” 
signed her nanny. 
  Siobhan nodded and began to sign.
  “Although I cannot hear it, it is my favourite place, 
I think of it and feel the spray of water on my face, 
The way the bright sky hits the sea while everything is pure,
I smell the scent of salt and know one thing for sure. 
This is truly home.” 
  Siobhan and her nanny walked back to the hotel together peacefully 
and happy. 

Genevieve Morgan
Co Dublin
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THE LEGEND OF THE 
LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time there was a boy 
named CJ. He was 11 years old and 
lived on his father’s lighthouse. His 
father’s lighthouse was yellow and 
black so the yellow stood out brightly at 
night and could warn ships and boats 
away from the rocks.
  One night, CJ’s father was away 
at work when he spotted a ship. It had 
crashed into the rocks! Not only that, 
but it was CJ’s fault as his father had 
left him in charge of making sure the 
light was on, but unfortunately, he had 
forgotten.
  Petrified, CJ rowed out on a small 
raft. He could see a terrible storm 
brewing, so he knew that he didn’t 
have much time. He was so frightened 
he thought his heart would beat out of 
his chest.
  CJ could see approximately 30 
people screaming for help on their boat.  
He thought they might be refugees. 
He rowed out to them all alone then he 
guided them all out of the rough water 
to safety. 
  CJ was a hero. A 
HERO!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!   He alone had 
saved many lives. CJ wrapped all 
of them up in nice, warm and cosy 
blankets.
  From that day on CJ was forever 
remembered for his heroic efforts of 
bravery.
    
Joe Logan
Co Antrim

FAMILY

Hello. My name is Jack O’Brien and I’m a lighthouse keeper. I have a son called Niall who 
moved to the mainland to get a job. I haven’t seen him since last Christmas. He’s probably 
working hard. He got a job as a software engineer in a company called… sorry, I can’t 
remember what the name is. 
  Anyway, I’ve been pretty lonely since he left but the seals keep me company. I always 
stare at the mainland, wondering what Niall is doing. Yesterday I had a fall and went to the 
hospital. My son still didn’t come. The doctor said I had to stay in the hospital for one more 
day. I asked the doctor if she could call my son and tell him that I had a fall. She said he 
didn’t answer. 
  When I came home, my head was so sore. I went to bed and looked at the photo of 
my son and me in front of the lighthouse. I looked at the frame that my son had made from 
washed up shells that he collected when he was little. I closed my eyes and dreamt about 

my son coming home. The next day I watched the boats come in 
from the top of the lighthouse. I had the feeling he was coming 

home. Hours passed but I wasn’t giving up trying to identify 
my son in that crowd of people. In the end I wasn’t lucky. 
  That night I felt horrible, like he would never come 
back. I cried myself to sleep. A honk noise woke me up. I 
thought there were no more boats coming tonight. I put 
my dressing gown on and my favourite slippers. I was 
waiting for my son to exit the boat. 
  I couldn’t believe my eyes; it was my son! I ran 
over to him and gave him the biggest hug ever. I 

was crying tears of happiness. That was the happiest 
moment of my life so far.

  I love my son.

Amber Lynch
Co Dublin

A LIGHTHOUSE.

All is quiet at the rocky shore,
full of tales, creatures and many folk lore.

Up upon the cliff so high,
 is a lighthouse with seagulls swooping by.

The beam of light it keeps it bright,
 even through this cold harsh night.

This lighthouse stands strong and tall,
its beaming light like a warning call.

It warns ships to watch out for rocks,
 but also a welcoming to the docks.

Down at the foot of the giant overhang,
the noise of the waves always rang.

Beneath the waves many fish swim in shoals,
 while giant crabs scuttle across rock pools.

And as I watch the sun slowly rising high,
I start seeing the stories of this lighthouse go by.

Shipwrecks, treasures and many folk lore,
 are found in the depths of this rocky shore.

Oisín Murphy
Co Dublin
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SOME BIRTHDAYS AREN’T THE BEST

This story starts off with a normal family. Nothing special. One day when 
Emily went sailing with her dad, something terrible happened…
  Emily woke up with excitement on her face. It was her birthday. She 
was turning eleven. It was about 7:00am but Emily didn’t care, this was 
the one day that her family couldn’t give out to her. First, she woke up 
her parents and then went into her little brother’s room. Once everyone 
was awake they went downstairs and headed to the kitchen. 
  Emily’s mother started making pancakes, meanwhile Emily was 
trying to convince her father to let her go sailing with him, but he said, 
“No, there’s meant to be a storm today, it’ll be too dangerous.”
  Emily was so disappointed. She ran up to her room. Her father 
knocked on the door, trying to persuade her to come down but she 
wouldn’t answer. After about an hour, her father gave in and said, “Fine, 
we can go sailing, but only for an hour.” Emily’s face lit up and she ran 
out of her room and gave her father a massive hug. They headed to the 
car. Emily brought her school bag in case she needed it.
  When they got to the beach it was lashing with rain, but Emily didn’t 
care. She and her father hopped onto the boat and started sailing. After 
about ten minutes, the storm started to get worse and the wind was 
rocking the boat back and forth. Emily hung on to the pole as she was 
told. 
  Out of nowhere a huge wave sprang up and hit the boat. Emily’s 
father was hanging on to the edge of the boat and was about to fall 
off. Emily ran towards her dad and helped him up. She quickly looked 
around, but she saw no land. She looked in her school bag to see if she 
could see anything and then she saw a compass. She gave it to her dad 
and after a while they saw something tall and white. 
  It was a lighthouse. They sailed towards it. 
  As soon as they docked the boat, they went into the lighthouse for 
shelter. As they sat on the stairs of the lighthouse, Emily said, “Dad, I’m 
really sorry for making you sail in this horrible weather. We could have 
been injured or worse, killed.”
  Emily’s dad said, “It’s okay, I shouldn’t have let you come with me. 
You could have got hurt.”
  They hugged each other tightly. They waited until the rain stopped 
and then ran to their car. When they got home, Emily told her mother 
what happened and then she went up to her room. As she sat there she 
began to think how scary it was and then she thought about how cool it 
was. 
  It will be a great story to tell my class on Monday, she thought as 
she blew out her candles. 
  It was an epic but scary experience.

Niamh Brady
Co Longford

THE LIGHTMOUSE  

“Tell me a story, Grandad. Tell me a good one.” 
  I look at him, his eager eyes fixed on mine.  “Sit down, young Buoyo, 
and I’ll tell you how your granny and I came to this lighthouse. I married your 
Granny Beam under a bridge in County Galway,” I begin. “We lived many 
happy years together.
  One day, we heard that a big ship was in Galway. So, said I to Beam, 
“Galway has been wonderful, but do you want to move somewhere different?” 
Beam wanted to, so off we set.
  It was on the third day of our adventure that she told me. ‘Port,’ she 
said. ‘I’m pregnant!’
  At that very moment, there was a crash. ‘She’s sinking!’ I heard 
someone cry. I looked at Beam. ‘Run!’ we said together and off we tore. 
Through twenty pairs of legs we flew, around countless corners until at last, 
we reached the deck. There were some humans running in all directions, 
screaming, while others got into lifeboats. Beam and I took no notice of 
these happenings. We were dashing towards a yellow buoy.” 
  “Wait,” Buoyo interrupts. “Do you mean…”
  “Our home, yes,” I say. 
  “Anyway,” I continue. “Suddenly, a huge wave hit us. That’s when I 
knew that we were in trouble. A storm was rapidly rising and there was no 
land in sight. 
  When we finally reached the buoy, Beam and I saw that it was tied 
up. So, with Beam in one hand, I began to gnaw. When the rope finally 
snapped, another massive wave washed over us. By now, most humans 
were in lifeboats. Gently, I put Beam over my shoulder and took hold of the 
buoy. We were immediately swept off the sinking ship. I looked over my 
shoulder to see the third, most humongous wave coming towards us. There 
was silence for a few seconds. 
  Suddenly, there was a loud rushing noise in my ear. The wave carried 
us higher and higher until…BANG! We crashed to land. Shakily, Beam and 
I stood up. We were on some sort of island. It was only a scrap of land really, 
but very high. I noticed some steps twisting around the island. We went up 
and up. When we finally reached the top, we gasped. For there, right in front 
of us was a lighthouse!
  The lighthouse was clearly very old, but it was magical. It had stone 
steps with blue banisters spiralling up beautifully. I raced ahead to explore. 
There were little rooms here and there. When I got to the top, I saw a bright 
light. I crept back downstairs excitedly.
  When I reached Beam, I cried with pure joy. For there was a little bundle 
in her arms - your father. We were at home. We were safe.” I finish.
  Buoyo looks thoughtful. “Grandad,” he says. “Do you think I’ll ever have 
an adventure like that?” 
  “Well, Buoyo,” I say. “You wouldn’t know what light would brighten up 
your life.”

Ciara Bruzzi
Co Galway
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THE SECRETS OF BRIGHT LIGHT LIGHTHOUSE

“Hey!” cried Ellie. “Wait for me!” Ellie and Sophie were cycling down to 
Bright Light Lighthouse. Their parents were letting them explore!
  When they arrived, they gazed up at the brilliant structure. It was 
just like the ones from their old picture books. Black at the top, red and 
white at the bottom. 
  “I’ll race you in!” exclaimed Sophie, bolting for the door. They 
dropped their bikes onto the sand, and raced inside. Sophie came first, 
but Ellie slammed into her.
  “What’s wrong?” she asked. “Why’d you stop?” 
  Sophie just gazed upwards, smiling. “Race you to the top!” she 
shouted and shot up the stairs like a bullet. Ellie raced after her.
When Ellie got to the top, Sophie said, “You know, people in my class 
told me this place is haunted!”  
  Ellie was terrified at the thought! 
  “AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHH!!!!” she screamed. 
  “Relax!” said Sophie. “It’s just a myth! Let’s go back to the beach 
and I’ll buy you an ice cream!” 
  So down they went. But when they got down, they saw something 
that hadn’t been there before. It was a small red door. They looked at 
each other. 
  “Let’s go in!” they exclaimed.
  They entered into a dimly lit room and looked around. At the end 
of the room there was a statue of a sphynx. Around it were loads of 
things. Ellie picked up a glass of water, but accidentally spilled some on 
the sphynx! The statue moved aside to reveal a door. Ellie and Sophie 
walked happily through the door.
  In the next room, the door was about two metres away from them. 
  “PFF!” Sophie scoffed. “Easy!” She began to walk towards the door. 
  But before long, one of the tiles collapsed! She began to sprint 
to the door. When she reached the other side, she noticed a small red 
button. When she pushed it, a sheet of metal closed over the floor. Ellie 
ran across, and they entered the next room.
  WOW!!!! 
  A cave full of gold, silver, and gems! They stuffed their pockets with 
jewels, and made their way back. Their parents were delighted, and they 
all lived happily ever after!

Claire Higgins
Co Dublin

MY GRANDAD’S LIGHTHOUSE

My grandad owns a lighthouse and I visit every year. My grandad’s 
lighthouse is on an island on the Shannon called Scattery.

  This is a story about the time we were trapped near the 
lighthouse. We start our adventure at the Kilrush Marine.

Chapter One
Today I went to Scattery Island to visit my grandad’s lighthouse. We took 
the boat to the island and the waves were rough.
  When we docked at the pier, we took a tour around the island. 
When it was done, we headed for the lighthouse.
  Every time we go, we have lunch at the lighthouse. We walked up 
the lighthouse to find the light had been broken.

  We spent the afternoon fixing it and when we finished, the tide 
had come up around the lighthouse.

  “What are we going to do?” I said.

Chapter Two
We walked around for a bit trying to find anything that could help 

get us across.
  Just then it hit me. “We should use the light to send an SOS.” We 

did my plan for about 30 minutes but there was no luck.
  I thought I would have to bring out my inner Tom Cruise. We started 
the search again and this time we were searching for a big plank.
  We found a log and put it over the river…  it was too small. 
We decided to “risk it for a biscuit” and use the log as a raft.
  My dad fell in and had to swim out. We finished the job 
with only one of us wet.

Conclusion
If you are stranded with a lighthouse you should probably find a 
big log. But don’t use this tactic if you are actually stranded alone 
and on an island that is far away from land.

Tom Buckley
Co Dublin
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THE MURDER IN THE LIGHTHOUSE, 1931

The lighthouse keeper went up the lighthouse steps to light the lamp that 
had blown out. What he didn”t know was that someone was watching him. 
Someone who wanted him dead. 
  This is a casebook about a murder.  I have solved crimes before, 
but this is far more tragic than the other ones. It happened on Friday, the 
15th of April 1931 and at one of Ireland”s most haunted lighthouses. I 
was meant to go on a trip to Loop Head Lighthouse for holiday purposes 
only but when I arrived, there were several Garda cars dotted around the 
entrance to the lighthouse. I jumped off my tourist bus and ran to one of 
the nearest guards.  
  “What happened?” I asked. I had recognised the tape that went 
around the lighthouse. I was at the scene of a crime. 
  “Something dreadful has happened. There has been a murder inside 
this lighthouse. This is not a place for children,” the guard said to me.                                                                                                                              
“I’m not a child! That guard over there said I could investigate. I’m a 
detective, you see,” I said to him, using my best grown-up voice. I did 
know the Garda that I said let me investigate. I had met him during one of 
my other cases. He wasn’t a guard at all. He was called Inspector Nicholas 
Robinson. 
  Since this Garda didn’t seem to believe me, I snuck off to investigate 
by myself. I had noticed that the lighthouse was right next to a cliff face. 
If someone knew how to rock climb, it would be easy to go up to the 
lighthouse by going down to the beach and climbing up the cliff. I decided 
to give it a go, since I didn’t have any other options. 
  Nobody noticed me going down to the beach and the cliff was there. 
It was quite rugged, but looked very easy to climb. I ran towards it, and 
started to climb. It was easy until I reached part of the cliff that stuck out 
horizontally. I managed i, and got to the top, out of breath. I was lucky: 
there weren’t any Gardaí on this side of the lighthouse. 
  What I just needed to do now was to get inside the lighthouse. There 
was an open window and I only needed to creep to it and get in. Quite 
easy, I must admit. I had chosen my time carefully, as it was now noon 
and the detectives and other Gardaí were on their lunch break. I had the 
lighthouse to myself. 
  I looked around everywhere for clues until I found one. At the bottom 
of the wooden steps, there was a knife pushed under the wood of the first 
step. On it was the initials N.R. Nicholas Robinson was the culprit! 
  The keeper of the lighthouse knew his secret. Nicholas Robinson was 
a mass murderer who had killed lots of people before. But thankfully, he 
was handcuffed that day and went to prison.

Iona Wilson
Co Donegal

HOWTH V LEEDS UTD

It was a cold but sunny morning along the coast of Baldoyle. Alex and his 
friends were playing on the pitches overlooking the seafront. The view 
was so amazing that Alex stopped, took one deep breath and thought 
back to when he was younger.
  When Alex was nine years old, his father tragically passed away after 
a car accident. Alex was devastated. He and his mother were left with no 
shelter or money. Luckily, his mother’s brother worked at a lighthouse in 
Howth. Attached to the lighthouse was a living area with one bed. Alex’s 
mother agreed to look after the lighthouse as long as they could stay. 
  It was tough on Alex for the first few weeks because he had to 
sleep on the floor and do many chores. He buried his thoughts and all 
of his energy into football. He had a few friends from school who played 
with him early in the morning before school and late in the evening after 
school. One day when he was at a match with his local team Howth 
Celtic, a scout spotted a very talented boy. It turns out that boy was Alex. 
A trial turned into a professional move to Leeds.
  Meanwhile, back home at the lighthouse, Alex’s mother missed 
him dearly. She was trying her best to look after the lighthouse, but it 
was so hard without Alex. Each evening she would sit out in the garden 
surrounding the lighthouse watching the waves come in and thinking of 
her only son. She never did tell him how hard it was without him.
  One day when Alex was playing a match, he felt a little pain. That 
little pain suddenly turned to agony. He fell to the ground in frustration 
and was carried off by the stretcher. When he got to the hospital, the 
doctor told him some bad news. He would not be able to play football 
for four years.
  Alex had earned enough money to buy an apartment near the 
lighthouse. An old friend from school lived in the same complex. They 
became very good friends and eventually they got married. He went to 
college and studied to be an engineer.
  Four years later, Alex was fit and well - back to professional level. 
He realised how difficult it had been for his mother and he felt very happy 
to be able to help her. Alex had really enjoyed his four years close to his 
family and the lighthouse. He was ready to make a bold decision. Some 
people might have thought that he was crazy, but he was willing to give 
up his professional career to stay in Howth.
  These days Alex is an engineer. He also teaches some kids in the 
neighbourhood soccer, including his own son Jason. Life is good. Alex’s 
thoughts were interrupted when Jason kicked the ball at his shin and 
giggled. 
  Alex ran playfully with his friends and Jason as the sun rose.

Ryan Condron Tormey
Co Dublin
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THE VOYAGE

I had been helping Dad out at Limerick Port 
for weeks. Over in one corner, there sat 
an old Galway hooker that we’d restored 
together. Unknown to Dad, I took her out 
on the open water, but I could never have 
expected the experience ahead.
  As I left the Shannon Estuary, I saw 
something in the water. It had a long slim 
nose, a large round body and playfully 
breeched the waves that my boat was 
making. A dolphin wanted to join me!
  We sailed north, around Loop Head 
Lighthouse and onto Clare Island Lighthouse.  
I’d  heard many stories of Grace O’Malley 
the pirate queen, who was said to haunt the 
castle and I took her as my guide. 
  Coming up to the next lighthouse I got 
a terrible smell…. Rotten Island!  I fixed my 
eyes on the light at St John’s Point.  Getting 
closer to Fanad Lighthouse, what flew 
onto the deck? Only a parrot. The parrot 
was a survivor of the Spanish Armada. He 
was keen to offer his guidance around the 
treacherous waters of the north coast. We 
voyaged until we found the ‘Upside Down’ 
lighthouse famous for its fog signal, called 
Rathlin Bull. We sailed onwards to the light 
of Blackhead. 
  Then past Belfast and the Great Light 
which had lit the way for the Titanic and 
we sailed past another St John’s Point 
light! The parrot noticed that the stripes 
on the lighthouse made it look like a tiger 
and  laughed about it until we could hardly 
breathe. We raised our sails and with a strong 
wind behind us we sped down the east coast 
to Wicklow Head Lighthouse, remembering 
the Vikings it was named after.
  Near Hook Head, I looked down 
into the murky depths and saw a beautiful 
slender grey body and a small fin. This huge 
speedy companion was a rare fin whale. The 
dolphin clicked and whistled in excitement 
to have a new friend. Visibility was getting 
poor but we made it to the Black Lighthouse 
at Ballycotton. Along the south coast we 

reached the light of Galley Head, where a 
puffin landed on our mast.
  I hoisted the main sail and set course 
to Fastnet Lighthouse, also known as 
‘Ireland’s Teardrop.’ Powerful waves began 
to slam into the side of the boat as we 
rounded the southern coast. The puffin and 
the parrot battened down the hatches as 
the waves became great towering walls of 
water. All I remember was sinking into the 
cold dark sea.
  As I came to, I could hear strong Kerry 
accents. My eyes focused on a familiar 
figure and I came to the realisation that it was 
my dad. He looked worried and wondered 
where I had been for the past four days. I 
told him a story of ghosts, puffins, whales 
and lighthouses. He laughed at what he 
thought was just a dream, but he could 
never explain how I had washed up on the 
shore at Valentia Island Lighthouse with a 
parrot on my shoulder.

Fionn Cunningham
Co Limerick

GOOD NEWS AND BAD NEWS

It was the year 1896. It was a stormy evening 
in Wexford and 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.
  So 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 both of 
them just fell asleep.
  When they 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. 
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. They never had time 
to eat breakfast at home, so 
they ate it in the boat.
  Cormac and Elisabeth 
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!” both of them 
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 she 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 the 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. So now the family had to figure 
out a new way of going to school.
  So, the good news was that both of 
them are alive and Cormac is not badly hurt 
and the bad news was that Elisabeth will 
never be able to walk again.

Julia Blake
Co Dublin
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CORAL REEF LIGHTHOUSE

Spending the summer holiday at Fred and Luke’s house will be the best 
thing that has ever happened to Emily, even though she had never seen their 
house or family. 
  “We’re here!” Dad called from the front seat. “Out you get, Emily. Have 
have a great time.” 
  Emily scrambled out of the car and got her suitcase and watched Dad 
drive away.
  Fred and Luke rushed out to greet her, their messy brown hair in their 
faces. They were tall for their age and didn’t like to concentrate. 
  “Welcome to Coral Reef Lighthouse!” they shouted, doing jazz hands.
  “So, Emily, this is our grandad,” Luke said, pointing at their grandad 
who was asleep in a rocking chair. He had a beard like Santa’s, but he 
looked skinnier. He also had a sailor’s hat and a pipe sticking out of his 
mouth. 
  Luke said, “He used to sail a really cool ship, but it got attacked from 
under. We think it was a shark.” 
  Fred said, “Come on, your room is this way.” 
  “This is your room,” Fred said once they got upstairs. It was a nice small 
room. They left the suit case on the bed and went downstairs. 
  THUD! THUD! THUD! It was coming from below them. 
  “WHAT IS HAPPENING?!” they cried together. They ran outside. 
  “IT MUST BE COMING FROM UNDERNEATH!” Luke shouted over 
the noise. 
  “We have to go under Coral Reef Lighthouse to see what’s doing this.” 
Emily said. “We’ll go in ten minutes, get ready.” 
  Ten minutes later they came out in scuba diving suits. “It’s a good thing 
we kept these scuba diving suits. Come on!” Fred said excitedly. 
  Fred jumped into the water and Luke and Emily followed. When they 
got right under, they saw….
  A NARWHAL!!! The narwhal was light blue all over except its belly, 
which was white. Its black beady eyes were looking at them. 
  Its horn was a shimmering gold, but then they realised that the narwhal’s 
horn was stuck in the bottom of the lighthouse. 
  “What is your name?” Emily asked. 
  The narwhal pointed to its back, where written in small neat writing, 
was “Ming.” Emily, Fred, and Luke decided to help Ming. They used all sorts 
of things to break around the horn. After half an hour, Ming was free.
  After a while they went back up to shore. They told Fred and Luke’s 
grandad about their adventure, but he thought they were mad. They decided 
to go to bed after their long day. 
“I can’t wait for tomorrow!” Emily said.
 
Lucy Higgins
Co Dublin

THE VERY GRUMPY LIGHTHOUSE

Once upon a time there lived a lighthouse. 
  A very grumpy lighthouse.
  It never turned on its lights to warn passing ships they 
were near very sharp rocks. So not surprisingly, the rocks 
were dotted with rusting hulls.
  After one nasty storm, a wizard who lived nearby had had 
enough. He tried to make the light on top of the light house 
turn on and stay on forever. But he was a clumsy wizard. In 
mid-spell, he slipped off the rocks and by mistake he made 
the light house come alive.
  The lighthouse grew a mouth, eyes, legs and arms. His 
insides filled up with organs and stuff. The grumpy lighthouse 
pulled his feet out of the ground.
  “Who did dis?” he boomed.
  The clumsy wizard stumbled up. “I did,” he squeaked.
  The grumpy lighthouse smiled. “Thunks.” Then lasers 
shot out of his eyes and turned the wizard into a pile of dust. 
“That’s so no can do it again.” 
  Next day the lighthouse went for a stroll destroying all 
the other lighthouse and ships he came across. But after a 
while he was bored and realised he was all alone. He sat 
down (which wasn’t easy) and had a think.
  If his laser eyes had zapped the wizard, maybe just maybe 
they could bring him back to life.
  He went back to the pile of dust and shot lasers out of 
his eyes. The shocked-looking wizard rose into the air. 
  The lighthouse blinked. “More. Me!”
  The clumsy wizard got some Sellotape and repaired his 
snapped wand, then he pointed it at the grumpy lighthouse 
and said, “Multiply!”
  Ten identical lighthouses suddenly appeared all around 
the original lighthouse. The all looked equally grumpy.
  “You looking at my light?” said one.
  “What you looking at?” said the other.
  Then all the lighthouses started to argue.
  “He lookie at my beach!” 
  “I lookie better than you!” 
  “You all lookie the same!!”
  All at once the grumpy light houses shot their laser eyes 
at each other, and they exploded leaving nothing but a pile of 
stripy dust. 
  The wizard put his wand away and smiled. 
  “I need a cup of tea.” 

Daniel Mulryan
Co Cork
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AGE TWELVE
GRANDPA’S LIGHTHOUSE

I love visiting Grandpa. Every time I visit, 
Grandpa always has a fantastic story to 
tell me. He lives in a small, cosy shack 
right beside the lighthouse. The lighthouse 
had been passed down from generation to 
generation. It is probably about 80 years old 
and it still shines its proud light beam at night 
and guides ships to safety.
  Today was the day we were going to 
visit Grandpa. I was so excited I couldn’t sit 
still. As the car came to a halt, I dashed out 
of the car and threw myself in Grandpa’s 
big welcoming arms. He brought me inside 
the house, made me sit down on the big 
comfy armchair and gave me a cup of hot 
chocolate. This was always our routine. I 
waited patiently for Grandpa to get ready.
  “Today I will tell you a story about a 
mermaid,” he started. “It all started one 

evening when I was checking up on the 
lighthouse and I saw a beautiful, big tail 
behind the rocks. I went over, thinking it 
was going to be a really big fish, but to my 
surprise I saw a mermaid instead. She had 
lots of wounds around her body. I decided to 
bring her into the house so I could mend her 
wounds. 
  “It was probably around midnight when 
she woke up. ‘Water, water,’ she muttered. 
I was woken by the sound.  I rushed 
downstairs and found the mermaid crying for 
help. I brought her out back to the ocean and 
started to spray water on her. After a while, 
she thanked me and asked if she could stay 
here for a bit longer. I said yes and brought 
her into my lighthouse, keeping her tail in the 
water. Now that I was able to see her more 
closely, I noticed how pretty she was. She 
also had the most calming voice I had ever 
heard. 
  “We talked for hours and hours and that 
was when she told me how she ended up 
lying on the rocks with cuts around her body. 
She told me about how her parents were 
forcing her to marry a person she didn’t like. 
She had fallen in love with another mermaid, 
but her parents didn’t like her. She had run 
away on the day of the wedding and a huge 
wave brought her here. 
  “When she paused, she was full of 
tears. I sighed and that’s when I told her 
about fighting back. She should marry who 
she wants to. After I encouraged her, she 
looked up and stared at me with her deep 
blue eyes. You could see her whole face lit 
up and by sunrise she decided to set off and 
marry the girl of her dreams. The end.” 
  He looked up and noticed that I was 
fast asleep. “Well, it is actually not the end,” 
he murmured and looked out of the window. 
There he saw two mermaids waving at him 
and he waved back.

Alisa Terlingo
Co Dublin

THE LIGHTHOUSE. THE SAVIOUR. 

Michael and Rosa Jones had just bought a 
new boat, the Sally.  That’s what they called 
her. She was a twenty-five-foot sailboat.  
They were planning to take her out for the 
first time that evening.  It was a Friday. 
  On Friday morning, Rosa and Michael 
went to work like they did every other 
morning.  Rosa taught music at Whitewall 
High School and Michael worked at a bank 
fifteen minutes from his house.  Rosa had a 
normal day at school, playing the piano to her 
students, explaining the difference between 
a minim and a crotchet - the usual.  But 
Michael, on the other hand, had a stressful 
day and would have to stay late at the bank.  
  “I’m sorry,” he explained to Rosa. “I 
have to stay late but we can go out on Sally 
tomorrow.” 
  Rosa agreed on the telephone, but she 
had other plans in her head. 
  Rosa finished work at five o’clock 
and arrived at her house at 5:07pm.  Even 
though Michael was working late, Rosa was 
still going to go out on the boat.  She made 
herself some dinner, packed some snacks 
in a cool bag for the trip, wrote a note for 
Michael explaining where she had gone and 
went out to the boat.  
  Rosa had learned how to sail when she 
was a child.  It took her a few minutes to 
remember how to sail but she eventually got 
the hang of it.  She was very relaxed, having 
a good time until she heard a loud booming 
sound!  
  What was that?  she thought to herself.  
But it was obvious. It was thunder.  Soon 
after the thunder there was a flash of light 
bolt across the sky.  The sea was rough, 
the sky was dark and the clouds were full of 
water just waiting to be dropped.  Rosa had 
no chance to make it back alive!
  Michael, who had finally finished work, 
arrived home and read the note. He was 
very worried.  He wasn’t blind - he could 
see the dangerous weather outside.  He 
immediately went outside to the edge of the 

Aoife Jack
Co Down

water and started shouting, “Rosa, Rosa, 
where are you?!”  
  There was no answer. 
  It had been two weeks since Rosa had 
gone missing and every day Michael went 
up to the lighthouse to shine the light in 
the hope that Rosa would see it and come 
home.  Meanwhile, Rosa had been washed 
up on a rock with injuries all over her body.  
She was terrified and lost. But then she saw 
it – she saw the light that her husband was 
shining for her.  She now knew where to go.  
She got back on the boat and sailed towards 
the light. 
  Michael, who was still in the lighthouse, 
saw something moving in the ocean.  It was 
Rosa!  He was so relieved.  He couldn’t 
believe it. She was home.  He rushed down 
the stairs, helped her off the boat and gave 
her a big hug. 
  The lighthouse was now known as the 
Saviour of Whitewall!
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THE ENDEAVOUR

Caolán Tokar
Co Dublin

20TH November 1659…
  The storm was like nothing he had ever 
seen. Waves the size of mountains crashed 
onto the side of the boat and pitched it 
backwards and forwards. The noise of the 
thunder was deafening and the bright white 
lightning that occasionally flashed was the 
only source of illumination, the torrent of rain 
that fell down having put the lanterns out a 
long time ago.
  Seaman Harold Westcott knew all of 
this but didn’t care. All that mattered was 
getting the cargo to Cornwall. The sailors 
on deck shouted and tried to regain control 
of the ship. They thought that the ship 
was carrying an ordinary cargo of fruit and 
tobacco. But this was not the case. Hidden 
deep in the bowels of the ship was…
Harold shook himself. This was no time for 
dreaming. 
  Holding onto the rail, Harold dragged 
himself to the captain, a fierce tough man 
known to the crew simply as Thompson. 
Westcott grabbed him by the shoulder. 
“Captain! What are your orders, sir?” 
  The captain slowly looked over towards 
him. His face, usually bright red, was an 
ashen grey. “I am afraid we must abandon 
all hope of living, Harold,” he said. 
  Westcott’s blood ran cold. There was 
no hope in the captain’s eyes. He shook 
himself again and grasped the captain’s 
sleeve. “I will do as we discussed. The secret 
of the cargo will live on.” The captain looked 
deep into his eyes. After a few seconds he 
looked away. “Go,” he said.
  Westcott turned away and ran quickly 
to his cabin, despite the storm. He ran in 
and slammed the door. After a few minutes, 
he ran out again, this time carrying a bottle 
with a piece of parchment inside. He ran 
back out on deck, the cold chilling him to 
the bone and threw the bottle in the general 
direction of land. He turned around again and 
was struggling back to the captain, when he 
noticed some of the crew shouting at him 
and pointing upwards. He frowned and 
looked up just as the mast tumbled towards 

him. Seaman Harold Westcott’s vision went 
black.
 
PRESENT DAY…
  John Mahon walked down the quay 
and felt sorry for himself. Why was it so hard 
to get a job? He was intelligent, discreet, 
had basic common sense and a sense of 
humour. What more could the interviewers 
possibly want? A degree in physics and a 
recommendation from the President? He 
had gone from town to town, hoping to find 
a job. Cornwall was his last hope. If he didn’t 
find a job here, he might as well become 
one of those people that live in their parents’ 
basements that children read about but 
never imagine they will become.
  He headed to the nearest newsagents, 
hoping to find a request for a job in the 
newspaper. To his surprise, there was an 
offer for the job of Assistant Lighthouse 
Keeper. He considered. Why not? He was 
sure it didn’t require much experience, it 
would probably give enough money for basic 
needs and in a month or two he could quit 
and move on to a better offer. He phoned 
the number on the paper. The caller was a 
cranky old man who, nevertheless was quite 
desperate for an assistant. Without even an 
interview, he was hired on the spot. Mahon 
couldn’t believe his luck. Why couldn’t the 
jobs he actually wanted to be as easy to get 
into as this? He booked a room in one of the 
town’s hotels, waited until night fell and then 
reported for duty at the lighthouse.
  He took it in as he approached. It was 
large, with creamy white stripes and faded 
red interspersed at intervals. It probably 
hadn’t been renovated since the 1800s. He 
opened the rickety wooden door and climbed 
up the steps. An old man was waiting for 
him at the top, wearing a blue raincoat made 
stiff from the salt in the air and in the waves. 
A short white beard corkscrewed out wildly 
from his chin and he wore a permanently 
sour expression. In short, he looked like 
Santa Claus’ grumpy younger brother. He 
motioned Mahon to sit down. “Been in a 
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lighthouse before?” he asked. He sounded 
like he was at a funeral. “No,” Mahon said. 
He added, “But I’m sure I’ll pick it up quickly.” 
The man grunted. “Pick up what quickly?” he 
said. “There ain’t nothing to pick up!” “Only 
reason I’m not out of a job yet is because 
the town doesn’t have the budget to make 
this thing electric.” Great! Mahon thought.  
My only companion for the night is a sour 
recluse! He sat down in a chair and waited 
for something to happen. Hours passed. 
He nearly dozed off several times. Finally 
he looked at his watch. It was coming on 
twelve. He looked over at his companion. To 
his surprise, the man was looking out the 
window as if looking for something. Looking 
for what? Mahon thought. There is literally 
nothing out the— That’s when he saw it. 
Gliding past the lighthouse without a hurry. 
It was a ship. But not like any ship Mahon 
had ever seen.
  For a start it was not modern. It was 
an ancient galleon with sails, cannons, 
everything. But that was not what made 
Mahon start up and let out a gasp. What 
made him gasp was that the boat shouldn’t 
even have been able to sail. There were 
large gaping holes along the sides of the 
hull. The sails were in tatters and one mast 
had fallen onto the deck, the end trailing into 
the water. The name was on the sides in 
barely visible letters: The Endeavour. For a 
moment Mahon thought he saw a shadow 
at the prow of the boat looking at him. But 
then it was gone and when Mahon blinked, 
so was the ship.
  For a moment Mahon stood there 
paralysed, unable to speak or even 
comprehend what he had just seen. Then 
the paralysis left him and he spun around 
to his companion. “What was that?! How 
did it sail?! Did you see it too?!” The man 
seemed strangely unperturbed. “So you 
saw it too, eh?” “Of course,” said Mahon. 
“But what was it?” The man stroked his 
beard. “I don’t know. Its been appearing 
for as long as I know. Each night, without 
failure, it comes at midnight.” Mahon was 

not satisfied. As soon as morning came, he 
rushed down to the library and barked out, 
“I need everything you have on ships.” The 
frightened librarian pointed at the far left 
corner. Mahon hurried down and  began to 
read every book he could find. Two hours 
later he found a match. In the year 1659 a 
ship known as The Endeavour sunk off the 
coast of Cornwall where he was now. It had 
been carrying an ordinary cargo of fruit and 
tobacco from Spain. However, there had 
been rumours that it had also been carrying 
a hidden cargo, the likes of which nobody 
had ever seen. Divers had explored the area 
where the ship had supposedly gone down 
but strangely, the wreck had never been 
found. As Mahon turned the pages, a piece 
of withered and browned parchment fell out. 
He brought it to the librarian. “What is this?” 
he asked. She looked at it. “Oh! That’s 
one of our oldest finds.” “One of  the old 
librarians found it in a bottle by the beach 
sometime around the mid-1600s.” Mahon 
thought, The mid-1600s? That would have 
been around the time that The Endeavour 
sank.
  “Thank you very much,” he said. He 
returned to his corner and with great care, 
unrolled the parchment. Only two lines were 
written. He began to read.
  The juice of the fruit held close to flame,
Will reveal the treasure, which you must 
claim.
  Mahon sat back and thought. What 
on earth is this? Fruit juice and flames? 
Treasure? It was like a storybook. What 
on earth does it— He stopped. A memory 
surfaced. From when he was just a young 
boy. His younger brother back then had 
been switching from career to career. First 
an astronaut, than a doctor and so on and 
on. At one point, he had wanted to be a spy. 
He had talked and talked about it and at one 
point he had said, “ A great way to write with 
invisible ink is lemon juice. You just hold it 
over heat and it’ll become visible.” Slowly, 
Mahon looked at the first line again.
  The juice of the fruit held close to flame.

  Mahon smiled. He had found the answer 
to the riddle. Quickly he hurried home, taking 
the parchment with him. He lit a candle and 
held the parchment above the flame. For a 
moment nothing happened. Then he saw 
words appear in brown on the other side of 
the parchment. He turned it over and began 
to read. The writing seemed hurried as if the 
writer was under great pressure
  The Endeavour at midnight. The cargo 
hold. Second to last compartment on the left 
side.
  Mahon sat back and thought. Was 
he prepared to risk the danger of going 
upon what appeared to be a ghost ship? 
He thought back to when he had seen the 
Endeavour. Had he imagined that figure? 
Or had it been real? He had no job, nothing 
to lose. The first sentences had mentioned 
treasure. Yes. Mahon thought. I will go on 
that ship. As he waited for night to fall, he 
rented a boat for one night only. He also 
brought a torch and a kitchen knife with 
him because you never know. Finally the 
sun set. Mahon sat on the boat deck and 
waited. Hours passed. Finally, just as Mahon 
was about to give up and go home, the  
Endeavour surged out of the darkness like a 
wraith. Which it was. Mahon started up the 
engine and sped over the water towards it. 
When he got close enough, he grabbed the 
ladder and swung himself onto the side of the 
boat. He then climbed up and surveyed his 
surroundings. The deck was in surprisingly 
good condition for something that was a 
hundreds of years old. The only defect was 
a large crevice in the middle where the main 
mast had apparently fell and crashed down. 
After making sure nobody was there, Mahon 
hurried to the stairs. Halfway there someone 
behind him said, “Hello”. Mahon let out a 
most undignified shriek and spun around. 
A man stood behind him calmly dressed in 
clothes that definitely did not belong to this 
century. A huge leather coat, a white sailors 
shirt and a wide brimmed hat to name a few. 
He had pale blue eyes and long brown hair. 
From the waist up he was normal (apart 

from the clothes) but from the waist down 
he became paler and paler and grew more 
transparent, until the end of him ended in 
nothing at all. Mahon cleared his throat and 
said, “Just a shot in the dark here, but would 
you happen to be a ghost?” The wraith raised 
an eyebrow and said, “Congratulations, how 
on earth did you guess?” Mahon said, “Just 
natural ability I suppose,” The ghost sighed 
and said “You got my message then?” “ 
Wait, that was you!?” “Yes,” the ghost said.  
“Okay,” Mahon said. He cleared his throat 
and said the first thing that came into his 
head. “ So what would your name be?” The 
ghost folded his hands behind his back and 
said “Westcott. Harold Westcott. Are you 
here to claim the treasure?” “Yes,” said 
Mahon. Westcott inclined his head. “Well 
go ahead then!” Mahon hurried below deck, 
trying not to gag at the awful smell.
  The cargo bay was huge, with massive 
barrels, enormous sacks and large boxes. 
Mahon hurried to the last compartment 
on the left side. Before he opened it, he 
turned to Westcott and asked “What does 
it contain?” “Rum,” the ghost said. Mahon 
felt disappointed. “Really?” he asked. “No,” 
the ghost said. “Now open the thing for 
god’s sake!” Mahon took a deep breath and 
opened the lid. He gasped. Shimmering 
golden coins and statuettes gleamed at 
him. Multi-faceted diamonds and sapphires 
sparkled, despite the darkness and rare and 
valuable materials were folded carefully at 
the top. In short, it was more money than 
Mahon had ever seen in his whole life put 
together. He looked up at the ghost. “Thank 
you,” he said sincerely. The ghost smiled 
and faded away. Quickly Mahon grabbed the 
box, ran to his boat and sped home as fast 
as he could. He put the box under his bed 
and sat down. He wondered what to do with 
the money. Then it came to him in a flash. 
Why not buy a ship of his own?
THE END.
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THE STORMY NIGHTS

Some days I sit by the sea,
Wondering how vast and empty it can be,

When all people are gone and I am left alone, 
Contemplating all that is left to be known.

People here just don’t see,
That life here isn’t all it’s meant to be.
When night falls and the lights flash,

It’s time to look out for the distant splash.
Being here is a risk,

For when the waves rise we must be brisk.
Heading up those many stairs,

Reaching the top to say our prayers,
For being here isn’t fun,

It’s the opposite, but we can’t run,
Down there it isn’t safe,

Not when the waves reach up to our face.
So we stay here, until morning breaks,

And we can do another take.
Sitting now on the edge of wood,

With our legs dangling and our heads in hoods.
Looking out to sea today, 

Looking at the wonderful display;
Children laughing, playing, calling,

Unaware of the dangers, how appalling!
All evidence of the wreckage gone,

Taken by the sea as if nothing had been done.
Finally this day is through, 

And we head back up to pay our dues,
Turn the light on, oh it’s bright,

Head back down, to see the light, 
and prepare, for another stormy night.

Kamila Kowalczyk
Co Antrim

OUR LIGHTHOUSE

I ran up the winding stairs, a euphoric feeling 
creeping up my throat. As I neared the top, 
I heard a pant and turned to see my sister, 
Grace, trying to catch up. 
  “Slow down Sam,” she said. “I’m not 
that fast.” I waited patiently for her then I 
joined Father at the top of the lighthouse. 
  As my father, Grace and I gazed out 
to sea, Grace screamed and pointed at a 
rock, its peak pointing majestically out of the 
gleam of the wild Atlantic. My father and I 
squinted to try and see what Grace saw, but 
whatever it was, had gone. Father carried 
Grace back down the spiralling stairs, for 
she was quite white, with either excitement 
or worry, I wasn’t sure. When we reached 
our cottage, Mother rushed out and helped 
Grace inside. Soon Grace had finished a 
warm drink and made an effort to tell us 
what she saw.
  “I saw, I saw, I saw a mermaid - but it 
was pale and silver and and….” Grace fell 
asleep with exhaustion. 
  “Selkies,” Father said, waking Grace 
up. “It was a selkie, a sort of Irish/Scottish 
mermaid that has the power to turn into a 
seal.” 
  Grace gasped and asked, “Can we 
please go back to the lighthouse tomorrow?”
  The next day, Father, Grace, Mother 
and I all climbed to the uppermost platform. 
It was a cold day so we all wrapped in fur 
coats. Out of nowhere, a white seal leapt 
out of the water, transforming into a human 
form mid-jump. We were all in awe of this 
woman, who we all thought only existed in 
legends. 
  Eventually Father took out his binoculars 
and put his eyes to the eyeholes. “Oh my 
God,” he said and rushed into the lighthouse 
where the light was kept. He switched it on 
and focused on a space about 500 metres 
away. I turned my attention to the light for 
a moment, and saw a small ferry speeding 
towards us. 

Father worked the massive bulb, working it 
on and off, and its beam flashing towards 
the ship. Finally the captain saw the light. 
He turned his vessel away and I cheered, 
not realising that Grace and Mother had 
missed the whole adventure while gazing at 
the selkie. 

Jack Barry
Co Galway

THE LIGHTHOUSE  

Hugh Johnson
Co Cork
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THE HOUSE ON THE HILL

I knew a girl and her name was Eve. She 
had so much beauty, both inside and out. 
Though she could not hear the world around 
her, that didn’t change a thing. How do I 
know this girl you may ask? Well, I am her 
grandfather. Her story begins at the house 
on the hill.
  “Good morning sweetie, breakfast is 
ready,” signed her mother. “Remember your 
grandfather is picking you up after school 
today.”

TECHNOPHORE

2078: A computer chip falls into space and 
finds its way to a planet called Technophore, 
forming a new race - Compeople. They are 
blue, digital robots who have emotions…

Technophore 3026: Hi, my name is Tenessa 
and I’m a Comperson.
  On 22.48.3026, I sat down and 
watched TV. I saw a report that Dr Pinktail 
had made a new virus and that it was on 
the loose. I was terrified, because last time 
a virus was on the loose it wiped out three-
quarters of our population.
  Then the door slammed. It was my 
parents.
  “Mum? Dad?”
  They stumbled into the room, yellow 
and glitching. They were infected!
  “AHHHHH!” I screamed, ran upstairs, 
jumped out my window and ran to my BFFs 
house. I knocked on the door and tapped my 
foot impatiently.
  “Hey Ten! Wassup?” Fayli opened the 
door.
  “I think your parents have been infected 
with the virus because they were with my 
parents! We have to go!”
  “Your parents are infected? Okay, we 
should go to Dr. Pinktail. Let’s take the car!” 
Fayli ran to her parents t-car.
  “Wait, you know how to drive?” I asked.
  “Nope,” Fayli said.
  Somehow, after a lot of crashing, we 
made it to Dr. Pinktail’s house. He was 
outside looking nervous; we ran to him.
  “Are you infected!? No! Good!”
  “We’re here to find out how to stop the 
virus!” I stuttered.
  “Good! I can’t, you know, the um, old 
back of mine…” He smiled slowly. “Anyway, 
you have to take this piece and put it in the 
lighthouse that powers all of us, do not let 
the virus get it!” He handed me the piece. 
“Go! They’re here!”
  I saw a candy shop and we both ran 
into it.

  “How’re we supposed to put the piece 
into the lighthouse, that -  did I mention -  is 
On. The. Moon!” Fayli cried.
  “I have an idea, Fayli! We’re gonna build 
a cotton candy car,” I said.
  “What!? It’s never been done!”
  “Then we’ll be the first!” I grinned.
  We set to work, gathering the candy, 
we used gigantic jelly bears for the seats, 
transparent liquorice for the windows and 
filled it with air. Finally, it was finished.
  We both got in the car.
  “Three, two, one!” I blasted the roof off, 
leaving a trail of rainbow dust behind.
  As we got close to the moon, we saw 
that the infected were behind us in t-cars. 
One blasted a shooter and it hit us.
  “Fayli, I need you to fix it!” I shouted.
  Fayli went out but they had blasted her 
and now she was infected. I jumped out of 
the car. At the lighthouse, I ran and found 
where the piece went. I put it in, and a blast 
of energy came out…
  I woke in my own bed. “This wasn’t 
right.” I ran downstairs and my mum and dad 
were there, as normal.
  “Uh, I’m going to Fayli’s,” I said.
  I saw Fayli outside.
  “Fayli what happened? The virus-“
  “What virus?”
  I think the virus wiped their memories, 
that’s why no one remembers. There is my 
story, that no one remembers…

Alicia Duffy
Co Dublin

SHINING BRIGHT 

Based on Fanad Lighthouse - Co. Donegal

Journeying across a long winding track,
You arrive at a lighthouse coloured white and 
black.
It overlooks the rough, vast ocean,
Watching the waves slowly starting motion.

You see inside this wonderful place,
And spot a steep, spiralling staircase.
It leads to an enormous light,
That helps ships by shining bright.

The lighthouse lies at the edge of a cliff,
Guiding boats as small as a skiff.
To the right of the lighthouse you can see Lough 
Swilly,
Where you can find that it is usually chilly.

This place is fun and there is lots to see,
Even though the stairs are quite scary.
It is big and colourful and a great place to go,
Especially when the lights glow.

I have been there before, and I was in awe.
I will never forget the sights that I saw!

  Ugh… school, she thought. It’s not that 
I don’t like school. it’s just, I’ve always been 
considered different. Her mother, Linda, 
usually let Eve walk home but Eve doesn’t 
see her grandparents a lot. So, some 
evenings her grandfather collects her from 
school. 
  The morning went by in an instant and 
soon enough the school day was over. Eve 
walked with her best friend James walked 
out of school, to find Eve’s grandfather, 
Mick, waiting by the school gate. “Mick!” 
shouted James. James, who was an artist, 
knew almost all of Eve’s family. In a way they 
were his family as well. “It’s so good to see 
you, James,” Mick said. 
  “Same to you, Mick! “James said as he 
ran home. 
  Mick signed to Eve as they walked to 
his old car, “Eve, I’ve got a surprise for you!” 
  “Oh yeah? What is it?” Eve signed back. 
  “Well, if I told you, it wouldn’t be a 
surprise.” 
  Eve knew where they were going, it’s 
where they would usually go. Her grandpa’s 
old lighthouse but she couldn’t think of a 
surprise that would be there. 
  “Close your eyes,” Mick signed. Eve 
put her hands up to cover her eyes as her 
grandfather slowly brought her towards 
the lighthouse. He pulled her hands down 
“Surprise!” he signed. 
  The lighthouse was covered in a 
beautiful mural with dolphins and whales. 
Her grandfather loved to paint; he was the 
one that inspired James to take an interest 
in art. 
  Eve stared at the lighthouse. “It’s 
beautiful,” Eve signed as she walked closer 
to the huge painting. She ran her fingers all 
along the lighthouse following all the dolphins 
and sea creatures around it. 
  Mick strolled up to her with a bucket of 
sea green coloured paint. “Go ahead, dunk 
your hand in!”
  “Are you sure?” Eve signed, a bit 
puzzled by her grandpa’s gesture. 
  Mick nodded as Eve dunked her hand 

into the bucket of cold paint. Mick took her 
hand and pressed It up against a blank space 
in the mural. 
  “What is this?” Eve signed. 
  “Well, Eve,” he said dunking his hand 
into the paint bucket. “This is so everyone 
knows it’s our lighthouse.” He continued to 
press his hand up against Eves handprint. 
He took a large paintbrush and wrote 
underneath: Look out upon the waves, 
where the sun meets the sea. Think of this 
whenever you miss me.
  “What does that mean?” Eve signed. 
  “Well, Eve one day, you’ll remember 
this. Whenever you feel alone or upset or 
when I am long gone,” he signed. 

Lucy Latuske
Co Armagh

Isabella
Campbell

Co Laois
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LIGHTHOUSE MYSTERY

It was the warm and sunny morning of 
February 19. It was a Wednesday, the day 
the boats came into the harbour with the 
shipments for the town. 
But this morning something was different. 
  The light of the lighthouse was not 
on. My grandfather Ned, who runs the 
lighthouse, hadn’t phoned or anything for 
the past week, which was weird because he 
loves talking to my mum for hours on end. 
  When I saw that the light wasn’t on, I 
immediately ran home to tell my mum Alison. 
That’s when my mum phoned 999 to tell 
them that the light wasn’t on and he hadn’t 
talked to us for a week. 
  The next thing I knew, there were 
two police cars outside my house and the 
asked me and mum a lot of questions. We 
gave them our key to the light house so 
that they could check it out. Detective Gore  
told us to phone her if we had any concerns 
or worries. 
  Six hours later, they had done a full 
search of the lighthouse and my grandfather 
was nowhere to be seen. Then suddenly 
my mum got a phone call – the screen said 
NED. She answered straightaway but all we 
could hear was mumbled noises and then he 
hung up. Mum phoned Detective Gore but it 
went straight to voicemail, so mum phoned 
999 to get a hold of the detective.
  It turned out Detective Gore’s phone 
was dead, so mum told her exactly what had 
happened and Detective Gore came straight 
to our house and asked for Mum’s phone.  
The police were going to trace where the 
call originated from, but it would take at least 
twenty-four hours until they could get the 
address or place. It was the next day and the 
police had called us tell us they had found 
the location - it was a four hour drive north 
to an abandoned warehouse. 
  Me and my mum jumped into the 
car and started the four-hour drive to the 
warehouse. Mum started to get messages 
from Ned - it was just pictures of his feet 

WARM, LOVING HANDS

I still remember the dank, dark smell of 
the dirty alleyway. I could hear my siblings 
yapping around me. Nearby, the body of our 
mother lay lifeless. The first few years of my 
life flew by in a whirl. Our daily routine was 
this: search for food, play, and sleep. Our 
lives circled around that dirty alleyway. 
  One day, I was taken away from that 
lonely place. I was searching in the bins for 

which - I don’t know about you - but that 
was pretty strange. 
  We arrived at the warehouse. The 
police where already there and they ran over 
and used bolt cutters to break the lock off 
the door and barged in there. 
  Up on the platform, tied to a chair, Ned 
appeared to be asleep. The police shouted 
and he jumped up, startled. They got him off 
the chair and asked him a lot of questions 
about what had happened. Ned said the 
person texted him and pretended to be 
Mum and said that we were in trouble, so he 
rushed down, and the person hit him on the 
head with a rock. 
  The next thing he knew, Ned was tied 
to a chair and the person kept asking for his 
bank details, but he didn’t budge. He also 
said he didn’t know what they looked like 
because they kept a ski mask on at all times. 
Ned said the person had left the day before 
and hadn’t come back, so they must have 
known something was up. 
  My grandfather was rushed to hospital 
to get checked out, but everything was all 
right.
Two Months Later
  My grandfather is back in the lighthouse 
and he runs it even better than before. Now 
every morning I go to check up on him and 
help with his daily tasks. 
  The police never actually found the 
person who abducted my grandfather but at 
least my grandfather is safe, for now. 

Tiérnan Morgan
Co Down

food. Suddenly, I spotted a pair of hands 
reaching out for me. Before I knew it, I was 
carried towards a van. The couple that took 
me were cruel. They kept me in a room 
on a cold, metal table. They wore strange 
goggles and white coats. They filled a bowl 
in front of me, which I drank from. I began 
to feel woozy and weak…..everything went 
dark….. 
  After several days, I became weak and 
sore. One day, they stuffed me into a box, 
threw me into a car. The car bumped down 
the road. Through an opening in the box, I 
could hear the sounds of seagull cries. 
  I heard the words “One, two, three…” 
  Whoosh…… I flew through the air. 
SPLASH! I hit salty water. A lighthouse 
keeper who had just finished his delicious 
meal of fish and chips was rowing back to his 
lighthouse. He spotted a box floating on the 
waves. The box seemed to have something 
in it…
  It was warm, loving hands that lifted 
me out, and even better, smelled of chips! 
The lighthouse keeper brought to his home 
and gave me a good meal. I soon realised 
that there are kind humans in the world after 
all. I grew up to love him and he loved me 
too. I also became very good friends with 
the seagulls that flew around our lighthouse. 
Sometimes I begged “Master” to give them 
some food.
  One wet, stormy night, Master went 
to fetch something from the boat. In the 
darkness, he lost his footing on the slippery 
rocks and plummeted towards the sea. 

Hearing his cries, I ran to the rescue, tripping 
and stumbling over the rocks. Although 
I was a strong dog, I did not have the 
strength to drag him out of danger. I heard 
a seagull squawk overhead. The seagulls, 
remembering our kindness, swooped down 
to help. Together, we hauled Master to 
safety.
  Master had swallowed seawater and 
had gashes from the sharp rocks.  He was 
gasping for breath. I knew he needed the 
help of another human. Thinking fast, I ran to 
the top of the towering lighthouse. I pointed 
the large, bright light towards the mainland. I 
had seen Master work this machine before. 
I pawed the switch, hoping someone would 
notice the light. The lifeguard on shore saw 
the light flashing irregularly and raised the 
alarm. She rescued Master and took him to 
hospital.
  It seemed ages before my master came 
home. I spent my time helping the lifeguard 
at the beach. When Master eventually  
came home, we were so overjoyed to see 
each other that he went straight to the 
butcher and ordered a large meaty bone just 
for me! Boy, was that the best thing I had 
ever tasted.

Rebecca Finn
Co Dublin



 210 | STORYKEEPERS VOLUME II AGE TWELVE | 211 

THE LIGHTHOUSE!

  “How much longer?” cried Sarah.
  “Not long now,” said Sarah’s dad. 
  He was right. After five minutes had 
passed, Sarah could see the big shining 
gates right in front of her. Sarah’s dad drove 
the car up the driveway. In the distance 
Sarah could see her three cousins, smiling 
and frantically waving so they would catch 
her attention. Sarah jumped out of the car 
and ran over to her cousins.
  “I haven’t seen you in so long,” said 
Sarah hugging little Katie. 
  “You will never guess what we found,” 
said the twins excitedly. The twins were six 
months older than Sarah. Katie was only 
four.
   “Hi Michelle! Hi David!  What did you 
find?” asked Sarah. Before the twins got to 
answer, Sarah’s dad ran over and gave her a 
hug and whispered to her that he had to go 
and she was to have a good time.
  “Bye, Dad! See you soon,” said Sarah. 
She turned to the twins. “Anyway, what were 
you going to show me?” 
  “Well, it’s probably better if we show 
you,” said Michelle. David picked up little 
Katie and started jogging down the hill. The 
two older girls followed him but slower.
  “I can’t believe I am allowed to stay 
here for my birthday,” said Sarah excitedly.
  “I know, it is going to be so much fun. 
Oh, and happy birthday! Imagine we are both 
13, it is so cool,” said Michelle. The two girls 
kept talking all the way to the bottom of the 
hill where David and Katie were waiting for 
them.
  “Come on ya slow coaches,” called 
David, making Katie laugh. “We are nearly 
here now.”
  “I hope so, I am already out of breath,” 
said Sarah, breathing heavily.
  The four of them walked down the lane 
another bit and then turned a corner.
  “Oh, my goodness,” squealed Sarah in 
astonishment. “It’s a lighthouse!”
  “Yep,” said Michelle laughing at the 

TO THE LIGHT

I woke with a pounding headache. My 
two sisters half-slept beside me. I’d only 
managed a few hours’ sleep. At 17, I felt 
too young to know what to do. The worry 
gnawed at me: How could I fill in for our 
parents?
  I could see them outside, lurching and 
lumbering around, their pale, cold, clammy 

look of amazement on Sarah’s face.
  “How did you not know this was here?” 
said Sarah still shocked.
  “We didn’t own this land until about a 
month ago and then we went exploring and 
here it is,” said David. 
  “Wow, have you been into it? Like, if 
you own the land that means you own the 
lighthouse, right?” said Sarah.
 “No, we don’t own the lighthouse, we own 
down the lane to here but no further. If we 
went in there we would be trespassing,” said 
Michelle.
 “I want to go in, David,” whispered Katie.
 “No Katie, we are not allowed, we would 
get into big trouble. You don’t want that,” 
explained David.
 “Let’s go back now anyway,” said Michelle.
 Katie jumped on David’s back and they 
began to climb up the hill again. Michelle 
started to follow them.
”Are you coming, Sarah?” 
Sarah was staring at the lighthouse.
 “Yes, I’m coming”, said Sarah. “Argggggggg!” 
she screamed.  “Run!” 
“Sarah are you okay... AHHHHHHH!” The 
two girls sprinted up the hill. 
What they had seen that day would leave 
them with nightmares for the rest of their 
lives.  

Polly Blake
Co Carlow

skin dotted with red burns and bruises. Like 
everyone in the room, I flinched when they 
let out their guttural shrieks.
  The children hadn’t eaten in days. 
Curled up together, praying, shivering, so 
drowsy yet afraid to close their eyes. The 
room is very crammed and the air toxic. 
  One month ago, our parents told us 
to leave everything and run. Everyone over 
the age of 18 was infected, turned into vile 
creatures. 
  About thirty of us had found each 
other. We older children snuck out to find 
food whenever we could. We gave most of it 
to the younger children, who were petrified 
and anxious. We decided to make a run for 
it tonight, to the offshore lighthouse whose 
light still shone – like a beacon of hope. 
  We thought there was a radio there to 
call for help. The creatures couldn’t reach us 
as they didn’t seem to be able to swim. We 
knew there were boats tied up on the beach 
but some of us might have to swim. 
  When the moon was high, we took out 
our knives and whispered to the children to 
hurry. They were so weak that we had to 
carry some of them but we hadn’t eaten in 
days either. 
My youngest sister Íde threw up and then 
burst out crying. “I can’t breathe,” she 
exclaimed as I frantically tried to shush her. 
I heard a loathsome noise behind us. I tried 
to run, dragging Íde, gasping for breath. We 
were so weak, we weren’t much faster than 
them. 
  The boat was crammed with children. 
“Push off,” I shouted when I heard a shriek 
and saw my sister Mya stumbling weakly with 
a creature right behind her. To my horror, it 
reached out and grasped her arm and bit it 
viciously. She kept staggering towards us 
but the terror in her eyes was being replaced 
with something else. 
  A boy grabbed my arm. “She’s infected, 
she’ll infect all of us, we have to go.” I felt so 
ashamed, she was just a helpless little girl. 

  The boat trip seemed to last forever. My 
sister and I clung together crying. Once we 
arrived, we could see the creatures at the 
shore trying to swim in a strange, sluggish 
motion. 
  Hearts pounding, we burst into the 
lighthouse. It looked safe and strong. We 
found food, I never knew bread could taste 
so glorious. 
  As we ate a putrid, fetid smell began 
to arise. “They’re outside,” Íde shrieked. 
We tumbled down to the basement, hearts 
racing. 
  But a tall, thin man barred our way. 
“Come with me if you want to live,” he said. 
“This is all my fault.” 

Aoife Ní Bhriain
Co Dublin

THERE IS A DIFFERENCE 
BETWEEN A LIGHT HOUSE AND 
A LADDER

One day many years ago when there were no 
mobile phones, a boy called Robert and his 
twin Billy went to Donaghadee for a holiday. 
They were there for a couple of days before 
the story begins.
Robert and Billy went to the lighthouse and 
Robert, being the foolish one, climbed up 
it. His brother just watched him from the 
bottom. Robert climbed so high that he got 
scared and did not want to climb down. So 
his brother went to get help. 
After many hours of searching, Billy finally 
got someone to help his brother down from 
the lighthouse. When he got down Robert 
thanked the man for getting him down.
And this is where the story ends. Thanks for 
reading my story.

Thomas Monteith
Co Down
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RED PEACE 

Catherine Bowler
Co Antrim

THE UPSIDE DOWN LIGHTHOUSE
                

Rathlin West Light Lighthouse,
The lighthouse of dreams,
My seagull friends and I

Watch the sea as it bursts its seams.

Being a puffin is good you know,
Playing with the local seals,

The smell and the taste of the air is great,
Even the way it feels.

The sea crashes against the rocks,
The rocks against the sea,
We have a lot of birds here,

The biggest colony.

Our lighthouse is big, 
But it’s upside-down,

Our light looks like a flame
But when it’s day, it looks brown.

Antrim’s lovely, I like to visit the castles,
Or catch the waves with the surfers.

Look at the Giant’s Causeway, 
Or the dolphins with the observers.

Carrickfergus is great, 
The castle and the docks,

Or even Ballycastle,
With the rope bridge that rocks

 Finally, I’ll go through the dark hedges, 
It’s famous as far as I heard,

Apparently, Game of Thrones was there, 
but that sounds totally absurd! 

From there I can catch the boat,
Back to Rathlin land

If you visit the beach dunes,
It’s a mountain full of sand.

I’ll head back to my lighthouse,
The lighthouse of dreams,

My seagull friends and I sleep,
As we watch the sea bursts its seams.

Rebecca Dawson
Co Antrim
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A STORMY EVENING AT HOOK LIGHTHOUSE

It was a stormy evening when we visited Hook Lighthouse. The wind 
was strong and the sky was grey. The Hook peninsula can be very 
scary looking when the weather is bad and with Loftus Hall in the 
background, it can feel very eerie. 
  We had decided to visit Hook to see the very old lighthouse and 
even though I had visited it many times before, this was the first time 
that my friends Mia and Sophie had visited. Mia and Sophie are the 
friends I met on my holidays in Lanzarote three years ago. They had 
come to stay with my family and me in Curracloe for a couple of days 
and were excited to see the lighthouse.
  As I said earlier, the weather was very bad on the evening we 
visited Hook Lighthouse and the waves blew over our car as we 
approached the lighthouse. The girls and I were feeling a little scared 
and to make things even more dramatic, it started thundering and 
raining heavily.
  As we got nearer to the lighthouse, we began to get excited 
as we were doing the tour and we couldn’t wait to reach the top 
of the lighthouse to see the view. When we got there, we paid our 
money and met our tour guide. Her name was Maura and she was 
very interesting. She explained about the history of the lighthouse and 
all the stories from the area. 
  We walked up the stairs and eventually reached the top of the 
lighthouse, where the large light warns the boats of rocks in the area. 
As we looked out the top window, we noticed a very old looking boat 
which looked like it was drifting in the sea! We told Maura our tour 
guide, who said it was unusual. Maura got her binoculars out and 
looked closely at the boat, she said there didn’t seem to be anyone 
on board and that she would contact the rescue lifeboat to come out 
and rescue the boat.
  Sometime later we watched as the lifeboat crew arrived and 
boarded the other boat. It was very difficult for them as it was such a 
stormy evening.  A few minutes later a helicopter arrived and airlifted 
someone from the boat who must have fallen ill and lost control of the 
boat. Mia and Sophie could not believe that they had seen a rescue at 
sea and were so happy that we had visited Hook Lighthouse. 
  That evening we couldn’t stop talking about what had happened 
and we wondered how the person was that was, but we guessed we’d 
never know! To our surprise the rescue made the news that evening 
and we were delighted to hear that the person on the boat was going 
to be fine.
  Mia and Sophie headed back home the next day and were 
so excited to tell their friends and families about their lighthouse 
adventure.

Mya Cogley
Co Wexford

THE LIGHTHOUSE CRUISE

It was a great thing that Katie bought me this notebook recently. Katie and I 
have just come across the most exciting story. It all started when we were on 
the lighthouse cruise last week. 
  It was a four-day cruise, sailing from Dublin to Wexford and stopping 
near lighthouses. At each stop we would all get off the boat and look and 
learn about the lighthouse.
  Sadly, on the second day a terrible storm started. It wasn’t too bad at 
first, but it was forecasted to get worse. We were all upset as we might not be 
able to visit Hook Lighthouse, which was rumoured to be the best lighthouse.
  We all went to our cabins and went to bed. Katie and I shared a cabin with 
my parents, Mr and Mrs Murphy, and Katie’s parents Mr and Mrs Robberts.  
  It was at breakfast the next morning that something happened. We were 
all eating when our fellow passenger Mr. Crowley suddenly fell sick. We were 
all worried as we knew that he had a severe nut allergy. 
  “Call the emergency services, honey!” insisted Mrs Robberts. But 
someone had already phoned and they were already on board. They said he 
would be okay, but we should get him to hospital as quickly as possible. 
  “I shall call the helicopter,” said Dr. Marie calmly. 
  It was at 3 o’ clock when the helicopter arrived. “I agree with Dr. Marie, 
but we have a problem: the storm has strengthened and we will not be able 
to fly back on the helicopter until the storm lifts,” said the emergency doctor. 
  The next morning when we woke up, I was looking out the window and 
I saw lightning, “Katie! Look, it’s lightning!”
  “No! Rebecca! Look, I recognise that light, that’s a lighthouse. Look - 
black, white, black and white. That’s Hook!” 
  “You’re right!” I replied. “We must inform Captain Marshal.”
  We rushed down to the bridge as quickly as possible to inform the 
captain. 
  “Captain,” I began, “We are nearly at dock. I thought I saw lightning but 
then Katie recognised the type of light and the pattern. It’s Hook.” 
  “We must inform the emergency team immediately,” the captain said.
  While the three of us were rushing through the corridors, we bumped 
into them. “The storm has lifted,” they shouted breathlessly. 
  “We’re near Hook!” Katie and I shouted at the same time. 
  There was a moment of silence, as we both listened to what each other 
had said. “Well, that’s perfect, I’ll slow down the ship and you can fly to the 
hospital with Mr. Crowley,” said Captain Marshal. 
  Katie and I had to go eat breakfast as it was 11 o’clock. When we were 
there, we informed the rest of the passengers. 
  At 4 o’clock that evening when we were exploring Hook, Captain 
Marshal announced, “Mr. Crowley is going to be okay. We got him to hospital 
just in time.” 
  Then there was a huge cheer and it really was the greatest holiday ever.

Ella Hickey
Co Cork  



 216 | STORYKEEPERS VOLUME II AGE TWELVE | 217 

THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER

Alone on this island in the middle of the sea,
All by myself with nobody to greet me .

I turn on and off this light every day,
So that all the boats can sail safely away.

Each day I climb up to the light,
And climb back down while it’s shining bright.

Some days while I’m climbing I may want to stop,
But then I remember the view that I’ll see at the top.

Each night I look out at the amazing sunset,
And I say to myself this is the best one yet.

But each day I am corrected as I look up to the sky,
Seeing all the different colours slowly pass by .

Yes I do miss the town with my friends and family,
But I really love my life in this lighthouse in the sea.

Orlaith Reilly
Co Cavan

MIDNIGHT TRIP TO TORY
                      
The waves smashed against the cliffs of 
Donegal and the wind whipped Gregory 
Samsung’s wiry hair. 
  “Son, we need to bring the life jackets 
and the compass. None of your fancy-pants 
stuff.” 
  “Don’t worry, we’ll be okay. The 
navigator is set on the boat, so we won’t get 
lost and the fishing nets are all electronic, so 
we won’t have to move. Now, I hear the fish 
are particularly good around Tory Island, so 
we’ll head out here.” 
  As the pair got onto the vessel, droplets 
of water started falling from the sky. 
  “Hurry up, Da!” 
  “Coming Sheamus! Coming!” The duo 
rushed indoors, away from the rain and sat 
down beside a dashboard covered in buttons 
and knobs. They set sail towards Tory Island. 
  Gregory looked around, worried. Out of 
nowhere, a voice said, “You are approaching 
Tory Island in five kilometers.” 
  “Oh, my! Who was that?” 
  “Don’t worry, Da,” sighed Sheamus. 
“That was only the GPS.” 
  “You and your silly little computers,” 
mumbled Gregory, exhaustedly. 
  “We’re nearly there now.”
  As the island was just about in eye-view, 
the lights flickered. Then, the lights turned 
off completely, as well as the navigator and 
everything else battery powered. 
  “Oh no! I must have left the lights on 
when I left the boat last night! The battery 
is dead and now we don’t know how to get 
home. And even if we did, we can’t see 
anything. We’re going to be stuck here till 
dawn!” Sheamus sat back down, putting his 
face into his cupped hands. 

A SHINING LIGHT 

The house shone with light
Out onto the sea and into the night

As the boat barged in
The dark and the dim

The light on the land
Was a beckoning hand

Onto the landlubbers hub
To their bar and their pub

In the morning we did sail
In the rain and the hail

As we made the sea our way
At the break of the new born day

The little lighthouse
Was like a small mouse

Out on the sea
To protect you and me

As we sailed, we opened our presents galore
From our families and neighbours left on the land shore

The lighthouse keeper who needed a shave
Stood out of his lighthouse and gave us a wave.

Leah Harton
Co Dublin

  “Hang on,” Gregory replied. “I know! 
We can look for the light of Tory Island 
Lighthouse. My old pal Edward is the 
lighthouse keeper for now because the real 
lighthouse keeper is on his break.”
  The two men sat patiently for a minute 
and when the light came around, they 
jumped up out of their seats and leapt for 
the wheel. They followed the light right into 
the harbour. As they got out of the boat, 
they were greeted by Edward and his golden 
retriever, Scottie. 
  “Gregory, my man! It’s great to see 
you. What brings you to Tory Island?”   
  “Well, Edward, we were going fishing 
and our lights turned off, so we decided to 
stay here for the night.” 
  “Well you’re welcome to come and 
stay in the guest room in my house. I’ve got 
plenty of room for you both. And I can get 
that boat of yours fixed by morning.” 
  “Why thank you very much,” said 
Sheamus. “How kind of you.”
  So Edward brought the two men to 
his cottage and gave them a room with two 
single beds. Edward spent the night fixing 
the boat and had it good as new by the crack 
of dawn. 
  As they sailed away the next morning 
after saying their thank yous to Edward, they 
sat down at the wheel and sighed. 
  “So, son. What have you learnt?” 
  “That I should always bring the good-
old-fashioned tools.”
  “Exactly, son. Edward and the 
lighthouse saved the day.” 
  “Yes, they did!”

Sophie Bourke
Co Dublin
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AN ADVENTUROUS DAY AT RATHLIN LIGHTHOUSE

One day the Smith family went camping at Rathlin Lighthouse. Emma and George 
were so excited, as they hadn’t seen a lighthouse before. It was a long journey, 
but it was worth it. The scenery and wildlife were beautiful. Mum and Dad decided 
to set up the tent and get dinner started while Emma and George decided to 
explore the lighthouse. 
  It was a fresh day, being a bit cold and windy at Rathlin. Luckily the lighthouse 
was still open, so George and Emma went inside. It was a twisty way to the top, 
but they eventually got there. It was a magnificent view when they got to the top. 
They could hear the waves crashing, the seagulls squawking and could smell the 
sea’s saltiness. The views were wonderful, and they saw wildlife getting ready to 
go to sleep. 
  They thought they were all alone, but Emma whispered to George, “Look! 
There’s an old man standing down there. Should we say hello?” 
  George answered quietly, “You can but I am staying here admiring the view.” 
  Emma decided to go over to the old man. Emma was nervous but she thought 
it was the right thing to do and check that he was okay. She took a deep breath 
and said, “Hello, how are you?”
  The man was shocked that this girl came up and asked how she was. “I am 
fine, how are you?” he replied. 
  Emma responded telling him that she was good. Then she wondered what 
he was doing here this time of day. She asked him, “Are you staying here, or do 
you live here?”
  “I used to live here,” he replied. “It’s wonderful. I especially like it at night 
because it’s so quiet and peaceful. Did you know that this lighthouse was built 
between 1912 and 1917? And that lightkeepers lived in the lighthouse until it was 
automated in 1983?”
  Emma replied, “No. I didn’t know. You really must like lighthouses?”
  “I suppose I do. It has been nice talking to you, but I must go. Also, be careful 
and don’t stay here much longer as there is meant to be thick fog tonight,” the 
man told Emma.
  “Okay. It has been nice meeting you,” Emma said and went to tell George 
what happened. 
  George was surprised this man was so friendly. Then they realised the time. 
“I think we should go back to the camp now,” said George. 
  “You’re right, George,” said Emma. Unfortunately, they were too late. There 
was a humongous fog over the island, and they couldn’t see anything. 
  “What are we going to do now!” shrieked Emma. “How are we going to get 
home now!” 
  Suddenly the light of the lighthouse turned on. It was a sign of relief for 
Emma and George and the light was able to guide them back to their campsite. 
  When they got back their parents asked how their trip was. They both replied 
at the exact same time, “It was awesome!” 

Zoe Kearon
Co Down

THE ROCK POOLS AT THE LIGHTHOUSE

There’s a small lighthouse, not that far from the mainland, on a tall rock 
that looks like it might fall over any second. Once upon a time in that 
lighthouse, there lived a family: a mother, a father and a small girl. 
  The girl was home-schooled and only went to the mainland once 
a week. She was happy, if a bit lonely. She was a strong swimmer but 
never went near the sea on her own. Each day she explored the maybe 
50-metre-long island for hours at a time, examining rock pools, looking 
for crabs and fish. She would tell her parents stories of what she found 
there. Sometimes they were true, but not always.
  As time went on, her parents began to worry that the girl didn’t have 
any friends or even a pet to play with. Even the girl knew that she was 
missing something special. 
  One day the girl was playing in the rock pool when she heard almost 
a whinny sound coming from the sea. She went closer to the ocean to 
look for where the sound was coming from and then she saw it. It looked 
like a horse, but it seemed to have a fish tail and it was calling to her 
from the sea. 
  Slowly the girl waded into the water and reached out her hand to pet 
it, but just then she heard her father call her for dinner. The animal looked 
around in fright and half swam-half galloped away, back out to sea. 
  That evening, the girl couldn’t help being a little annoyed with her 
father for scaring the horsefish away. When her parents asked the girl 
what was wrong she told them everything. She had expected them to run 
to the window and start looking for the horse. Instead, they just smiled, 
said, “How interesting.” They told her that if she saw the horse the next 
day, to try make friends with it. She knew they didn’t believe her. Worse 
than that, she was afraid that the horse (she decided it was a mare) 
would never come back. 
  But the next day she went down to the sea and there it was! As 
close to her rock pools as it could get, almost as if it were waiting for 
her. Again, she started to wade into the sea and stretched out her hand. 
This time the mare moved forward, and they touched. The girl gently ran 
her hand down the mare’s neck. It seemed to like that and whinnied in 
appreciation. It moved in closer and licked her hand. 
  She knew what it was telling her. Slowly she lifted herself onto the 
animal’s smooth back and she sat there quite comfortably. With another 
little whinny, the horsefish began to gallop over the waves. 
  The girl grinned as they moved more out to sea.
  From the top of the lighthouse, as he cleaned the light, the girl’s 
father looked into its reflection and there he saw his daughter, riding on 
the back of a horsefish.

Hannah Mai Coogan
Co Wicklow
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FINDING OUR WAY

The wind is lashing, it’s very cold,
The waves are tilting my boat, hurting like a scold.
And when I thought all hope was lost,
I see a hill, which my path, it has crossed.
But there on-top of that very big hill,
There’s a light,
a light that is very still.
Still, unlike the boat I sail on,
Like a game being played, and I am the pawn.
But it seems and looks so far away,
I hope I will live another day.
Thinking that safety is far from near
When suddenly, a call I hear.
A call quite unlike the rest,
A horn, and a few coat-like vests.
They steer us to safety, very close by,
And a circling light, I see up high.
I am finally safe, a place to stay
A place to spend my time today.
This place I soon learned was upon,
The coast of Ireland, the lighthouse and point of St John.

Jessica Hayes
Co Down

THE FASTNET

The way waves roll over and over each 
other fascinates me. Silver Strand Beach 
on Sherkin Island is the getaway to 
happiness. The towering slate peninsulas 
are a magnificent sight, and the stone like 
creatures hiding in the shallow rock pools 
amuse me as I watch them dart to and fro 
under the safety of the slimy sea grass. 
From this beach is a view of the Fastnet. 
This particular lighthouse saved my very life. 
Two years ago, I had started body boarding 
and had an immediate love for the sport.
  After I had strapped myself to the float 
I set off. The giant waves are a formidable 

force and are very dangerous, but being 
a daredevil I took these warnings with a 
pinch of salt. I took my position and started 
thrusting my arms and legs through the 
rippling water. My board just missed the 
wave. A little frustrated, I repositioned my 
board when a powerful wave reached out 
and pulled me under the water. Gasping 
for air, I tried swimming towards the shore, 
but the increasing current swept me  
further out into the glacial abyss. I would 
have sealed my fate if it weren’t for my trusty 
float.
  The watery hell which I had foolishly 
confronted had swept me further out to sea. 
My vision was narrowing when I saw a light 
shine over the glistening tide. This gave me a 
drop of hope into the acidic feeling of doubt. 
I kicked with the last of my strength towards 
the light. The light was coming from a huge 
rock jutting out into the sea. There was a 
sudden gust of wind and I was thrown at 
rapid speed toward the lighthouse. My board 
was thrown against the rocks and I jumped 
onto the flattest rock I could find. I had let 
my body board go and it was being hurtled 

wildly through the air. I spotted a pathway 
and rolled helplessly onto it. 
  A crooked sign lay against the rock that 
read FASTNET LIGHTHOUSE CO. CORK. 
The name rang a bell, I had been told of its 
existence in my school in Skibbereen. This 
lighthouse dated back to the 1850s but now 
was no time for a pathway through history. I 
had to find a pathway to safety. The door was 
locked but there was a box with an opening 
swaying open and closed. I wadded over to 
it. Inside was a key and a flare. 
  I grabbed the key and forced it roughly 
through the keyhole but it would not budge. I 
suspected it was for the box itself. I replaced 
the key and grabbed the flare. The flare was 
shaped like a gun with a wide barrel. I lit 
the fuse and pointed it upward. I shot once, 
twice, three times and waited for a response. 
Later that hour, I blazed the horn and three 
rescue boats sped towards me. I was put in 
a stretcher and taken off the rock. 
  The Fastnet had saved my life.
 
Hugo Maguire
Co Dublin
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A BEAM OF HOPE

I could hear the seagulls screaming above 
us. The wind buffeted my face while huge 
waves engulfed the boat.   We ran around 
trying to stop the boat from capsizing.  My 
uncle yelled something at me, but it was lost 
in the wind.  
  The storm had appeared out of nowhere, 
it was supposed to be an uneventful trip 
with my dad, uncle and two cousins on my 
uncle’s new boat.  I ran around trying to help 
as best I could, reminding myself that this 
was not a dream, although that is what it felt 
like - a bad dream. 
 A giant wave rose up and smashed into 
the deck, knocking us all off our feet.  I could 
hear one of my cousins behind me, shouting 
for help as the boat tilted and we were all 
thrown to one side.  I watched helplessly as 
our cooler smashed into the radio, rendering 
it completely useless.  I stumbled to my feet 
and didn’t have time to think as another 
wave knocked the breath from me, at the 
same time nearly throwing me overboard.  
 The storm was getting worse and I 
could feel myself getting more tired by the 
minute.  Time seemed to go on for ever and 

I wondered if this would ever end.  Suddenly, 
off in the distance I saw a glimmer of light. 
As we got closer, I realised it was the beam 
from a lighthouse.  I turned and knew by the 
look on everyone’s faces that they had seen 
it too.  We dashed towards the lifeboat.  I 
was surprised but relieved to see that it was 
still intact.  We clambered aboard as the wind 
whipped the water up into a frenzy around 
us.  We managed to climb on just before my 
uncle’s beautiful new boat overturned.
 The lifeboat rocked violently in the storm 
and I found myself gasping for breath as 
I was flung overboard, I was thankful for 
the lifejackets and life rope tethering me 
to the lifeboat.    I felt firm hands pull me 
back onto the boat, where I sat spluttering 
up sea water.  Our tiny boat struggled on 
through the wind and waves. I could see the 
lighthouse clearer now and as suddenly as 
the storm had descended on us, there was a 
lull allowing us to reach the lighthouse.  
 I looked back. There was no longer any 
sight of our boat. My clothes were soaked, 
and my teeth chattered but I managed to 
stumble up the slimy rocks with the rest of the 
bedraggled crew.  My dad and uncle heaved 
open the lighthouse door. It was surprisingly 
warm, the whole place smelled musty, but 
we were grateful for the shelter.  We found 
some blankets and a working radio which 
my uncle used to call emergency services.  
They reached us after what seemed like 
an eternity, finding us huddled together for 
warmth, exhausted but relieved.
 Since then I have a greater appreciation 
for the lighthouses around Ireland and for 
the RNLI. Their hard work and dedication 
saved our lives.

Éabha Daffy
Co Sligo

THE LIGHTHOUSE OF DISAPPEARANCE

That’s when I saw the threatening note. Stop before you go too far it 
said. But I’m so close, why would I stop now?
  Three Months Earlier
  “Good morning Alice, are you up for…” She paused and did a 
makeshift drum roll on her knees. “A road trip!”  my grandma suggested.
  She flung her arms out for a hug. I smiled. “Is Izzy coming?”
  “No, Izzy has a basketball blitz, so it’s just you and me,” Grandma 
smiled. Road trip, check, no annoying sister, double check! Before I 
knew it we were in her car driving to the seaside and grandma was telling 
her stories. 
  “Did I ever tell you about the lighthouse curse?” she asked.
  “No,” I replied.
  “Well, I better get going so. There was a man named John who 
lived by the sea all alone. Every day he would go fishing. One day, while 
on his boat, John saw lights from afar, so he sailed over and saw a 
phenomenal lighthouse like no other. He got out of his boat and ventured 
inside. No one ever saw the lonely fisherman again. Most unsettlingly, 
the lighthouse had nobody manning it so how did the lights go off?” she 
sighed.
  “It’s weird, isn’t it?” I nodded my head.
  For the first few weeks, we did ordinary holiday stuff, like go to the 
beach and eat ice cream. But then curiosity took over and I decided that 
it was time to uncover the truth of the mysterious lighthouse! 
  The first thing I did was head out on my little canoe late at night, 
thinking that would be the smartest way to discover the beaming lights 
of the lighthouse. When Grandma went to bed I snuck out and got in the 
canoe to begin my search. I had no luck, so I did it every night for about 
two weeks until one night…there was nothing at first. I sighed, ready to 
give up and forget about the lighthouse, when I was blinded by lights.
  I jumped, nearly falling out of the boat. I took out my phone to take 
a picture of where the lights were coming from. After that ordeal, I was 
so scared to go back to the lighthouse that I left it to the day I was going 
home. I had to do it today, I was too curious to leave it. Before I could 
stop myself, I was following the picture I took on my phone. It took a long 
time but then I saw it standing tall before me. I felt it drawing me in and 
I couldn’t help myself, so I got out of the canoe and walked up the hill. 
  That’s when it was right in front of me a note that read: 
  Stop before you go too far. John
  I tried to turn around, but I couldn’t and the lighthouse drew me in. 
The last time I was heard from was when I last spoke to my grandma.

Jenna McCann
Co Laois
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LIGHTHOUSE ADVENTURE
                                    
“Are we there yet? Are we there yet?” These 
were the moans of a little girl in the back 
seat of the red Toyota. 
  Meet little Suzy Parker.  She is nine 
years old. She has a big heart and a big voice. 
Her mam and her dad are on their way to her 
grandpa’s lighthouse. Suzy had never been 
to the lighthouse before because apparently 
she was too young. This was her big day and 
nothing could take that away from her. She 
had to face her fears and climb right to the 
top of the lighthouse.  
  Suzy had just made a deal with her 
dad that if she went go right to the top of 
the lighthouse and turned on the light then 
she would get the biggest ice cream in the 
shop, so she had to do it. Suzy looked out 
the window of the car and saw the little white 
cottage where her grandpa, or Papa as Suzy 
liked to call him, lived.
  The house was on top of quite a large 
cliff so you could see the water crashing 
against the rocks. As soon as Suzy stepped 
out of the car, the smell of salt hit her face. 
She sprinted as fast as she could and leapt 
into her Papa’s arms. Suzy did not see her 
Papa that often because she lived smack 
in the middle of the city and he lived in the 
countryside. 
  Suzy then felt something drop on her 
head, “Oh no!” she said. “It better not be! 
Yep, it is bird poop!” 
  “You get used to it when you are always 
out here,” said Papa. “Let’s get you inside 
and cleaned up.” 
  Suzy then got into the shower and 
scrubbed her head and got into her red PJs. 
After a few minutes of tossing and turning, 
she eventually fully conked out on the pull-
out bed attached onto her Papa’s couch. 
She had a rough sleep and woke up to the 
sound of thunder and lightning. 
  Suzy looked at the time, she had only 
been asleep for an hour. Its was only ten 
o’clock. Her mam, dad and grandpa were 
still at the local pub, about a fifteen-minute 

HANNAH AND THE LIGHTHOUSE

The lighthouse had been in the town forever, 
since Nan’s mum was little.  Hannah lived 
with Mum and Nan near the beach.  One 
evening, Hannah was walking their dog 
Jumper on the beach. They walked up to the 
old lighthouse. 
  Hannah’s phone rang. She answered 
it and heard heavy breathing. She kept 
saying hello but then the call ended. Hannah 
suspected it was her friends, but she wasn’t 
sure. After a while, she went home.  
  The next day was Monday and she had 
school. When Hannah asked her friends 
about the call, they denied it. However, she 
still suspected them.  On her way home, she 
passed the caretaker Terry. He mumbled 
something but she didn’t hear.  He stared at 
Hannah eerily.  
  The week went by and it was a sunny 
Saturday, not long until summer.  The family 
were relaxing on the beach.  Hannah and 
Jumper were racing up and down by the sea. 
Jumper caught a scent and went running up 
to the lighthouse. Hannah chased after him.  

walk from the lighthouse. They would be 
home at about 11pm — that is what they 
said anyway. 
  Suzy looked out the window and saw 
something in the distance. It looked like a 
boat heading right her way! Suzy ran over 
and grabbed the house phone and dialled 
her Papa’s number. 
  “No!” she shouted. The power was out 
because of the storm. Little Suzy Parker was 
against the clock. She ran outside still in her 
PJs, past her sleeping gran, and raced up 
the lighthouse steps. She forgot about her 
worries and everything. All she wanted to do 
was to save that boat. 
  She finally got to the top and pressed 
the biggest button she saw. Sure enough, it 
did the trick and Suzy was a hero.

Erin Breen
Co Dublin

A BUOY’S STORY

I’m a buoy, 
My catchphrase is Ya-hoy!
 
My life’s quite boring just floating about, 
I often hear sailors shout,
“Land ahead,  
We can rest our heads. “ 

Never get to hug my friends 
The rope attaching us just twist and bends. 
If you think that is bad, 
The next bit of the story is really sad. 

It was a dark and stormy night, 
Oh, it gave me such a fright. 
The wind started blowing, 
And my rope was no longer showing. 

A boat struck my side, 
Oh gosh, I thought I had died!!
I started sinking really far down, 
All the fishes thought I looked like a clown. 
 
“Hey,” one of the fishes said, 
It seems you’re stuck on the sea bed.”
“You’re not the only one who is out of luck,” 
said a turtle who looked very stuck.
 
Some humans threw some plastic in the sea,
Which makes my situation sticky.  
I wish truly I could help, 
But me myself am getting tangled up in kelp. 

 “I am Buoy!” I shout, 
“Ya-hoy! Please come and help me out!”
Very soon I saw a diver, 
He looked just like one of those boat drivers. 

He let the turtle go free
And helped me out from the bottom of the sea.
I wonder how you liked my story, 
Now I think about it, it wasn’t very gory… 

Sinead Ezenwa
Co Waterford

At the rotting wooden door of the lighthouse, 
Jumper stopped.  He was whimpering when 
Hannah got there. 
  There was a cold breeze now. She looked 
at her watch. It was 4.30pm. It was late.  She 
ran back and they packed up. As they walked 
back, Hannah checked her phone.  She had 23 
texts from an unknown number.  All were blank 
and all sent at the same time - 4.30pm. The 
time Hannah was at the lighthouse. There was 
something going on…
  Every day Hannah received these calls 
and blank messages. Hannah tried to block the 
number but it was impossible.  One day she 
went to the shops for Mum. Terry was there. He 
stared at her it felt as if he was looking into her 
soul. Mum said not to worry but Nan didn’t say 
anything so Hannah wasn’t sure.  She had to 
figure it out. 
  When Terry next stared at her, she said, 
“What?” He pointed his old finger in her face. 
She ran to the lighthouse shouting, “What do 
you want!” She opened her mouth to shout again 
but a hand stopped her.  It was Terry beckoning 
her to follow him. They walked up the stairs to 
the lantern room in silence. 
  In it was a large shape covered by a 
sheet. Terry uncovered the sheet.  It was a 
large blackboard.  On it was Hannah’s family 
tree with her mum’s side circled.  Terry spoke. 
“You’re a Bennett, the family who originally built 
this lighthouse. It is powered by magic. Magic 
that only a Bennett has. So you need to get 
this lighthouse up and running again. There’s a 
storm coming and we could save lives here.”
  “But how, how do I do that?” Hannah 
stuttered. The caretaker whispered something.  
She grabbed the lantern.  “Light up, for Bennett 
blood is in me! Light up, for I am part of this 
family tree!” she cried.
  The lantern started whirring and just as 
there was a clap of thunder the old lighthouse, 
unused for generations, lit up.  

Kate Woods
Co Dublin
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THE MEN IN THE LIGHTHOUSE

I looked out into the night. The sea was calm but there was thick fog, so there 
wasn’t really much to see. I turned and looked at the clock it showed 12.42am.
  The light from the lighthouse shone through the window every couple of 
seconds: one, two, three, four. I gazed at it, mesmerised by it. Suddenly, something 
caught my attention. Out of the corner of my eye I could see something moving 
slowly towards the lighthouse. 
  Nobody dared go near it because of the rumours of it being the home to a 
ghost lightkeeper.
I squinted, trying to figure out what it was. A boat, it was a small boat, with about 
five men on board.
“What are they doing going out there in the middle of the night?” I thought out 
loud.
  I watched as they docked at the bottom of the slope leading to the lighthouse. 
They walked up it carrying what looked like big sacks along with a bunch of other 
things. 
  I had to find out what they were doing. Full of excitement and a thirst for 
adventure, I grabbed my boots and tiptoed down the stairs.
  At the front door I started running down the lane as quick as I could towards 
the port.
  When I got there, I looked around thinking what to do next, then I spotted a 
small boat. Without thinking I untied it, climbed in and started paddling.
  After a while I got to the lighthouse. As quietly as I could I pulled the boat 
behind some bushes so that nobody would see it then crept up to the nearest 
window, making sure nobody could see me, and looked in.
  Luckily, there was nobody in the room, instead it was full of the sacks I had 
seen the people from the boat carrying. 
  I tugged on the window. It opened! Carefully I climbed through and walked 
towards one of the sacks. Remembering the way it was knotted so I’d leave no 
traces, I opened it. I gasped when I saw what was inside. Money!
  I opened another one of the sacks. This one was full of expensive jewellery!
  “What ya think you’re doin’ in ‘ere?” boomed a voice suddenly.
  I turned around and standing by the door was a bald man with big beard and 
scruffy clothes.
  “I asked ya a question, missy!” he said, clenching his fists.
  Another voice shouted from behind him “Bryce what’s taking you so long?”
  When the man was distracted, I ran to the window and jumped out.
  “Oi!” he shouted.
  I ran towards their boat, got in, and left the lighthouse as quickly as possible. 
It would take them a while to find my boat. 
  When I reached the port, I jumped off and ran towards the police station. I 
could still hear the shouts of the men behind me.
  I explained everything to Sergeant Crowe. He said he would send some 
officers to the lighthouse.
I walked home happy, proud, but mostly exhausted.           

Ella Doherty
Co Sligo

LIGHT OF THE LIGHTHOUSE. 

The lighthouse jutted out over the sea. The waves crashed against it. 
There was an oddly nice silence. A car trundled up the drive, its engine 
humming. Out of the car stepped a woman. Her name was Maria. She 
is the new keeper of Loop Head Lighthouse. She grabbed her bag and 
walked up to the front door, the gravel crunching under her feet. Maria 
unlocked the door and stepped into her new home. 
Loop Head had not been used for years. It was damp and musty and 
everything smelled of cabbage. Maria thought that with a bit of love the 
lighthouse could be restored to its former beauty. 
  Maria knew something important: the light on the lighthouse is 
special. It only shows to people who really need help. The light will guide 
them to a place where they are wanted. 
  This is Evelyn’s story.
  My name is Evelyn Monroe. I am 24 years old. I have auburn hair 
and green eyes. I have just lost my job at my family’s law firm. The reason 
why is I had to work a case. The person I was against was innocent and I 
knew it. My family would not listen to me and fired me as I would not go 
against them. Then to top it all off, I was evicted and I have been living at 
a friend’s house. My dream job is to be an ambassador for human rights. 
  One night my friends decided to take me out for a treat. We got to 
the restaurant and I saw a light. My friends did not see anything, so I put 
it out of my mind. 
  That light was still there so I followed it. It led me to a lighthouse. 
I saw someone staring out of the window but the figure scurries away. 
The door opened.
  A woman came out and she introduced herself as Maria. She led 
me into the lighthouse, and she explained that the light is for people who 
need help. As I went in, I noticed that she was the only one there. Maria 
says that I am the only one that has come. I settled right in and she has 
never felt happier. 
  This is Jacob’s story.
  I kept seeing the light. Every direction I looked I saw it. My name is 
Jacob Poloskia. I am 21 and I lost everything in a fire that ravaged my 
home. I have nothing now and I cannot afford to go to college. I was 
going to be an architect. It feels like I am at a dead end in life. I just felt 
like I had to follow the light, so I did. It brought me to a lighthouse. It felt 
like I was welcome there. I am on the right track to getting my money. 
Maria realised something. Even though there are only two people here, 
the lighthouse is a symbol of hope. A symbol that things will get better.   
 
Kate Macadam
Co Wicklow
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I AM THE LIGHTHOUSE AT FANAD HEAD

I am the lighthouse at Fanad Head. 
Many a ship from my light have been led.
I’m going to tell you the story of my life

I’ll start with the part that was full of strife.  

Before I was born there was a ship called Saldanha
that hit off the rocks and she went down-a.

More than 200 were washed ashore
In 1811 on the boat there were more.
The only survivor was the ship’s parrot
A medallion round his neck identified it.

After this tragedy, I was created.
In 1871, I was completed.

My light was first lit on St Paddy’s Day
Now I’m a natural harbour of refuge on the Wild Atlantic Way.

I am 39 metres above the sea.
A wonderful view from my tower you’ll see.

I’ve 79 steps to get to the top
Once you’ve seen my views you’ll never want to stop.
I have regular visits from porpoise, dolphin and whales

The sight of them takes the wind from your sails.

A narrow road will lead you to me
Far from the town, my bright light you’ll see.

I am found on the Wild Atlantic Way
Between idyllic Lough Swilly and sandy Mulroy Bay.

The waves from the sea come in crashing
They give my granite tower a quer bashing!

My keeper’s main job was to “keep a good light”
My red light shone to sea, so the boats didn’t get a fright.

The keepers worked hard on a four-hour long shift.
They kept an eye on passing vessels in case they would drift.

They cleaned the apparatus and kept the steps free of seaweed
They kept their living quarters clean and anything else I would 

need.
The keepers got calls from some fishermen’s wives

Wondering where they were at sea or had they lost their lives.

In 1917 another ship sank -
If you find its gold, return it to the bank!

The S.S. Laurentic was the name of the ship
300 lives were lost - that part we’ll skip!
211 gold bars - their treasure was gone.
The bell can still be seen in Portsalon.

In 1975, to electric I was converted
And in 1983 I became automated.

Nowadays my three cottages are a holiday destination
If you’re American you can come on vacation.

Or if you’re Irish you can come on holiday
I know you and you family will have a lovely stay.

You can even have a tour inside me every half hour
You can climb up the 22 meters of my tower.

It’s 25 euro for a family of four.
Visit fanadlighthouse.com if you want to learn more.

Naomi Gough
Co Down
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THE LIGHTHOUSE

One night I saw a bright white light shining across at me, I didn’t know 
what it was or where it came from. I sat there watching it all night, 
flickering on and off. I wondered why and what it was doing. 
  So in the morning I got up bright and early and went to see the 
area of the city where the light was coming from. As I got closer 
and closer, I saw a big tall lighthouse. My mum had told me a bit 
about them and in my class we did projects on them last year. I don’t 
remember a lot from what my mum had told me but I remember that 
she had said that back a long time ago they used to have people 
waiting up there until a boat came near, so that they can help guide its 
way home. But now they are all automatic and the only time you see 
people inside them is when they’re fixing something.
  Around the lighthouse there was a big banner with a sign that 
said: OFF BOUNDS. But I still really wanted to see inside and go 
to the top and see the whole city. My mum always told me not to 
do things she hasn’t approved of, but I thought this was different. It 
looked too cool to waste this chance. 
  I saw that the tiny window was opened at the back of the 
lighthouse and a man started to walk towards me. I didn’t have time 
to think, so I just ran in. It was pitch black and I couldn’t see anything. 
I thought to myself, Why did I do that, there was a banner saying 
saying, “out of bounds”?  I still went in and I also kept on hearing my 
mum’s voice in the back of my head saying don’t do things you’re not 
supposed to do. I decided to go back over to the window, but it was 
shut. I couldn’t get out and once I turned around there was a very 
angry man.
  “GET OUT OF MY LIGHTHOUSE!” he shouted. I didn’t know 
what to do, there was no way out! I started to cry. The man came over 
and said, “Don’t be upset. I’m an actor. I didn’t mean to upset you. Do 
you want a free tour around the place?” 
  I said “YES, YES, YES please! I’m sorry for coming in here 
without asking. But we better make it quick because my parents will 
expect me home for lunch.”
  Once the tour around the lighthouse was finished, I returned 
home. After just having the best time at the lighthouse, it was quite 
nearly the opposite when I got home. I was grounded and my phone 
was taken away from me for sneaking out. But quite frankly, I think it 
was worth it!

Éabha O’Callaghan
Co Dublin

LIES COME BACK TO HAUNT YOU

It all started on the 14th of April 1912. When the RMS Titanic hit the 
iceberg…
  Whilst everyone was boarding the lifeboats, a middle-aged man lied 
to the workers on the ship and told them that he needed to get on a 
lifeboat with his only son, whom he claimed was fourteen. Due to this, 
a young woman lost her place on the boat and went down with the ship 
and her husband that night. Little did this man know that he would live 
to regret his decision.
  The ghost of the woman came back to Belfast to haunt the man 
who took her place that night. The man worked in Blackhead Lighthouse 
and every night, when he was on duty, the woman tried non-stop to 
make his life a misery. One night, it went too far…
  On 25 August 1925, the keeper was working the light when he saw 
something in the corner of his eye. It was a baby girl and a young woman. 
They were stranded in the middle of the vast lough, beside an overturned 
boat. Upon seeing this, the man jumped into one of the rescue vessels 
and sailed out so that he was close enough to throw them the buoy. 
However, the buoy missed and so, the courageous man had to swim to 
the shaking girls and take them to his boat, where he gave them soft 
blankets. All three of them were safely taken back to the shore, but the 
overturned boat was still out there. The man didn’t think they should go 
into that water again. It was a cold and stormy night and one big wave 
could kill them. The young woman started crying. She said it was her 
father’s boat, he had died in the Titanic sinking and she had wanted to 
keep it as it was all she had left of him. At this point, the man felt it would 
be cruel not to get the boat, so he took the rescue vessel out to the boat 
and left the girls in the lighthouse, warm and safe.
  The man rowed out to the overturned vessel and tied it to his. Once 
he was back, he tied the girls’ boat to a post on the dock beside the 
lighthouse. As he was doing so, he felt some sort of breeze push him 
towards the water. The man couldn’t stop and as he got closer, he felt 
it was karma coming back to haunt him for what he did on that dreadful 
night thirteen years previously. He wasn’t far off. 
  The ghost of the woman who was a victim of his lies on that night 
was haunting him. She wanted him to feel the pain of what she felt on 
that night. The water was getting closer, and closer and closer, and 
then…
He woke up.

Katie Connor
Co Antrim
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RESCUE BY LIGHT

It was a cold and dark night. The rain was lashing down on the 
ground. The raging sea was violently crashing against the stoic 
rock. The lighthouse perched on a small Island. Its proud stance 
dominated the land below it. 
  Inside, sat a stocky, gruff man. He wore mucky brown boots, 
tattered grey trousers, a ragged green jumper and a dusty, brown 
fishermen’s cap. He lounged on a faded red chair, dozing off now 
and again. 
  His son sat beside him, bored. In an attempt to entertain 
himself, he ran up to the top of the lighthouse and pretended to 
help a fishing boat get to the dock, when he saw two men on a 
small fishermen’s boat, heading straight for the rocky cliff. The boy 
panicked and started trying to turn the search light on but failed as 
his small hands just fumbled around it. 
  Finally coming to his senses, the boy ran down to his napping 
father and woke him, just about managing to tell him what was 
happening. His groggy father stumbled up to the top. He turned on 
the search light and spun it round to reveal the rocks for the two 
unsuspecting fishermen. But he was too late, the boat rammed into 
the tough rock. 
  The men were stunned with fear as a huge quake shuddered 
through the boat. A gaping hole had been smashed into the 
underside of the boat which left it sinking, fast. 
  The man turned around to face his son. “I’m going out there to 
rescue those men. I need you to shine the light on me when I get 
out there, so I can see. Can you do that?” 
  “Ye- ye- yes, Father,” the boy stammered. 
  The man dashed down the stairs. When he opened the door, he 
was almost blown down by the force of the wind. He fought his way 
to the shore and then launched himself into the boat. He grabbed 
the oars and frantically rowed. After tirelessly working away to beat 
the sea’s overwhelming current, he made it to the shipwreck, but he 
could not see the fishermen. 
  He looked up to the lighthouse, and shouted, crying out for his 
son to help him. His request was soon met. A bright beam of light 
shone down from the lighthouse, like a ray of hope from heaven. He 
quickly set out to rescue the group of fishermen. 
  The keeper rowed to the upturned hull of the boat to find a 
scrawny, young man slumped over it. He reached out and dragged 
him onto his boat. Then the lighthouse’s beam moved just enough 
for him to make out a foot. He rowed over to it and saw the other 
man, who was face down in the water. He pulled him up into the 
boat and battled to get the two men back to safety.  

Luke Alderdice
Co Antrim

LIGHTHOUSES

Old Loop Head down in Clare,
Honestly many people wouldn’t care,

These lighthouses all helping ships,
Some still standing without any rips.

A giant lightbulb as bright as a star,
Inside all you see is an old rusty handlebar,

The sea splashing up in your face,
If you work here, you would not be bringing a 

briefcase.

Big pointed rocks, pray to God you will not 
fall,

And make sure to watch your head if you are 
quite tall,

Not much room to fall asleep,
You might be there all night just counting 

sheep.

In a while from now no lighthouses in sight,
So, we need to stop them from falling in the 

night,
Lighthouses helped for so many years,

So let’s not let them fade away without any 
fear.

Sophie Tully
Co Cavan

THE BEACON OF THE BAY
(FANAD HEAD/TEACH SOLAIS FHÁNADA)

I am the beacon of light,                                                                                                                                           
I stand out in my red and white.                                                                                                                                           
I like to shine across the sky,                                                                                                                                             
to guide the ships as they go by.  
I am the beacon of power                                                                                                                                            
shining bright against the seas,                                                                                                                                            
surrounded by pretty wild flowers,                                                                                                                                         
 blowing in the breeze. 
I am the beacon of love;                                                                                                                                            
to the families of the Wild Atlantic Way,                                                                                                                                 
as I guide the travellers to my cove,                                                                                                                                         
towards Ballymastocker Bay. 
I am the beacon of those lost at sea;                                                                                                                                    
all my family and friends have gone,                                                                                                                                      
the ghosts of Saldanha and Laurentic will come back to me,                                                                                              
to see their friend anon.
I am the beacon of hopes and dreams;                                                                                                                                   
of far flung adventures and lands,                                                                                                                                           
where memories are gleamed,                                                                                                                                         
     among my weathered hands.
I am the beacon of the future, present and past;                                                                                                                 
my pictures travel far and wide,                                                                                                                                            
 which bring back memories that will last,                                                                                                                           
Of being by my side.                                                                                                                         

Ruby Kennedy
Co Down
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THE ETERNAL SEA

Pro Tip: Don’t move into a lighthouse if you win in a competition. This is why.
  When we first saw the lighthouse, it looked pretty normal, for the most part. I certainly 
didn’t expect to be stopping an evil organisation from awakening a giant leviathan. All we 
knew was that we had a new house by the seaside, and we were happy.
  Archie, president of AquaHouse Industries, walked up to us with the keys to the 
building. 
  “I suppose I’ll give you a tour of the building?” he asked.
  “Why, yes, please!” replied Mother enthusiastically. 
  “Right this way, then! And be quick about it, we don’t have time to be boondoggling!”
  Inside the lighthouse, at first glance, it looked okay.  There was the normal stuff you’d 
see in a lighthouse and some workers unloading our stuff.  The tour was pretty uneventful 
and so was the rest of that day. What happened that night is what you’re here for.
  That night, I heard something downstairs. Mother and Father had both gone to bed, 
so I knew it wasn’t them. So I went investigating. 
  Downstairs I overheard Archie – who was meant to have already left – saying to 
someone unfamiliar, “An’ be careful about it. We don’t want ‘em knowin’.”
Intrigued, I stealthily followed them to a secret door. They entered, but forgot to lock it, so 
I followed. 
  They led me down some stairs, into what looked like an ancient temple. That’s when 
I knew I was somewhere I wasn’t supposed to be.
  “We’ve probably absorbed enough power to awaken it,” said Archie. By now, I was 
very confused, so I followed them deeper in.
  Eventually, we reached a chamber that seemed to be the end.  In the chamber there 
was a statue of what looked like a leviathan. That’s when they noticed me. 
  “Ah,” said Archie. “You.”
  “Long ago, there was a great beast that could bring the rain. But the people feared it 
and sealed it away in this temple. We’ve been absorbing its power using the light and are 
now going to awaken it using this Keystone to erase all the land!”
Before I could do anything, he held up the Keystone and the statue broke, releasing the 
leviathan.
  I immediately raced out of the temple, and outside, where Mother and Father were. It 
was raining tremendously, and I could see the leviathan in the ocean. 
  “Sabrina, what’s going on?” Mother asked. 
  I replied, “Archie awakened that leviathan and it’s gonna flood the land.” 
  “Then we have to evacuate! Quickly!” Father said.
  “Wait, that thing isn’t evil, it’s just enraged! Wait here!”
  It took a while, but I eventually managed to get it to come over to me. 
  “Shh, there, it’s okay,” I said.  “The ancient people didn’t mean to hurt you, they were 
just afraid.” 
  Eventually, it calmed down and stopped the rain. It was over. 
  Archie turned himself in after that, and my parents and I have lived happily in the 
lighthouse ever since. 

Dylan Byrne
Co Wicklow

THE LIGHTHOUSE MAN

It was Friday. The clock was ticking towards three as Charlie, Luke, Sophie 
and Anna stared at the clock. They were waiting for home time when they 
could all go down to the beach. They heard rumours about how there were 
strange noises and lights coming from Inishgort’s lighthouse. 
  Ring, ring, ring, ring, ring, ring, ring! 
  Charlie, Luke, Sophie and Anna sprang up from their seats and bolted 
to the door, only to be called back to their seats by Mrs. Hartridge, their 
moody teacher.
  “You four get back here at once. And stop rolling your eyes, mister!”
  The troupe dragged themselves back to their seats. Charlie was so 
upset that he launched back on his chair so forcefully it fell over, knocking 
over the bookshelf in the process. This caused such an uproar that it allowed 
Luke, Anna and Sophie to slip outside and run for the hills. 
  After a while Charlie came running out of the classroom at top speed, 
red-faced and flustered, but he still looked excited for the adventure ahead. 
  The troupe ran down to the shore, beginning at a pace which Usain Bolt 
would be proud of, and ending at a speed just faster than a run.
  All four of them had butterflies in their tummies but they were still excited. 
The lighthouse loomed intimidatingly over the horizon. When Charlie, Luke, 
Sophie and Anna reached the rocky shore, they saw a strange figure in the 
doorway. The figure was oddly slanted and gave them an eerie feeling.
  The day felt suddenly cold and the figure made a croaky noise which 
sounded like an attempt at saying, “hello.” It sounded like a man’s voice. 
Charlie screamed and ran followed by the rest of them. Sophie took a glance 
backwards at the figure and he looked disappointed. Sophie felt bad for the 
way she had treated him.
  Sophie couldn’t get the picture of the slanted man out of her head. She 
woke early the next morning. She crept down the hall and listened to her 
dad’s snoring. When she heard the sound, she continued to creep down the 
hall and down the stairs. When she reached the kitchen, she boiled the kettle 
and made a strong flask of tea and grabbed a couple of her dad’s favourite 
biscuits.
  Sophie put on her slippers and coat, grabbed the tea and biscuits and 
slowly walked down to the lighthouse. She found her mum’s keys sitting on 
a cushion in the sitting room. Quietly, she turned the doorknob and left the 
house.
  The night was bitter cold. Sophie bit her lip and kept going. 
  Sophie made it to the lighthouse and knocked on the door three times. 
The lighthouse man opened the door. Sophie looked at his face and gasped, 
he was scarred and had a cut underneath his eye.
  Sophie gave him the tea and biscuits, he smiled slightly and said, “Thank 
you.”
  Sophie gave him a warm smile and walked back home.

Patrick Black
Co Antrim
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