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Log No. 948
by Ryan Hogg Moore, Aged 16

Blakestown Community School, Dublin 15

     

Date: June 7th…Year: 2068… elapsed time since contact 
with the outside world… 8 years 268 days.

Log no. 948

While looking through files, I found video footage from 
40 years ago on a storage device belonging to one of the 
senior researchers. It is labelled “VIDEOS FROM HOME”. 

I was curious about the files from analysing older data, 
so I played the footage. The footage appeared to be a 
video journal of sorts, describing his last few days in his 
hometown “Blanchardstown”, before he moves to the 
states to study. Interestingly, apparently this researcher 
named Thomas was originally from Ireland and not 
America. At this point in time he was simply a university 
student who was interested in computer engineering. 
Seemingly, Thomas was recording a few of his favourite 
places in town so if he returns home he can compare the 
past to the future. I see, this data is actually a video tour 
for himself in the future. 

Thomas began walking around to local areas. First, 
he recorded his housing estate. The estate was called 
“Sheepmoor”. The estate seemed drab and slightly 
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rundown. However, it seemed to be populated with youths 
who were friendly with one another so my approximation 
that it is an unsafe area may not be the right answer. 
After exploring the footpaths for 9 minutes and 47 
seconds, Thomas began walking towards a place called 
“The Centre.” Before Thomas reached “The Centre” he 
stopped at a park full of flowers and trees. It looks full of 
plant life, so I have added it to my list of locations to visit 
after ending my confinement. 

After a short walk around the park, Thomas arrived at 
“The Centre.” It turned out to be a shopping complex for 
humans to buy entertainment as well as necessities like 
food. It is bustling with people who appear to be happy. 
Thomas stops at a stand which sells a food item known as 
“ice-cream.” Its texture looks odd but Thomas appears 
to enjoy it. After finishing his “ice-cream,’’ Thomas left 
“The Centre” and walked along a footpath at the park’s 
edge towards a place called “Coolmine”. Thomas stops 
in front of a fence, apparently this was his school where 
he studied in his youth. “I hope my child can study there 
in the future,” he says.

He signs off the video with a goodbye to his future self. 
There are a few more files in “Videos from Home,” 
however, I shall leave those files for a later date.

LOG END 
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Money Mind
by 2 Hanoi,  

St. Oliver’s Community College, 
Drogheda, Co Louth

     

The fruity smell of cheap vapes and weed fills a dim, 
squalid, smokey room. The dimmer switch is set low. 
Clothes and old takeaway boxes litter the floor. Shag 
drapes and graffiti line the walls while a dirty navy rug can 
be found underneath the debris. A broken 12” TV hangs 
loosely to one side. The unmade bed looks abandoned. 
The only other furniture is a couple of big speakers and 
a battered pull-out sofa. Drill playing from a stereo is 
interrupted by phone notifications and sirens outside. 

Frankie looks down at his phone, where another string 
of messages appears. His dealer is looking for what he 
is owed again. He squats down, lifting the loosened 
floorboards to reveal his and Skinny’s hidden stash of 
cash. It is short by a lot, by at least a couple of thousand. 

Just then, Frankie’s girlfriend enters the room. Keisha sees her 
man kneeling over the misplaced floorboard with a desperate 
look on his face. She wrinkles her nose at the stench.  

“Ah here, come here, the stink of this gaff,” Keisha 
complains before taking out her Victoria’s Secret “Love 
Spell” and frantically waving it all about in an attempt to 
mask the smell of the place.  
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Skinny eyes Frankie before he shakes his head in anger 
and storms out of the room. 

“Talk to her, bro,” he shouts over his shoulder.   

Keisha kisses her teeth to show her contempt for 
Frankie’s mate.

“Ah, what’s the problem here?” 

“Nothing…what’s up with you?” Frankie mumbles to 
her, his back still turned, his attention still focused on 
the dusty floorboard where money should be.  

“My sister doesn’t like ye, selling vapes and stuff.” Keisha 
continues, annoyed at him for the lack of attention.   

“I have bigger things to worry about,” Frankie sighs, 
finally turning around to face her. He carries on “And 
well, what’s she gonna do? Arrest me?” 

Keisha ignores him and keeps going, “Yeh, well would ya 
stop? She’s gonna tell me Ma.” 

Skinny returns, his arms full of Glocks, blades, and 
masks. He drops the contents on the couch uncaringly. 
Keisha looks on in shock as she sees her man pick up a 
machete and tests its edge.   

Frankie, slightly embarrassed, looks over to Keisha.

“It’s… um… not what it looks like…” 

Frankie tells Keisha, “We need you to drive the car.” 
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“Why should I?” She replies. 

Skinny jumps in and shouts, “If you don’t, I’ll burn down 
your house.” 

Keisha sees she does not have much of a choice and 
agrees to do it. 

Frankie explains to Keisha what they will do.

“We go in the front door and rob yer man. Then we head 
out the back and Keisha’ll be waiting for us. We then dip 
and floor down the alley. We get away.” 

Skinny says, “I’ll scope it out tonight.” 

Frankie says, “Look out for the cameras.” 

Later on that evening, around nine pm they drive up to 
the Maxol. They drive alongside to see who the cashier is. 
Keisha pulls up and parks out the back of the Maxol. She 
and Frankie wait in the car while Skinny scopes the Maxol. 
Skinny tries to look natural without looking obvious and 
he scans the area. The camera is fixed and looking down. 
There is a blind area. After planning on what they need to 
do, he heads back and gets into the car. Keisha is driving. 
While they’re driving Keisha tells them it is a bad idea, 
but they won’t change their mind.  

Keisha says, “Guys. I really don’t think this is a good idea.”

Frankie and Skinny stay silent. 

Keisha raises her voice, shouting “Guys!” 
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Frankie responds, saying, “We don’t have a choice.” 

Keisha says that she needs to go and speak with her sister 
and she leaves the two guys at Skinny’s house. After half 
an hour, Keisha returns and Frankie and Skinny wait 
outside Skinny’s house for her with their bags full of 
weapons. They see a black car pull up. It is Keisha. 

“You’re late,” Skinny says, dropping his bag in the trunk. 

“Ayo, leave my girl alone,” Frankie elbows Skinny. 

“Just get in!” she raises her voice. 

They both get inside. The car has a strong scent of “Love 
Spell.”

Ten minutes later they arrive at the Maxol. Skinny walks 
behind Frankie as they walk up to the register. Frankie 
pretends to buy a chocolate bar. 

“One twenty,” the cashier says, looking at the register. 

Frankie pulls out a gun. 

“Give me your money, all of it,” he shouts. 

The cashier quickly presses a panic button. Skinny hops 
over the register and knocks out the cashier using the 
back of his gun, and Frankie shouts,  “Quick – we only 
have fifteen minutes before they come.” 

Skinny struggles to find the button to open the cash 
register. 
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“Which button?!” Skinny yells. 

After pressing many buttons, he successfully opens the 
cash register. They see the money in the till.  

“There’s not enough man, there’s only 230,” Skinny 
says, looking at Frankie. 

“What?” Frankie says, looking shocked. 

“We’re effed,” Skinny says, putting his hand over his head. 

They hear the distant sound of police sirens. Keisha bails 
- she panics and drives off. 

“Cops are coming, Skinny. We gotta get outta here!” says 
Frankie in a worried tone. 

They both rush outside to the screaming sound of 
Keisha’s tires. 

“Where the hell is that idiot going?” Frankie shouts 
angrily as Keisha drives away. 

“How the hell are we gonna get outta here?” Skinny 
shouts out. 

“We need a distraction,” says Frankie. 

Skinny says “I know!” as he runs over to the petrol pumps. 

Skinny grabs a Jerry can, douses the pumps with gasoline 
and makes a trail to the back of the Maxol. He strikes up 
a Zippo. 
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Frankie asks “What the hell are you doing?” 

Skinny shouts, “RUN!” as he drops the Zippo onto the 
gasoline. It catches fire. Frankie and Skinny start running 
away as Skinny shouts, “It’s about to blow.” 

The fire quickly makes its way to the pumps. They both 
run away from the Maxol with their backs turned. The 
Maxol blows up and they quickly turn around to the 
scorching flames. 

They head back to Skinny’s house and find a handwritten 
note under the floorboards as they go to put the guns 
back. Skinny reads the note which says “Meet me here, 
Newgrange. At sunset April the 13th and bring the money. 
Kd” They recognise that the note is from the drug lord 
they owe money to. 

They arrive at Newgrange as the sun sets. A shadow slowly 
approaches Skinny and Frankie. As the shadow becomes 
more visible, Frankie and Skinny are left horrified from 
the image of the man holding a gun. They realise that the 
shadow is walking towards them. Frankie starts running, 
leaving Skinny behind. Skinny’s in shock, he can’t move 
and his face becomes pale. The shadow, who he now 
recognises as the Kool-Aid Man, shoots Skinny’s right leg 
and he falls to the ground, making it impossible for him 
to get away. Skinny tries to crawl away. The Kool-Aid Man 
gets closer to Skinny, who is bleeding on the ground.  

“Oh, yeah!” the Kool Aid Man murmurs.  

Skinny turns around to see the barrel of the gun pointing 
in his face. He sees a flash before everything turns black. 
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The Hunt
by 2 Suva

St. Oliver’s Community College,  
Drogheda, Co Louth

     

It was a gloomy night. 

Oldbridge Manor was massive. The grounds were 
beautiful, old, and graceful. 

Inside, it was grey and unwelcoming. You could hear the 
floors creaking.  

Downstairs in the basement was a laboratory. It was a 
large, dark, windowless room. Fumes of silvery grey haze 
were travelling upwards to be sucked out of metal vents 
in the ceiling. Even so, the fumes were overwhelming 
and could be smelled a mile away.  

Lights flashed and flickered in the darkness, reflecting 
off tired eyes. A figure appeared out of the shadows: 
Johnny Hill. He was young, dressed in a dirty stained lab 
coat and carrying a beaker of luminous green liquid. He 
had black hair and blue eyes, and a pair of goggles rested 
on his forehead. 

Johnny was in fifth year, attending St Oliver’s. He had 
built the lab all by himself with his own money, money he 
had gotten from his granddad, who was also the previous 
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owner of the manor. And Johnny had gotten his love for 
science from some of the old journals his granddad left 
behind. He covered up his lab, and going to Oldbridge 
Manor all the time, by saying that he was a tour guide in 
the grounds.

There was the sound of a beaker shattering on the floor. 

“All my months of research down the drain!” Johnny 
stared at the green puddle at his feet, upset. He ran to a 
mirror, looked at his reflection and saw that his feet had 
been splashed with the liquid. 

For a moment he saw his feet flicker and disappear. He gasped.  

He ran his hands through his thick curly hair and his eyes 
lit up in shock when he realised that he had school the 
next morning. 

“How am I gonna go to school like this?” he said. 

Johnny continued to work on experiments, but he 
couldn’t stay focused. He kept trying to come up with a 
logical reason as to why werewolves existed…

Meanwhile, in gloomy Drogheda, two silhouettes chased 
a werewolf through the dark, run-down town centre. 

They chased the werewolf through an almost never-
ending alley. It was poorly-lit with flickering streetlights 
and an electric box making noises. 

Suddenly, the werewolf disappeared into the morning 
fog. The sun had begun to rise. 

Disappointed and frustrated, a voice said, “Ah, here – 
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how did we let it get away? This was supposed to be my 
first werewolf kill!” 

This was Jack Stone. She was sixteen, with sunset-
coloured hair that glowed in the light like a phoenix 
reborn from its ashes. She had crystal green eyes like a 
tiger awaiting its prey, and was decked out in dark soft 
clothes that almost shimmered. 

“Don’t worry, you’ll get plenty more chances,” said Paul 
calmly. 

Paul Walkner was tall, middle-aged with grey hair and 
beard and blue eyes. He was wearing a tight shirt with 
pizza and fizzy drink stains, and skinny jeans with rips 
on his knees. 

“Like that’s a good thing!” Jack said sarcastically. She 
was overly cautious, almost expecting something. “It’s 
the third time this week. How long until people find out 
about these hideous creatures?”

Paul was silent. He wiped his hand across his face and 
said, “We’re going to be fine!”

At the other side of town, past the trenches and dumps, 
was an old dusty house. 

The grass was huge, there were weeds and dead flowers. 
Johnny swept through the grass as if it was a jungle. 
The house looked normal on the outside, but every step 
closer you could tell something was off. It was beautiful 
but abandoned, and gave off an eerie vibe. It was still, 
unusually still. No curtains moved. Even a spider on its 
cobweb didn’t move… 
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As Johnny was taking in the scene, he felt a cold chill go 
up and down his spine.

Cautiously, he entered the abandoned house through the 
basement door. 

The house was chaotic. The floors creaked. Johnny grimaced 
as he took in the smell: it smelled like wet dog and old fish. 
He looked around suspiciously for any sign of life. 

He heard some rustling – and then multiple footsteps. 

Johnny flinched at the sudden sound and looked around 
to see where he could hide. An old, withered closet stood 
at the end of the cramped basement. He ran over to it and 
silently climbed into the small space. He closed the doors, 
making the inside pitch black. His heart hammered in his 
chest, making his palms sweat. 

Please don’t find me, please don’t find me! Those words 
repeated in his head. 

A loud, energetic voice suddenly filled the room. “Finally, 
caught you!” 

Johnny looked around and saw eyes gazing at him: a 
mouse. It crept on the floor, and a big grey creature 
caught it. 

“Hahaha! I’ve got it,” yelled the unfamiliar voice. A burp 
echoed through the house.

Johnny pushed his hands against his mouth to stop 
scared whimpers from spilling out. His heart skipped a 
beat as another pair of footsteps could be heard entering 
the basement. He heard panting.
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I’m outnumbered, Johnny thought, overwhelmed with fear. 

“Look what I got!” the first voice said. 

“Get that out of your mouth!” another voice scowled. 

The sun glinted through the gap of an open window at the 
mysterious suspects, and Johnny saw a young werewolf, 
panting and sweaty, with a stinky shoe in his mouth. 

A big dirty hand snatched the shoe out of his mouth. 

“Whose shoe is this?!” exclaimed the other werewolf. 
This was Bobby Bricker. He wore a ripped rock’n’roll 
t-shirt, denim jeans, scuffed-up boots and a bloody 
white hoodie. He was holding a fizzy drink in one hand.

Bobby had become a werewolf because his dad infected 
him. His dad was the original werewolf and had bitten 
people to build an army. Bobby became chief when his 
dad (the alpha) got killed by werewolf hunters, which 
made Bobby the alpha. It also made him hate the werewolf 
hunters – Jack Stone and Paul Walkner. 

Johnny was petrified. His breaths were ragged. His legs 
became wobbly, nearly buckling under him. He couldn’t 
believe what he was seeing. His instinct was to RUN: 
abruptly, he sprinted out of the closet through the 
mysterious gloomy house. 

He dragged his body through all the hallways and 
staircases, stumbling over objects. Instantly, the floors 
shook as the wolves stomped through the house, their 
growls and heavy breathing echoing. 

Johnny went through the front door as the wolves threw 



14

themselves against the windows, shattering glass. 

Chased by the werewolves, Johnny stumbled his way to 
the Aura Leisure Centre… 

In the distance, Paul Walkner and Jack Stone heard a 
loud, monstrous howl. They followed the noise, thinking 
it was their werewolf. Then they saw the werewolves 
chasing Johnny into the Aura Leisure Centre.

Johnny was running out of breath as he broke down a 
door at Aura and slid past the barrier, followed by the 
werewolves. 

The Aura Leisure Centre was a big sheltered dome. 
Through the double doors, there was a reception 
and locker rooms. Next to the locker rooms were the 
swimming pools: a toddler, kids’ and big pool. The big 
pool was filled to the brim with chlorinated water and the 
deep end was very deep. 

Bobby, in an angry voice, said “Where is he?! Search the 
place and bring him to me ALIVE!” 

“I can hear him, he thinks he’s smart, hah! What an 
idiot…I’ll show him!” said a werewolf.

The werewolves all howled. 

Johnny overheard everything, and as he ran, he fell into a 
deep pool. The water of the pool flashed, and he realised 
that he was invisible!

He looked around to see werewolves all over the place. 
They were getting close. 
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In a panic, Johnny dived under the water.

Two wolves tried to pick up Johnny’s scent around the 
pool, but with no luck. Wolves don’t like the smell of 
chlorine, and it overpowered their sense of smell. 

When they didn’t find Johnny, they went into the showers 
to look some more. 

Johnny sneakily hopped out of the pool and followed the 
werewolves into the showers. Before they even heard 
him, he sprinted through the showers, turning each 
one of them on. Johnny felt somewhat relieved – until 
he heard growling, and a werewolf over his shoulder 
shouted “All clear, boss!”

“IDIOTS!” Bobby  shouted, and pushed a vending 
machine over in pure anger. 

“We’ll get him next time,” the werewolves said, and 
howled.  

Johnny – now no longer invisible – ran out of the 
emergency exit and hopped the fence into Rathmullan. 

The wolves gave chase, but Johnny managed to lose them 
in the labyrinth of houses. 

The sky looked like a black canvas with grey smudges in 
it. The only light was coming from the full moon lying in 
the sky. Johnny stumbled and rolled down a hill because 
of the darkness: he was barely able to see. 

He ran through the woods, his feet moving at the speed 
of light. He was trying so hard to be quiet. He knew they 
could smell him. His mind emptied, and the only thought 
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left was getting to his lab. Why now did it seem so far 
away? 

He sensed someone or something stalking him. Fear 
consumed him when he heard a growl, and a big, grey 
creature jumped in front of him. 

Its dark hair was spiked in all different directions. It was 
so large, it towered over him. Johnny stared, petrified, 
into its cloudy grey eyes. When he tried to step back, he 
stumbled into a hard, broad chest. It pushed him, and 
when he turned around, he found a similar creature. This 
one was blonde and lean but equally as muscular as the 
other one. Johnny tried to calm his breathing and meet 
the creature’s intense green gaze. 

“What do you want?!” he asked, but it came out gravelly 
and more of a whisper. 

One of the werewolves lashed out at Johnny – 

And a gunshot echoed through the woods. The wolf went 
limp from the impact of the bullet, and let loose a guttural 
howl filled with agony. The other werewolf perked his 
ears up to locate the origin of the gunshot. 

Johnny saw a shimmer of movement in the moonlight. 
Shadowy figures strode through the brush: Paul Walkner 
with Jack Stone trailing behind him. In Paul’s hands was 
a sniper rifle with grey smoke coming out of its muzzle. 
The moonlight reflected off his bright blue eyes. 

Suddenly Johnny’s vision started spinning, his mind 
went blank, and he hit the ground in a faint. 
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***

Johnny woke up in an unfamiliar place, and saw Paul and 
Jack watching him. 

This place was none other than St Peter’s Church. It was 
dark and smelled like dog pee. Johnny gazed around and 
saw a ghastly sight: the desiccated remains of one of the 
giant mutts. This was the werewolf hunters’ lair, where 
they tried to find the werewolves’ weaknesses. 

They all talked and Johnny Hill explained his story:

“… And then a figure appeared beside me… I didn’t think 
anything of it until I saw that hideous fluffy tail,” he 
cringed at the image. “I started to run, faster than I could 
imagine, and I realised it was following me. I ran to Aura, 
slid past the barrier and fell into the water. Then I realised 
something… the furry beast stopped – ”

 “They don’t like water,” Paul interrupted.

“But how did you know they don’t like water?” asked 
Johnny.  

“We’ll explain everything…” said Jack. 

With help from the werewolf hunters, Johnny had 
successfully saved Drogheda: nobody had to worry about 
werewolves randomly appearing in public. 

Or so they thought…

To be continued…
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The Adventures of 
Paddy The Vampire: 

Paddy the Baddie
by 1 Sage

St. Oliver’s Community College,  
Drogheda, Co Louth

     

The Ollies was a big school in Rathmullan in the centre of 
Drogheda. It had around 1,900 students in it: some good 
students, and others not so much! It was quite a big school 
but was welcoming, and all of the people were very kind 
(most of them). There was a gym, cafeteria, classrooms, 
home economics rooms, computer rooms, practical 
rooms, and a big football field surrounded by houses and 
a running track.

Paddy had been going to The Ollies since 1st year. He was 
now in 6th year. He was pale with a red fade. Tall, muscular, 
he wore grey Nike Tech, an Icon hat, and a Canada Goose 
bodywarmer. Aggressive but sensitive, Paddy was a 
mysterious character.

He had two houses. One was a modern house for when 
his friends came over. But really he lived in a treehouse 
in the ruined, gloomy graveyard of St Peter’s church, and 
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he snuck into the graveyard when the caretakers weren’t 
looking.

Paddy acted like a teenager.

Even though he was like 200 years old.

Because he was secretly a vampire, and nobody knew.

So, despite his young appearance, Paddy was the hardest 
man in Drogheda.

When Paddy came in to school in the morning, the hall 
was nearly full of students on their way to the first class 
of the day. Paddy saw a group flocking around three other 
kids he hadn’t seen before, but he couldn’t really get a 
good look at them. He went over to where they were all 
standing.

“He’s tall, like really tall,” Ryan whispered to Adam in the 
hall.

Hearing this, Paddy looked for himself and saw Chad, 
Dylan and Jason, a group of American exchange students.

Chad was tall with a blonde buzzcut, blue eyes and a scar on 
his eyebrow. He wore bracelets, necklaces and a backward 
baseball cap. He had surfer boy vibes and seemed super 
chill.

Dylan was tall with curly brown hair (almost a mullet). 
Jason was blonde, tall, and tan with oceanic blue eyes. He 
and Dylan looked like Chad’s “yes men.”

“Yeah, winning that football game was easy,” gloated 
Chad as they passed Paddy. Paddy did a dramatic eye roll, 
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then saw them enter his class. He suddenly felt jealous of 
their popularity.

Paddy entered the classroom, sat down and went over his 
homework. First up was maths.

Paddy was really good – so good that he was top of the class.

The day went on as normal except for the extra talk about 
the new Americans, Chad, Dylan and Jason.

Chad and his friends gave Paddy funny looks and made 
fun of what they called his “weird” appearance. Paddy got 
upset, but not that upset because he knew he could easily 
get his revenge in seconds!

“Hey, you,” said Chad.

He couldn’t be talking to me, thought Paddy. But when he 
looked around, Chad said again,

“Hey kid, can you hear me?” 

Paddy pointed to himself, and Chad, Dylan and Jason all 
nodded their heads, “Yes”.

“Are youse the Americans? What do you want?” Paddy 
asked in an overly tired tone.

“Woah!” Chad said. “We just wanted to talk to you. You 
look cool.”

“Yeah, cool,” said Jason.

“We just wanted to say that you were really good in math 
class today,” said Dylan.
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Paddy put on an American accent: “We say ‘maths’ class 
over here.”

“OK… So on the next math/maths test coming up, could 
you possibly… help… us?” asked Chad.

“I’m kind of busy right now – ” Paddy replied.

The bell rang. It was time for lunch!

The teacher strongly suggested Paddy take the American 
group to Centra to get lunch.

Paddy reluctantly agreed.

On the way to Centra, the group kept asking Paddy 
questions such as “Where are you from?”

and “How old are you?” Yet Paddy stayed silent, not saying 
a word, just a shrug or a shake of his head.

When they got there, Paddy finally spoke up and said, 
“Right, away with ya, get what you want.”

They asked if Paddy wanted to go in, but he said nothing 
and walked away to wait at the steps.

 The Americans walked in.

They were confused as to why Paddy wouldn’t help them 
decide what to get: they didn’t

know what some things were, such as chicken fillet rolls.

“What is this?” said Chad.

“I don’t really know,” said Dylan.



23

Then they saw Paddy sneaking uncooked chicken out of 
the deli.

They decided to follow him. When they walked out, they 
saw Paddy scoffing the chicken, bones and all.

After the shop, they all walked back to school, Paddy in 
front and Chad, Dylan and Jason at the back, whispering 
about what they saw.

After school finished, Chad, Jason and Dylan asked Paddy 
to give them a tour of Drogheda.

“Dude, would you show us around town?” asked Chad.

Paddy wanted the Americans out of his way, and of course 
as a vampire there was only one way to do it…

He brought them to Dominic’s Park just down the road 
from The Ollies. Then they went to Penney’s and he 
brought them to the Arc Cinema to watch a horror film 
and then to McDonald’s.

Jason asked Paddy if there was a church in Drogheda. 
Paddy said yes, and they all went to St. Peter’s church.

They walked up the stone stairs and entered St Peter’s.

“This church looks old,” said Dylan.

Lots of statues and candles and seats. Jesus pictures.  
A standard church… but with a head in a container. A 
highly-decorated container.

The head looked burned, rotten.
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Chad asked Paddy, “Why is there a rotting man’s head in a 
golden container?!”

Paddy shrugged and explained, “That is the head of Oliver 
Plunkett. He used to be a saint.”

They followed Paddy out of the church, feeling very 
uncomfortable.

As they were leaving, the head laughed quietly and 
whispered to Paddy, “Invite them to the

graveyard party!”

The head could talk to vampires… But only the vampires 
knew this.

As it was nearly Halloween, after going to the church, Paddy 
invited the Americans to the graveyard for a Halloween 
party that night. Then Paddy left them and went home.

Chad decided to look around a bit more and explore. He got 
on his cruiser board and skated around town, complaining 
to himself about how bad and rocky the paths were.

He saw a cat sanctuary and decided to go in because he 
was bored.

He walked in and started browsing cats. He heard loud 
meowing and turned around to see a girl – Jessica – 
struggling to detangle a long-furred black cat. He stopped 
to watch her as the cat was hissing and trying to escape. 
The cat eventually got out of her arms, and he caught it.

Little did Chad know, Paddy was able to change into a 
black cat, which was perfect because most people avoided 
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black cats. So it was easy for him to spy on people without 
them knowing.

Another young girl – Emily – came from behind the desk 
and took the cat from Chad and apologised for the cat’s 
bad behaviour.

Chad had seen these girls in school and decided he could 
know them better.

“How can I help you?” said Jessica.

“I’ve come here to look at some cats,” said Chad.

“OK! What type of cat are you interested in?”

“Hmmm, by any chance would you have a British 
shorthair?”

“Yes! Of course, we have everything. Follow me.”

“Perfect, I’ve been looking for these everywhere!” Chad said.

“Here we are, take a look and tell me when you’re done. 
Will you be taking the cat now, or another day?”

“Nah, I won’t be taking the cat, I’m on a school exchange. 
They’re just my favourite breed.

Also, I think I saw you at school earlier.”

“Oh, The Ollies?”

“Yeah. What’s your name?”

“Jessica.”
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“Chad. Jessica, would you like to come to a graveyard 
party?”

They were quiet for a second but then Jessica said, “Umm… 
Sure…”

They exchanged their Snapchats, and Chad left the shop.

Emily turned to Jessica.

“Why’d you say ‘yeah’?”

Jessica shrugged, “I guess it was something to do.”

Chad went home and texted Dylan and Jason about it.

Later, at the graveyard party, things were going well. 
Most of the people from the school were there. Some were 
dressed like dinosaurs, mummies and Marvel characters 
but most were dressed as vampires and witches.

The graveyard was dusty and run-down. The only time 
people visited was for parties. There were 100 or maybe 
200 gravestones, some newer marble ones and some 
older, covered with moss. Some gravestones had even 
been broken in half. Because of its reputation for parties 
and stuff, no-one really got buried there anymore because 
it wasn’t welcoming.

Paddy’s old treehouse was in the corner.

Lots of people thought they were myths, but vampires had 
been around for a long time.

Sometimes vampires went to the graveyard party… for 
food. But this was a secret, well-kept in the vampire world.



26 27

Chad, Dylan and Jason arrived at the graveyard.

“Hey guys, come on over here,” Paddy shouted over to 
them.

Paddy had dressed up as a vampire, even though he was 
one (but no one knew that). He wore a white shirt and 
pants with black coat and blood all over his shirt.

Chad, Dylan and Jason walked over to him.

“’S’up, dude, sick party,” Dylan said to Paddy.

“Oh, I’m not the host…” Paddy replied.

“What food is there?” asked Dylan.

“Tayto,” said Paddy.

“Tayto?”

“Let me guess: in America they call it ‘potato chips’?”

A couple of hours went by.

Paddy split up the group and lured Dylan away from his 
friends. Dylan was quite gullible, which made him an 
easier target. As they walked around talking with the loud 
music in the background, Paddy jumped at Dylan and a 
chase ensued. But Dylan saw an open grave and pushed 
Paddy into it!

Meanwhile, Jason had started to pick a fight with Chad. Jason 
was jealous of Chad, because of how he was blending in.

“Man, what’s your problem? You’ve been throwing shade 
since we got here,” Chad said.
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“My problem? I don’t have a problem, other than the fact 
you’ve been stealing my spotlight and acting like you’re 
better than me!” Jason said.

Jessica and Emily walked past and overhead. They rolled 
their eyes while listening to the boys’ conversation.

“Let’s go over to them,” said Emily.

“Noooo. I don’t wanna talk with them,” replied Jessica.

“Oh come on, let’s go.”

“Ugh, fine.” Jessica and Emily walked over to Chad and 
Jason.

“I don’t like being a bully,” said Jason to Chad.

“If you don’t, then why don’t you stop? You’re mean to 
anyone who comes near you!” shouted Chad.

Suddenly Dylan came around the corner.

“Dylan, where is Paddy?” asked Chad.

“I pushed him into an open grave!” exclaimed Dylan.

Suddenly they heard a familiar voice: “Dylan! Why did you 
try to bury me alive?” shouted

Paddy.

“Paddy!?” cried Dylan.

Then Chad went up to Jason and threw a punch, and Jason 
dodged it. As they fought, Paddy saw Jason about to throw 
a rock at Chad and said “STOP!”
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Paddy jumped in to stop them, but instead got hit with a 
rock in the face!

Emily, Jessica, Jason and Chad almost couldn’t breathe.

But everyone was shocked at how quickly Paddy’s face 
healed.

“Huh…?!” said Jason.

“What…?!” asked Dylan.

“I’m a vampire,” said Paddy, in a quiet voice.

To be continued…
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The Actor’s Despair
by Joseph Abaya, Aged 15 

St. Paul’s CBS, Brunswick Street, Dublin 7

     
Beep Beep.

The alarm went off in the morning as I struggled to 
get up after a long night of partying with my friends. I 
felt terrible after that hangover. I turned on my phone 
and went to Outlook to look at my emails. I saw an 
interesting email with the subject as: CONFIDENTIAL: 
FOR READER’S EYES ONLY!

As I opened my document, it showed that I got the lead 
role in The Greatest Showman as Anna Wheeler. I mean of 
course, I knew I was going to get the role. I am not even 
surprised; I am the obvious choice. I look like her and I 
am just the most fit person. 

I finally got out of bed and finished my morning stretches. 
I looked in the mirror and repeated, 

“I am the best, I am the best, no one else could be as pretty or 
as perfect as me.”

 I put my bread in the toaster and waited two and a half 
minutes for it to be perfectly done. I put the capsule into the 
coffee maker and made a nice ice coffee. As I drank my ice 
coffee and ate my avocado on toast, I opened my window 
to look at the ugly city of New York with its smell of sewage 
and garbage on the street. What a horrid sight. I couldn’t 
wait to be so rich and famous and move to Los Angeles.
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I went onto the Uber app and ordered myself an Uber 
Black, like I obviously deserved, to take me to the studio 
where we were going to meet my fellow cast members. 
It was going to be a while before Uber came, so I decided 
to do my own hair and makeup because I did not want 
anyone else to do it for me and ruin my already gorgeous 
face. I straightened my hair and put it up in a messy bun. 
I applied foundation, eyeliner, and lipstick. I pulled on a 
chill grey baggy sweater and sweats.

As the Uber arrived, I got in with my handbag, my 
phone, wallet and keys, and a makeup bag, of course. 
The Uber driver began taking me to the studio. I looked 
out the window and saw a drunk man stumbling around 
the street. I smelled the awful stench of trash seeping 
through the window of the car. I saw a dead pigeon on 
the road. The clouds became darker in colour; the wind 
got stronger, rocking the car. I started seeing raindrops 
falling from the sky. It was a miserable day.

The Uber driver tried to make small talk. 

“Where are you going looking like that?” he said.

I turned my head and put in my Air pods and looked out 
the window. I proceeded to turn on my favourite tea 
podcast, Tea with Tiffany and Chloe.

As the Uber driver gently pulled into the studio parking lot, 
I saw my cast mates standing there waiting for me. I looked 
at my watch and it turned out I was late, but they should 
not mind waiting for me, and they should be honoured just 
to be in my presence. I got out of the car and one of my cast 
mates said I looked sick. I looked at her, squinted my eyes, 
and said, “I look amazing. It’s not like you look better than 
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a Gremlin with those big ears of yours.” She then proceeded 
to turn and run away with tears running down her cheeks. 

A tall white man with ginger hair, who looked like the 
Hunchback of Notre Dame, came up to me and said, “You 
took it too far – she only said that because you look pale.” 

“I don’t look pale! You’re wrong – you’re all wrong.” 

“She was meant to play Anna Wheeler! She is the biggest 
actor of this century and could propel all our careers to 
new heights. I don’t know who you think you are, acting 
all big like…you’re just a background character like us.” 

“No I’m not – I’m the next big thing! The director 
literally sent me the script for Anna Wheeler. Maybe fix 
that hunchback of yours, then talk to me.” 

“Well, I’m actually the director for the musical, and what 
you just said was a mistake. I don’t respect the way you 
talk to me, and you don’t seem to know the concept of 
respect. I don’t think you’re fit for this job, this role…I 
want you off my property now!” 

I started screaming and crying as the security dragged 
me off their property.

“I don’t deserve the way you treated me! You all don’t 
deserve me!”
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When Will I Know?
by Hanad Haybe, Aged 16 

St. Paul’s CBS, Brunswick Street, Dublin 7

     

Denzel was coming out of his agency business after a 
hard day of modelling for his company Golf Wang. He 
was hopping into his Mercedes car, ready to go home. He 
phoned his friend Harry and decided to pick him up on 
the way and get some food. 

As Denzel was waiting outside his house, he got a 
phone call that his friend wasn’t home. He had just 
been brought to the hospital after a huge car crash that 
set him unconscious. Denzel rushed to the hospital in a 
hurry. Racing past red traffic lights, while sweating, he 
arrived at the hospital in less than a minute. He ran past 
the entrance and rushed to the reception. 

“Harry – where is he?”

The lady receptionist knew who he was talking about 
since a man called Harry had been brought in with an 
ambulance not too long ago. She guided him to the 
elevator and to the room where Harry was brought in. 
His hands were shaking as he was following her, and he 
could not keep still. 

As he and the nurse entered the floor that Harry was being 
treated on, he spotted some blood spills on the floor, and 
eventually entered Harry’s room. He stood still, staring at 
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the doctors and surgeons surrounding his bed. They tried 
to get him out of the room while Harry’s serious wounds 
were being treated. He shoved them out of the way and 
moved closer to the bed and looked over their shoulders, 
watching the doctors desperately pumping his chest 
and the surgeons wrapping up his bleeding wounds. The 
heart rate monitor displayed a straight green line and 
went silent; so did everyone in that room. 

“What happened?” 

Nobody answered. 

“Please tell me.”

The doctor turned around and looked him in the eyes.

“We are very sorry.” 

Denzel knew it was over and that he was gone.

It’s been a year since that day, and I haven’t been the 
same. Losing a dear friend that was like a brother to you 
is honestly hard to deal with. Someone you could speak to 
about your problems, someone you could have the most 
fun with, someone that was really close to you. I still 
live my life the same way I did, but just without him this 
time. What could I have done to divert this accident? Did 
I spend enough time with him? Was he happy with me? 
These are questions that I still ask myself every morning 
when I wake up, but I know that I will never be able to get 
the answer. 

I recently moved to Newburgh, New York to live there 
for a new job at a care centre for old people. It’s a nice 
place there, since my relatives live there. I work with this 
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lady named Olivia who has no other relatives or children 
to take care of her, which is why she is here. We talk to 
each other most of the days, clean her place for her, etc. 
She would sometimes speak to me about her lifetime, 
which I find fascinating. She had a similar past to me, but 
with her family, and I’m surprised to see how she’s still 
smiling every day.

It was on a weekend when I decided to take her to the 
local park in my car to go have lunch there. We would be 
chatting and laughing and stuff. I seemed to have found a 
little bit of happiness again, the happiness I was looking 
for. Until it changed in a split second. I looked back at her 
in the back seat and lost control of the wheel. I tried to 
grab it quickly and press the breaks until a bus in front of 
me couldn’t stop.

My eyes closed. I could see the red and blue flashes from 
the ambulances, “What happened?” The doctors and 
ambulances were around me. I seemed to be found with a 
head concussion. Until I quickly remembered her. 

“Where is she?!” I tried to stand up while the doctors held 
me down and went to Olivia, lying there on the stretcher 
being loaded into the ambulance. 

“Did I make the same mistake again?”
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Jonathan’s Dream
by 1 Ceannt 

O’Connell Secondary School,  
North Richmond Street, Dublin 1

     

Once upon a time, there was a man named Jonathan 
Malone. He was 21 and lived on Portland Row. He lived in 
a trailer on the road, and put bricks under the tyre so that 
it didn’t go flying away. Jonathan was five foot nine, with 
black hair and blue eyes, and he always had jelly babies 
on him. He was on the labour and sold strawberries on 
the side. Jonathan was saving up his money to open a 
curry shop on Summerhill Parade.

Jonathan’s sidekick was a Cat Russell, a cross between 
a Jack Russell and a cat. His name was Jonathan Malone 
Junior. Junior had a cat face with whiskers and all, and his 
tail was a cat’s. He was brown and white, his front legs 
were of a dog and his back legs were cat legs. Jonathan 
found Junior in a lane off Talbot Street. He had seen a load 
of meal deals from Tesco in the bins down the lane. There 
were a few packets, so he said to himself, “Give it a little 
look.” Down the lane, he saw Jonathan Malone Junior. He 
had a slice mark on his back and Jonathan rescued him. 
Junior was prone to violence and liked playing with balls. 

One day, Jonathan was taking his daily walk through 
Ballybough. “What a day, what a city,” he thought to 
himself. The day was cloudy and windy and he was wearing 
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a yellow raincoat in case of the rain, when he came upon a 
bee from Coolock. Jonathan had a great fear of bees, so he 
decided to swat the bee to get it out of his path, but he ended 
up making the bee mad. The bee decided to dash right at 
him. It landed on his arm and stung him with its stinger.

The bee died. Jonathan passed out, and when he woke 
up, he had wings and superpowers. He had telekinesis. 
Jonathan pointed at a bottle of water and it flew away. He 
was able to fly as well. He was confused but felt powerful. 

“Let’s get a curry roll and a bottle of Coke,” Jonathan said 
to Junior. He went to Nan’s in Ballybough. It was busy 
as always and Jonathan had to scream his order. “Two 
chicken balls, taco sauce and a three-in-one for Junior, 
and a bottle of water,” Jonathan shouted. At Nan’s, he 
saw Wasp Man. 

“I know what you did last summer!” Wasp Man screamed 
at Jonathan.

“What?” said Jonathan, nervous. “I don’t know how you 
found me.”

“I’m coming back for revenge because you killed my 
cousin,” said Wasp Man, in an angry way, and threw his 
Nokia at Jonathan. It broke Jonathan’s nose because it 
was like a brick. 

“What do you mean?” asked Jonathan. “I killed nobody.”

“What do you mean, “what do you mean”?” asked Wasp Man.

Wasp Man stabbed Jonathan in the eye with his stinger 
and said, “I am vengeance.” Then he escaped by flying 
out the window. 
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Junior had powers to heal and a magic plaster that could 
heal anything. In a few minutes, Jonathan’s eye was back 
like the old days. First thing, Jonathan stole the curry roll 
and Coke and went back to his house. 

In the afternoon, Jonathan took Junior on a walk in 
Malahide and asked if he wanted to play catch. He threw 
a stick, but by accident hit his hand off a nest. The nest 
cracked open and Wasp Man’s kid fell and damaged its 
legs and nearly got paralysed. A matchstick also fell out, 
which Wasp Man used to light his cigarettes. It rubbed 
against wood and went on fire, burning the nest down.

Jonathan ran away and camped out in his house. Wasp 
Man was going around bribing people, trying to find 
out details of where Jonathan lived. Wasp Man found 
Jonathan’s ma on Facebook and went to her house. Wasp 
Man said, “I’m Jonathan’s distant cousin. I forgot where 
he lives. Can you tell me?”

Jonathan’s ma didn’t tell him, so Wasp Man threatened 
her, “Mirror mirror on the wall, tell me where’s Johnner 
or I’ll kick in your door.”

“HEY,” said Jonathan. His telekinesis powers told him 
that Wasp Man was threatening his ma, so he had shown 
up at his ma’s house. “This is between me and you, Wasp 
Man, keep me ma out of it.”

Jonathan’s aul’ one ran out the door swinging a mop, 
and she hit Wasp Man and Jonathan by accident. “Leave 
it out,” she said, “Get out of me gaff.”

Wasp Man was about to shoot Jonathan when he heard 
Junior coming round the corner. All of a sudden, Junior’s 
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old owner, Rafael, came out swinging a machete. As Wasp 
Man was about to shoot, Jonathan threw a jelly baby. 
The bullet hit the jelly baby, deflected and hit Wasp Man 
in the shoulder. Rafael was swinging at Jonathan when 
Junior jumped in front and got sliced instead. Jonathan 
hurried over and placed the magic plaster on Junior, who 
slowly healed. 

At the end of the day, they all agreed to leave it at that 
and move on with their lives. Jonathan never got to open 
his curry shop, but he won the Euromillions and moved 
to Alabama.
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The Pigeon Man
by 2nd Year Nore  

St. Vincent’s Secondary School,  
Glasnevin, Dublin 11

     

Pablo Lee was eating sand in a playground. He liked the 
crunch of the sand. Pablo had black hair going over his 
eyes, wore wristbands, had ear and nose piercings, and 
liked listening to rock music.

Pablo’s dad was a mob boss in Tallaght and Pablo 
was hiding counterfeit money so his dad wouldn’t get 
arrested. It was a nice warm sunny day in December. All 
of a sudden, a pigeon appeared. Pablo screamed because 
he had a fear of pigeons. When Pablo was one week old, a 
pigeon started kissing him and bit his lip, and ever since 
he didn’t like pigeons. 

As Pablo screamed, he inhaled sand, got sick and dropped 
all of his counterfeit money. A child came along and 
picked it all up. The child was called Momar, who went 
along and spent it all on sweets at Far Spar. It sent Far 
Spar out of business because nobody would take the 
counterfeit money.  

Pablo went on a spiral because he had lost all the 
counterfeit money. Momar got caught, and Pablo was told 
who robbed the money. Pablo went to the police station 
to report it. The police station was very dirty and had 
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cockroaches crawling along the walls and rats coming 
out of vents. They brought him into an interrogation 
room. It was cold and damp and smelled like mould.

The detective took out two dollar bills. He took one and lit 
it on fire. The colour of the smoke was red, which meant 
that the money was real. Then the detective took one of 
the bills from Pablo’s money and lit it on fire and the 
smoke was black, meaning that the money was fake.

Pablo started hallucinating and thought the police 
turned into huge pigeons. He started freaking out and his 
personality changed. When Pablo changed personality, 
he forgot everything, and he thought the guards were 
trying to blame everything on him. He tried to stab one 
with a pen.

The detectives thought he wasn’t mentally capable to go 
to prison, so they decided he would go to a rehabilitation 
centre. The detectives and a doctor walked into the 
interrogation room with a white straightjacket and 
dragged him out of the room and put him in the back of 
a van. 

Pablo stayed in a rehabilitation centre for a few months 
while the doctors tried to figure out why he was ill. 
Pablo’s posture and the way he spoke changed and he 
wasn’t afraid of pigeons anymore, instead he was afraid 
of seagulls. He didn’t eat sand anymore either, instead he 
ate grass and leaves.

When Pablo got out of the rehabilitation centre, he 
started living in a double decker bus in the Odeon car 
park. One day, while Pablo was walking past the Odeon, 
he saw a poster on the wall. It said, “Looking for staff. 
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Apply within store with CV”.

“I’m looking for a job here,” said Pablo. He was at the 
Plex. “This is my phone number.”

“Where do you live?” asked Tom Omar, the manager.

“I got kicked out of my house in Ballymun, so I’m living 
in a double decker bus.”

Tom said, “I really like the way you work, so you’re 
hired.”

One day while he was working in the Plex, Pablo met 
Momar, who was there with his mates.  Pablo thought 
that Momar still had counterfeit money left over and was 
using it in the Plex, so he didn’t let Momar play on any of 
the machines. 

“Apologise for what you’ve done,” said Pablo.

“Ge’way from me u, ye bleeden fool,” said Momar. “I’ll 
get me da after ye.”

Another member of staff rang Tom, the manager, and he 
came down. Pablo and Momar were having a fight in the 
ball pit. Momar’s friends started recording the fight as a 
Tiktok and said “Mill him!”

“Let go of my son,” said Tom to Pablo.

Tom came down and got in the ball pit and broke them up. 

The video of the fight went viral and Pablo blew up on 
Worldstar. He got really popular and went on Saturday 
Night Live. Pablo’s da, Diablo Lee, found out about all 
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of the fame. While Pablo was on the talk shows, Diablo 
was watching on the telly. Pablo mentioned his dad’s 
counterfeit currency business, so Diablo went to try and 
stop him. 

Pablo had used all of his fame to get a four-storey gold 
mansion in Baldoyle. Diablo knocked on the door and 
found a letter slipped under the mat. He picked it up, and 
when Pablo answered the door, he gave it to him. It was 
a court hearing notice. Tom was bringing a case against 
him. Pablo lost all of his money, so he took a loan out at 
the credit union to buy a lawyer. Then, Diablo was in a 
car crash and died, which meant that Pablo got all his 
money, and took over the business.

Pablo was running the business, but it was going very 
badly. He hadn’t been paying his staff, and he was getting 
counterfeit currency mixed up with real currency and he 
wasn’t paying off the police. While this was going on, 
Momar ended up getting people from Pablo’s business 
and made it into his own. When Diablo died, people 
started to flip. There was a gang war between Pablo and 
Momar.

Momar became fascinated at how easy it was to make 
counterfeit money and improved upon Pablo’s design. 
Pablo realised that Momar was doing much better 
because he printed on both sides of the money, so he 
decided to try and have a meeting to bargain over trading 
the company. 

Pablo chose the location; it was the private section of 
Far Spar. It was late at night, around 2 a.m. It was very 
quiet and Pablo was a little bit anxious. Momar came 
in an all-black 4 x 4, with Tom and the staff from the 
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Odeon. Pablo’s backup was Anthony, a hired hitman and 
member of the mob. Anthony had no arms but had hands 
on his shoulders.

Momar and Pablo agreed that they should each stay away 
from certain parts that the other ran. But as soon as they 
shook hands, SWAT members ran in and busted Pablo. 
Momar and Tom were working with the police so they 
wouldn’t get arrested. 

Pablo got sent to a prison full of seagulls and pigeons in 
Madrid. He was terrified to death all the time. Over time, 
he tried petting them. Then he fed them with prison food 
and they started to communicate with him. They taught 
Pablo how to fly and he became a pigeon man and escaped 
from the jail, all of the pigeons going with him. Pablo 
moved to the sewer, where the police couldn’t find him.



48



49

A Day in Dublin
by 2nd Year Derg 

St. Vincent’s Secondary School,  
Glasnevin, Dublin 11

     

Roy was singing at the music studio. He was working 
on his first album. The producer was there. Roy had 
accidentally taken a nap and fallen asleep, leaving the 
mic on. The producer checked and heard snoring. He 
started producing because he thought it was Roy singing.

In the morning before going to the studio, Roy was in bed 
and he added Martin to a Snapchat group. Martin lived in 
Darndale and he was known for robbing washing lines. 
Martin got his housemate Bosco to video him calling 
Roy out. “We don’t want trouble, but you’re bringing 
trouble,” he said.

Back at the studio, when Roy woke up from his nap, his 
bag wasn’t where he left it. He thought the producer had 
moved it, but he hadn’t. Roy checked the cameras and 
saw a seven-foot man, with arms shorter than a T-Rex’s, 
sneaking like a pink panther and wearing a pink panther 
mask. The man spat in Roy’s bag and took it, wearing it 
frontwards. Roy’s bag was robbed because he had a kilo 
of coke and a magic wand. The drugs were put in his bag 
so that Roy would be framed.

Roy went home to tell Anto, his da, but Anto was gone. 
Roy presumed Anto was at Tesco getting a meal deal. 
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His order was pesto pasta, sparkling water and a bag of 
Keogh’s crisps. However, when Roy went to his house, he 
saw the top of the door frame was broken. It made him 
think that someone really tall had been there. Then he 
saw a pink panther ear near the door. 

Roy met Mohammed, who took care of Roy’s school, 
making kites at the back of the school. Mohammed 
wanted to teach Roy how to make kites. Roy told him 
he’d make kites with him if he helped him figure out who 
broke into his gaff. 

“It’s ham and cheesy,” said Mohammed.

Martin and his housemate Bosco had Anto, Roy’s dad, 
tied up. Anto worked at the carnival and he knew that 
Martin and Bosco were going to shoot it up. That’s why 
they kidnapped him.

“Please, can I have a Tesco meal deal?” pleaded Anto.

“Shut up, you old fart,” said Martin. 

Anto was friends with Gohnquavious, not only because 
he was part of the KGB but also because Anto helped him 
smuggle illegal items through his carnival. Gohnquavious 
was trouble. He once nearly died while riding his moped, 
but the Latin mafia saved him. He had an arsenal of 
weapons and used a golden bazooka.

Gohnquavious sent Martin a voice note saying, “If you 
don’t release Anto, I’m bombing you’se”. Martin called 
him out on his Snapchat, saying, “Give me a fair one in the 
Phoenix Park”, and then, “If you don’t give me a fair one, 
I’m going to post it all over Facebook that you bottled it.”
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Because of his excessive hours on social media, Roy was 
able to see what was happening with his dad. As Roy was 
going through his Snapchat stories, he saw on Martin’s 
story that Martin was saying, “We have Anto, your dad. 
He’s crying because we sold his Fortnite account.” You 
could see loads of caravans in the back of the video. 

“That’s down Darndale,” said Mohammed. 

Roy went to school and saw Pat, his friend. 

“There’s going to be a shooting at the carnival. My dad 
works there so he told me Martin’s going to shoot it up.”

Pat’s little brother was connected to a gang – that’s why 
Roy was asking for his help.

The carnival was on Saturday. It was Friday that day. 
Gohnquavious was getting the KGB to go to the carnival 
and try to stop Martin. Roy, Mohammed and Pat’s little 
brother’s gang were gearing up to stop Martin. The gang 
was getting guns and knives to go to the carnival. 

Roy went searching through his dad’s drawers and saw 
a CD with a label saying “Test.” Roy slipped it into the 
DVD player and watched it as it went by, looking at the 
room where he was when was a kid. He saw a video of him 
walking on walls and he remembered the test tube that 
he thought was a bed. There were KGB guards all over the 
place but he had thought they were his uncles. 

It was very busy at the carnival. There were flashing 
lights and loud music. There was the smell of buttered 
popcorn. Martin was on the Ferris wheel waiting for Roy. 
He had three bombs which he planted on three rides: the 



52

Teacups, Hook a Duck, and the Bumper Karts. 

Mohammed got on the teacups and found a bomb 
underneath the teacup. He defused it. Mohammed saw 
Martin on the Ferris wheel, looking around. He was 
looking at certain rides. Mohammed knew that Martin 
had probably planted more bombs, so he pinpointed the 
locations Martin was looking at and went to them.

Gohnquavious and Roy arrived at the same time. Roy was 
wearing a ski mask, so Gohnquavious thought Roy was 
part of Martin’s army. The KGB circled the whole carnival 
with tanks. 

Roy ran up the Ferris wheel on one track and threw 
members of Pat’s brother’s gang into the Ferris wheel 
carriage that Martin was in. They tried to take him 
hostage, but Martin put them in a choke hold and threw 
them off the Ferris wheel. Then, Roy and Gohnquavious 
tried to take on Martin. They were 2v1-ing him when 
Bosco jumped off the Ferris wheel and sawed it in half. 
Martin jumped and Bosco tried to catch him, but Martin 
squished him. He tried to do CPR on him, but he failed. 

At the end of the day, Martin posted it all on his Snapchat 
story. “None of yis will ever post me on a story again,” 
he said.
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The Chronicles of 
Fast Gas 
by 2nd Year Tara 

St. Vincent’s Secondary School,  
Glasnevin,  Dublin 11

     

Gary was a former gangster. He was from Darndale and 
lived in Drimnagh now. When Gary was young, his mam, 
Mary Byrne, was having a three-in-one. It was Gary’s 
communion the next day and he needed to be baptised, so 
his mam whipped out the curry and she baptised him in it. 
One year on Christmas Day, it was three in the morning and 
a box of pigeons fell from the sky. Gary thought it was from 
Santa. He named them Pigeon Paddy, Jack and George.

Gary had a former sidekick called Gerry. Gerry 
backstabbed Gary, by working as an undercover garda. 
Gerry wore a wire and informed the garda on Gary, which 
got him put in jail for 10 years, but he got out in 7. When 
Gary got out of prison, he was 41 and he was feeling weak 
because of the food in prison he was eating, which was 
just plain rice. Gary was missing three toes, so instead of 
walking, he slathered himself in butter and slid down the 
road. Gary had ADHD and anger management issues. On 
the day he got out of prison, Gary’s aul’ one was wearing 
his SpongeBob jocks, so he just wedgied her.

David used to sell fast gas for Gary, and they were in 
prison together. He lived in Coolock and was saving up for 
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a house in Spain. David told Shiniqua, his ex-girlfriend, 
that he ate Gary’s toes when they were in prison together 
five years ago. Shiniqua told Gary that David was the one 
who ate his toes, because her and David had an argument 
and she wanted Gary to kill David. 

Gary lathered himself in butter and slid down to David’s 
house. When he got to the door, he barged in. David was 
watching TV.

“Was it you who ate my toes?” screamed Gary.

“Yea,” said David.

“I’m gonna eat your toes for what you did to me,” said 
Gary.

“I’m sorry, Gary – I was suffering with a toe-eating 
addiction,” said David.

“How did that even start?” asked Gary.

“It all happened in the summer of ‘94…” answered David.

David asked Gary, “Who told you?”

“Shiniqua told me,” said Gary. 

Gary mentioned that the reason he got put in prison was 
an undercover garda. David knew who it was that worked 
undercover.

“What was the garda’s name?” asked Gary.

“Gerry,” said David. 

Gary took out his phone and rang John Joe, Gary’s younger 
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nephew. John Joe was someone Gary could trust, because 
they ran a JD Sports together. You could notice that John 
Joe had a scar on his nose – Gary’s pigeons scraped John 
Joe’s nose when they were racing them.

“Go to Gerry’s house and just wait for him and make 
sure he doesn’t go anywhere,” Gary told John Joe. He 
wanted to see why Gerry snitched on him. Just as Gary 
was walking away, he looked into David’s window and he 
saw Gerry in the house, hiding. Gary went back in, but the 
minute he went in, no-one was in the house. David and 
Gerry had jumped out the bedroom window.
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The Lobster Plot 
by 1A  

Sandymount Park Educate Together 
Secondary School, Dublin 4

     

On a snowy winter morning, Harry was, as always, 
eating porridge. He was preparing for Christmas. Once he 
finished eating, he started decorating a Christmas tree 
with his parents, putting little sea creature ornaments, 
puffer fish, lobsters and blob fish on it. 

Harry went up to his room to get dressed, but when he 
came back down, his parents were gone. All that was left 
were lobster claws coloured with blood, and also an old 
lobster plushie, with the colours faded, and a Penney’s tag. 

Harry ran from the house into the falling snow. There 
were bloody footsteps indented into the snow, going 
towards Sandymount strand. He walked for what seemed 
like hours. On the way back, Harry noticed that the 
window to the room with the Christmas tree was open. 
That must have been how the intruder got in, he thought 
to himself. 

That was ten years ago. Harry is now sixteen. He’s built 
like a truck, prepared if a lobster comes to kill him. He’s 
known for being sarcastic and aggressive, but underneath 
the hard exterior, he’s traumatised by the events of his 
early life which haunt him daily. 
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One day, Harry got a phone call. It was his boss, Jonathan 
Swift. 

“You’re fired.” 

“What?” asked Harry.  

“I know what you’ve done,” said Jonathan. 

“Is it because I shouted at customers? Or is it for slapping 
that lady? Or taking money from the cash register? Or is 
it drinking that carton of milk?” 

“No, but exactly.” 

Harry put down the phone, slamming it so hard that it 
broke. Meanwhile, Jonathan, sitting tied up in a chair in 
his garage, looked at his captor, a man in a lobster suit 
missing its claws. The man took off his mask. He put the 
phone back on the wall, and said, “Goodbye Harry”, while 
Jonathan struggled to breathe through the Sellotape on 
his mouth. 

Harry walked down the road. It was pouring rain and 
he was crying. He was thinking back to the voice on the 
phone and he realised that Jonathan would never talk to 
him like that. The voice on the phone had an American 
accent, but Jonathan was British. 

Harry was so involved in his thoughts that he wasn’t 
looking where he was going and, as he turned the corner 
at Sandymount Green, he bumped into Laureen, his 
rugby coach. Laureen is a very good rugby player. She 
looks and acts very young for a 72 year old. She was 
coming from Tesco, her arms laden with groceries. As a 
former professional rugby player, Laureen barely noticed 
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when Harry bumped into her, but Harry fell straight into 
a puddle.  

“Are you okay, pet?” asked Laureen. She handed Harry a 
bag of frozen peas. 

“What’s this for?” Harry asked rudely. 

“It’s for your arm,” replied Laureen, pointing at Harry’s 
arm, which had a massive gash. Harry thought back to a 
few months ago when he had cut his arm open during a 
game and it got infected by the dirt on the pitch. Laureen 
invited him over to hers so she could clean the cut. 
Training had been on that night.  

“Why weren’t you at training?” asked Laureen.  

“Why do you care?” said Harry, disturbed by all her cats 
gathering around him. “Because I’m the coach and I 
believe in you, even if you are just a bench warmer,” said 
Laureen.

Walking from Laureen’s house, Harry decided to check 
on Jonathan and ask if the call was true, and to beg for 
his job back. As he was coming to the garage, he noticed 
a strange vehicle outside. On the side was a lobster logo 
and the words “The Bingle Bus”. 

Harry got a little bit anxious because of his kabourophobia 
(fear of crustaceans) but he wanted his job back more, so 
he went in through the back door. When Harry opened 
the door, he found himself looking into the beady black 
eyes of a giant lobster. 

“Surprise, sunshine,” said a familiar American voice, 
and then everything went black. 



60

Ears ringing, Harry woke up to the voice of Jonathan. 

“Harry, wake up!” Jonathan said. 

Harry felt blood dripping down his face from his nose. 
When he opened his eyes, he was in darkness. All he could 
smell was lobster. 

“This is all very fishy,” he said. 

“You’re not wrong,” replied Jonathan. 

Meanwhile, on the other side of the garage, a young 
girl was picking the lock on the windows. She carried 
a baseball bat and was wearing a dark tracksuit. Two 
seconds later, the lock was open.  

Jonathan and Harry heard the noise. They thought it 
was the lobster coming back to kill them. When the door 
opened, all they could see was the silhouette of a figure in 
the narrow gap of light. 

“Who are you?” Harry whispered nervously. As the light 
grew in the room, Harry and Jonathan saw that it was a 
girl and realised they were in a slatted wooden cage with 
netting.  

“Are you guys lobsters?” she said, sarcastically.  

Harry and Jonathan looked at each other in confusion.  

“You’re in a lobster trap,” she answered.  

“What are you even doing here in the first place? Who 
ARE you?” asked Harry.  
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“I’m Patricia, and why I’m here is none of your business,” 
she answered, and proceeded to walk over to a classic car 
and take out a lock-picking tool from her pouch. 

“You’re not planning on stealing that car, are you?” 
Jonathan cried. 

“That’s exactly what I’m gonna do,” replied Patricia, 
confident she would get away with it just as she had with 
many other crimes in her short 17 years. 

However, to her dismay, an ear-ripping alarm sounded. 
Jonathan took out the car keys and gestured to a button 
which had a symbol indicating it would make the alarm 
stop. 

“Maybe we could all just calm down and talk,” he said, 
holding up the keys, showing her that he could make it 
stop if she agreed to negotiate.  

Suddenly, they heard the sound of heavy footsteps 
approaching, and the smell of fish grew stronger. The 
man in the lobster mask appeared at the door of the 
garage. 

“What is that?” asked Patricia.

The lobster man pulled off his mask, stared at the three 
figures before him and said, “I’m Dontavious Bingleton, 
cereal eater, and lobster enthusiast extraordinaire.” 

“You killed my father!” shouted Harry. 

“No, Harry, I AM your father.” 

“No,” cried Harry, “you can’t be. You killed my father 
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along with my mother while they were decorating our 
Christmas tree 10 years ago!” 

“I didn’t want it to come to this,” said Dontavious, 
more quietly now. “I had no choice. After the  divorce, 
your mother got full custody and took you away. I never 
saw you again. I wanted to take you with me that fateful 
morning, but you disappeared into the snow.” 

Deep in contemplation, Dontavious closed his eyes. 
Patricia, seeing he was lost in thought, took her chance 
and ran to the lobster trap and used her lock-picking tool 
to open it. Harry and Jonathan leapt out, and the three of 
them bungled the Bingle into the lobster trap and locked 
it. 

They called the guards who came and took Dontavious 
away. It turned out he’d been wanted for identity theft 
and impersonating several lobsters. 

“Thanks for helping us,” said Jonathan to Patricia. “You 
know you could put your skills to better use by working 
for me here in the garage. Harry already works here, so 
we’d love to have you join us. You won’t be earning a lot, 
but it’s honest work, and at least you won’t end up like 
that crook Dontavious Bingle.” 

“OK,” replied Patricia. “But on one condition, that I can 
treat you both to a nice meal to say thank you.” 

“Excellent idea,” said Harry. “I know the perfect spot… 
The Lobster Pot in Ballsbridge...”
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Together For-Never 
by Transition Year Students 
Loreto Secondary School,  

Bray, Co Wicklow 

     

Freddy had been sitting at the cross at the top of Bray 
Head waiting for his “best friend” Ethan for over a half 
an hour.

Ethan suddenly appears out of the bushes.

“Yo, what’s up, dude?” Ethan signals to Freddy.

Freddy jumps up, channeling his inner golden retriever. 

“You finally made it,” Freddy says, an innocent smile 
plastered over his face.

“How’ya?” Ethan says. “Any news?”

“Not much. I’m just really excited to go to MCR… with 
you.”  

“Yeahhh.” Ethan rubs the back of his neck. “I only got 
two tickets.”

“You and me,” Freddy grins.

“Did I not tell you? Two tickets.”

“Yeah.” Freddy points to himself as he struggles to keep 
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his smile on his face, “Me,” then points to Ethan, “And 
you.”

“Freddy, my main man, I know we’re close but like –” 

“I love you!” Freddy blurts.

Ethan blinks, then continues, “ANYWAY, you know my 
–”

“Together forever,” A single tear rolls down Freddy’s 
left cheek.

“Hold on, as I was saying…”

“Best friends,” Freddy sobs softly.

Ethan clears his throat aggressively, looking up from 
Gerard Way’s Twitter on his phone. “Y’know my five 
year old sister? She’s emo. I gotta take her.”

“No you don’t,” Freddy shakes his head, tears streaming 
down his face.

“She’s got black hair and all.”

Freddy grabs Ethan’s shoulders very close to the cliff’s 
edge. “It’s supposed to be you and me. Together forever…”
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The Unknown
by 2nd Year Students 

Marino College Second Level,  
Marino Mart, Dublin 3

     

Lisa was listening to K-pop whilst making her favourite 
food, Ichiraku Ramen. It was a really cold day in Howth, 
where Lisa lived. Her younger brother Luke was out 
at a basketball game and her parents were there too, 
watching, so there was no-one else at home. There was 
an inconspicuous knock at the door. It was James, the 
popular kid at school and Lisa’s next-door neighbour.

“Hey, me and my friends are going to do karaoke,” James 
said. “Wanna come with us?”

Lisa was stuttering and trying to say yes, while looking 
down at the floor. James saw that Lisa had an old scar 
across her cheek. James thought she was thinking of an 
excuse to not go karaoke, so he said “OK, maybe next 
time.” 

Lisa nodded and closed the door. She went to her room 
and sang “Dynamite” to feel better.

Lisa heard the jangling of keys and the door open. Just 
then, Lisa’s mom ran into the room.

“You’re after leaving the stove on,” she said. 
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Lisa hurried down to the kitchen to see her mother angry 
at her next to the stove. She ran over to see that the ramen 
was burnt and inedible.

Lisa went back upstairs and tried to text James to go to 
karaoke with him and his friends. She typed “Hi James” 
and then deleted it, then “Sorry I couldn’t go to karaoke” 
and deleted that also. After a while, she had given up 
because she was embarrassed and was unable to format 
the message.

Lisa went back downstairs to clean up and apologise to 
her mum. She found her mum already cleaning up.

“Hey Mum, you don’t have to clean up,” said Lisa.

“It’s too late, Lisa. I’ll take care of it,” said her mam. “Go 
hang out with your friends.”

Lisa understood that her mam was frightened that there 
could have been an accident with the stove. There was a 
bit of an awkward silence, so Lisa asked, “Where’s Luke? 
How was the game?”

“Luke won, so they have gone out celebrating,” her mam 
answered. “I was going to come get you, but I have to 
clean up and it’s gonna take a while.”

Lisa suddenly got a call. She looked at her phone, it was 
Jimin. Jimin was Lisa’s childhood friend; he was energetic 
and positive, with ginger hair.

“Heya,” said Jimin.

“Hi,” said Lisa, quietly.
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“Are you OK?” Jimin asked.

“Yeah, I’m just a bit tired.” said Lisa.

“Lisa, don’t lie to me – I know you’re never tired.”

Lisa stayed silent. Jimin knew that something was wrong, 
but thought that she probably didn’t want to talk about 
it. Instead, he asked “Do you want to go to the karaoke 
bar?”

Karaoke was Lisa and Jimin’s thing.

“Sure, OK, let’s go. What time?” said Lisa.

“Right now,” said Jimin. “I’ll be at your house in two 
minutes.”

Two minutes later, Lisa was sitting on her phone on social 
media. She looked up from her phone and saw Jimin at 
the window. Lisa got scared when she looked up and saw 
him. Then she stood up and opened the door.

“Have the courtesy to knock next time,” Lisa said, a bit 
mad.

“It was worth it,” said Jimin, laughing. “At least it took 
the frown off your face.”

Lisa laughed too.

“Hey Jimin,” Lisa’s mom said. “Where are you guys 
going?”

“Hey Ms. Lisa’s mum,” said Jimin. “We’re going to a 
karaoke bar to sing our lungs out.”
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“You always were really cute singers,” Lisa’s mom said.

“Mom, stop it, you’re embarrassing me,” said Lisa.

While they were walking to Jimin’s car, Lisa noticed 
a strange car that she didn’t recognise. It was a black 
Mercedes car with tinted windows. She thought that one 
of her neighbours got a fancy, new car. On the way to the 
karaoke bar, the black Mercedes followed every turn they 
made. Lisa copped on.

“Jimin, look behind us, that’s the same car from before,” 
she said.

Jimin took a sharp turn to see if the car would follow, and 
it did. When they finally parked, Jimin calmly walked up 
to the black car.

“Hey, are we famous or something?” he asked casually. “You 
want our autographs? Is that why you’re following us?”

The man in the car fixed his tie and looked out at Jimin. 
“I’m new around here so I don’t know where I’m going, 
and I spotted that you have a flat tire,” he said.

When Jimin walked back, he saw a nail in his tyre. 
Jimin was very upset about his tyre; meanwhile, Lisa 
was suspicious of the strange man. She was frightened 
because she had seen that man staring at her a couple of 
times in town. She decided to confront him. She exited 
the car and walked up to the man.

“I saw you many times here before, so you don’t have to 
lie.” Lisa said.

“Good afternoon, Lisa,” the man said. “It’s been a while.”
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Running Away
by 6th Year Students 

Marino College Second Level,  
Marino Mart, Dublin 3

     

Matthew was running away. He looked back twice and 
what he saw was a huge mansion, being left behind. He 
felt relief and freedom, but also anxious excitement and 
adrenaline for what would happen in the future.

Matthew had been planning for months and one day 
he got the opportunity to get out of the house while his 
parents were in a meeting. Matthew’s parents were very 
strict and they put security guards in to keep him in 
custody all day. That’s why he had to run away. He left 
a letter with his thoughts for his parents. It said “I’m 
never going to come back. I want freedom for myself, to 
explore new horizons and to write my own story. I don’t 
want to rewrite yours.”

One of the security guards, Jeff, saw what Matt went 
through every day. Jeff was Matt’s only friend, and they 
bonded over football. Jeff could relate to Matt and felt 
bad for him because he didn’t have any freedom. One 
day, Matt was feeling very vulnerable, so he poured his 
feelings out to Jeff and asked him to help him escape. 
Jeff was ready to leave to go back to his own country, so 
he agreed to help even though it would be dangerous for 
him.
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Matthew had been planning for some time and saving 
up birthday money and his allowance to go. He bought 
a ticket online to Italy using his parents’ credit card. 
Explaining his plans to Jeff, Jeff explained to him that he 
made a big mistake. By using his parents’ credit card, he 
could be tracked.

Matthew realised that his only option was to buy a flight 
at the airport, using the cash he saved. He bought the 
cheapest flight, which was to Dublin. “At least the cash 
that spoiled me my whole life was useful for something,” 
Matthew thought to himself.

Matthew had to transfer flights in Malaga, Spain. In the 
airport, he saw a quite organised woman with several 
bags, one of which was a very bright pink. When he 
saw her again getting on the airplane to Dublin and she 
randomly looked at him, Matthew panicked and put a cap 
on. He was nervous from the adventure he was on and 
suspicious that his parents maybe sent her to take him 
back. Then, she sat down beside him.

“Sorry! Do you mind if I sit at the window?” the woman 
asked.

“Sure,” said Matthew, as short and dry as possible. He 
didn’t want anyone to start a conversation.

“Everything okay?” she asked.

“Who are you?” Matthew responded, suspiciously.

“You don’t have to be so aggressive,” she said, “I’m just 
Luna.”

“Do you know my parents?” Matthew asked.
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“I don’t know who your parents are,” Luna said, “Why 
would I know them anyway?”

“You ask too many questions, stop being so interested, 
just leave me alone,” Matthew said and turned away. 

At Dublin airport, Luna observed that Matthew was lost 
and asked him, “Would you like some help?”

“No, I’m fine,” said Matthew.

“Are you sure?” Luna asked.

“Actually, I’m pretty lost. I could use some help.” 
Matthew said, a bit embarrassed that he went against his 
initial thoughts and almost against his will.

“Oh, that’s fine. I can help you out,” said Luna, “Where 
are you going?”

Just then, Luna saw the news on the TVs in the airport. 
There was a picture of Matthew, and on the picture it said 
“Missing, reward offered.”

“Isn’t that you?” Luna asked.

When Matthew noticed he was on the news, he got scared 
and pushed his cap down his face. 

“Shhh, please don’t tell anyone. Just help me get out of 
the airport so no-one sees me,” he said.

Luna gave him sunglasses and a scarf to hide him.

Luna knew someone in Dublin. She called Callum, her 
childhood friend who lived in Dublin. Callum arrived in 
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his jeep with the windows down, blasting rap music. 

“YO, LUNA,” Callum shouted, “We’ve got to hurry!” 

The cars behind him were beeping. Luna and Matthew 
hurried into the car. Luna turned off the music.

“What are you doing?” asked Callum.

“Stop messing, we have to keep a low profile.” Luna said.

“Who’s this, your boyfriend?” Callum said, almost 
jealous. “Aww Luna, you found another person who’s 
lost? Is this your new project?”

“Cut it out,” said Luna.

“So, where are we going then?” Callum asked. “Are you 
bringing him to Ida?”

While Luna and Callum were talking, Matthew received a 
call from Jeff. 

“Matthew, Matthew, are you OK?” Jeff asked anxiously. 
“What’s happening? You’re all over the news.”

“I know I’m all over the news. I’m in so much trouble 
right now. I’m going to find a safe place.”

Callum overheard Matthew talking and stopped the car.

“Woah, woah, woah. Am I hearing trouble?” Callum said. 
“Nah, get out. I’ve got too much trouble as it is.”

“Please don’t,” said Matthew.

“Callum, tranquilo, tranquilo,” said Luna.
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“Luna, you know I’ve got so much trouble as it is,” said 
Callum.

“We’re taking him to Ida. We need to help him. Just like 
we helped you. He’s in big trouble, we need to help him 
too.” Luna said.

Callum was silent. “OK,” he said. “I’m just bringing you 
to Ida and that’s it, I’m out of here. I don’t want to be 
involved with anything you are doing.”
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Wake Up  
in a Bad Place 

by Xavier Alexander, Aged 16 
North Wicklow Educate Together  
Secondary School, Co Wicklow 

     

Wake up in a bad place. Should probably get up so I’m not 
late. Stayed on my phone for the past eight minutes. My 
head aches. Bottles empty by the lampshade. I’m out of 
Excedrin again – great. Too early to tell, but at this rate, 
I’m thinking this might be a bad day. I walk out of the 
bedroom. 

My roommate’s asleep on the couch with her two-faced 
boyfriend who lives here but doesn’t pay. A penny for 
rent, but still stays. She says he’s broke but I’m like “No 
way”. Probably sells drugs but she won’t say. Tells me he 
dabbles in real estate. I don’t believe it, but OK. 

Pull out the driveway, notice my tank’s on low again. 
Well, of course it is. Guess I should probably stop at the 
gas station. So I take a right and pull up to the pump. 
While it’s pumping, I look at my ashtray then remember 
I need to get cigarettes. Anything to help my mind state. 
So I park and walk inside. Wait, I should probably get 
something to drink and eat, I guess. So I find and grab 
a couple bag of chips. “Where’s the candy aisle? Oh yes, 
here it is. Which one should I get? Should I grab the 



78

Starburst or change it up and take the Twix?” 

I grab the Starburst and I start walking. As I passed the 
garbage and reach the fridge, I hear someone yelling at 
the front of the store. Probably just a homeless guy getting 
bored. Probably just a customer whose card didn’t work 
and now he wants to start a war. 

Man, I can’t afford to keep buying energy drinks every 
day. I shut the door, then turn around, and as I’m heading 
towards the counter with my drink, I hear “Hey, open up 
the drawer.” 

Crouching on the floor. Peek around the aisle. Gun on the 
forehead of the man behind the counter. Now my heart is 
pounding and I’m praying to the Lord I don’t die today. 
I can’t die today. I got things to do…trying not to shake. 
Plotting my escape. Where’s my cellphone at? 

Left it in the car. Icing on the cake. I’m crawling. I can 
hear him yelling. “I want every penny. I want every 
dime. Once you finish with the cash, open the bag, put 
the cigarettes inside.” “Which ones do you want? Which 
ones do you want?” “I’m not picky – give me any kind, 
gimme all of them. Toss ‘em in, I’m running low on time. 
And I’d advise you to move a little quicker…trust me, I 
don’t want to have to pull the trigger…”



79



80



81

A Day in the Life of 
Danielle 

by 2 Sparrow 
Glenart College, Arklow,  

Co. Wicklow

     

Danielle had just finished her double shift at Lifestyle 
Sports in Bridgewater Shopping Centre. She was slumped 
over the break table, her head in her hands. She was fed 
up with the long, busy day.

Beep. Beep.

Her brand new iPhone 13 lit up. She opened Snapchat and 
saw her new friend and co-worker had texted her.

Eden: Will be in town at 5:30. Meet me at Tesco

Suddenly, a burst of energy hit Danielle and she smiled, 
her eyebrows raised. She made her way home to 
Heatherside, trembling as she got into her Ma’s old car, 
which she was given when she got her licence.

After going over Nineteen Arches Bridge, she passed The 
Vault, Apache and Arklow Library. Eventually, she made 
it to her house, only to realise that she forgot her house 
key.
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“Objeapers!” screamed Danielle. She was stressed. She 
grabbed her phone from her bag and began texting.

To: Ma

 Have u got a spare house key?

To: Eden 

Proper fumin, lost house key, meet me at glenart

When she reached the Dog Track, she saw her brother, 
Jack. At first she was relieved because Jack would have a 
spare key, but she became embarrassed when she realised 
that he was throwing shapes in the goal.

She took out her megaphone and roared, “JACKIE-POO, 
DO YOU HAVE A SPARE KEY?!”

The crowd stopped playing football and turned to look 
at Jack, and everyone burst out laughing. Some of Jack’s 
closer friends fell to the grass, their faces red.

Jack legged it up to Danielle and side-tackled her. Danielle 
collapsed onto the grass. A look of horror crossed her face 
when she saw Jack’s key fall out of his pocket and down 
the drain.

“You absolute idiot!” yelled Danielle.

Danielle was sick of this day. Using Jack for support, she 
stumbled up. She gave him a quick kick and stomped off.

She finally met Eden at Glenart and they walked down 
to South Beach. Danielle was telling Eden about the new 
manager position that she was going for.
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“I’ve had a proper bad day. I’m so ready to go home, 
watch a bit of “Grown Ups”, or maybe “Marley and Me”. 
I really want a Chinese from Eastern Promise,” groaned 
Danielle.

“Well, if you weren’t so late, you would have had a better 
day,” mumbled Eden.

Danielle wasn’t sure if she heard Eden correctly. “What 
was that?”

Out of nowhere, Eden’s phone rang. When she answered, 
her jaw dropped.

Danielle overheard the conversation.

“Congratulations, Eden – you got the manager role. 
Please keep this confidential for a while…”

Danielle felt a burst of anger, her fists clenched and her 
nostrils flared.

“I’m clearly better than you in every way, and you know 
it,” Eden stated confidently.

Danielle couldn’t take it anymore. She reached down and 
took a fistful of sand. She straightened and shot Eden a 
death glare…
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Anto’s Coomey 
Oven-Top Adventure

by 2 Finch  
Glenart College, Arklow, 

 Co. Wicklow

     

Anto was dreaming about Coomey field. He was 
fantasising about one day actually owning it again. 

Suddenly, he woke up to a kick in the ribs and Dale and 
Diane shouting at him.

“You’re dead to me, fella. It’s been three months since 
our last payment. Sell your kidneys, we don’t care. If we 
don’t get the money by the end of the week, we’ll send 
the Riverbank Rovers after you,” Diane was yelling.

He realised he was still in the same old car park at the 
back of D’Arcy’s restaurant. 

“I’m getting paid next Friday, so I can have it with you in 
two weeks,” Anto said in a panicked, croaky voice.

“You said that last month. We need it by the end of the 
week or you and your rusty old Toyota are out.” Then 
Diane took her two fingers and jabbed Anto in the eyes.

Anto stumbled blindly across the road towards The Vault 
to get a cup of coffee when his friend Pablo skidded on 
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the road and tapped into Anto.

“Move off to the side there,” Pablo shouted. Then he 
realised it was his pal Anto. 

“Head into the Vault there and get help – Joe who lives 
under the desk there will bandage you up.”  

Anto crawled into the Vault and Pablo went in after him. 
They both sat down at the counter, where the pool table 
is.

Then Pablo told Anto about Sausage Fingers, the Manager 
of Coomey boxing club. He was also running an oven-top 
racing competition in Glenart woods.  

This piqued Anto’s interest and he decided winning this 
competition might be his chance to get the field back and 
to pay his rent…
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Nathan’s Bad Day
by 2 Wren  

Glenart College, Arklow, Co. Wicklow 

     

One day after school, Nathan and Eric were hanging 
out at Coomie Steps. They noticed that the clouds were 
dark and grey. It was very gloomy. They headed to the 
sheltered car park beside the steps.

“How do I earn money to get out here, go to Dublin and 
get a degree to one day be an astronaut?” asked Nathan 
in a drawn out voice.

“I put my CV into Kavanagh’s the other day – you should 
too, and the money will come in time,” replied Eric.

Beep. Beep.

Nathan’s Nokia Blokia lit up. He read the text from his 
girlfriend, Chantelle.

Chantelle: Meet me at Darcy’s for food

They made their way to Darcy’s. As they walked up 
Coomie Steps, Nathan slipped on a patch of water. He fell 
backwards and landed on his back.

“Ouch,” he yelled in pain. “I hate these steps.”

“Ha, ha, you fell down,” giggled Eric.
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Nathan stumbled, feeling quite dizzy. Eric helped by 
grabbing his shoulder but took this moment to drop 
Nathan.

“I hate you,” shouted Nathan, his fists clenched.

They continued to Darcy’s. Nathan’s face turned red 
with frustration when he walked in to the packed pub 
restaurant. The crowd was annoyingly loud because there 
was a Manchester United match on.

“I’m not staying here - let’s go somewhere else,” said 
Nathan.

They walked out and headed for Eddie Rockets in 
Bridgewater Shopping Centre. They passed Nineteen 
Arches Bridge and Nathan wanted to pop into Duffy’s 
Pharmacy at the other end.

They finally made it to Eddie Rockets and met some 
friends. Nathan ordered a Brownie Sundae. He was 
feeling more cheery, and had a smile on his face as he 
enjoyed some laughs with his friends.

A while later, Nathan’s ma texted him, looking for him 
to come home. He said goodbye to his friends and started 
the journey home to Woodlands.

He was coming up to Nineteen Arches Bridge and decided 
to text his ma back.

Suddenly, he heard a loud car horn. A light hit the corner 
of his eyes, and before he knew it, his phone hit the 
ground. The only reaction he had was to jump…
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The Revenge
by Students from St. Kilian’s  

Community School, Bray, Co Wicklow

     

One morning, Brian the talking humanoid dog was 
driving his Tesla through Main Street in Bray. He stopped 
off at McDonalds. There was no drive thru, but Brian was 
the exception. He drove straight through the kitchen and 
picked up his Big Mac.

The crowd pretended to ignore him as they shook in fear. 
Brian loved the attention and the rush of fear people felt 
when he was around them.

He saw the people praying for forgiveness around his Tesla. 
It reminded him that he needed to attend his eleven o’clock 
service to remind them that he was always watching.

Beep. Beep.

Brian sped up Killarney Road. He ran a red light, and all 
the other cars screeched to a halt. He kept going until he 
reached St. Fergal’s Church. As he pulled into the carpark, 
he became aware of all the cars, more than usual.

Brian crashed into a big billboard that read ‘Brian didn’t 
pray to God, God prayed to him.’ That’s why they renamed 
St. Fergal’s Church to Brian’s Church.

Meanwhile, Lady Sheila Porscha stood on the altar. She 
was anticipating the marriage to her one true love, John. 
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She met John at a church disco at the Martello only two 
weeks before. She knew instantly that he was the one 
when he got down on all fours and prayed to Brian.

“Do you want to tango to the tune of Brian’s sermons?” 
John asked, as he handed her a bouquet of dog treats.

“Whatever,” Lady Sheila replied nonchalantly. She was 
seeing how persistent he could be. Would he try for her?

By the end of the tango, John clattered to all fours. “Will 
you marry me… What’s your name again?”

“Lady Sheila Porscha.” She was grateful that she didn’t 
have to chase him.

Two weeks later, they stood across from each other on 
the altar. She was wearing the finest white dress from 
Dunnes Stores.

“Are there any objections?” the priest asked the 
congregation.

Brian burst through the doors, and his jaw dropped. He 
was shocked that this was the first time he had ever been 
shocked. Brian saw the awe in Lady Sheila’s eyes as she 
looked at John and not him.

“Get out of my church!” demanded Brian.

“No way Jose, I’m getting married today,” Lady Sheila 
dismissed the God-like Brian.

Brian crept up the aisle on all fours. The congregation 
dropped to their knees and prayed, everyone silent except 
for the sound of worship…
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John was quaking in his steel toe boots with matching 
flamingo socks. Lady Sheila shot Brian a death glare, her 
lips pursed in a thin line.

She grabbed John’s hands and rushed the ceremony on.

“I-I-I now p-p-pronounce-“

Lady Sheila snatched John in for a kiss when his head 
flew off. She almost hurled when she realised that she 
was covered in her lover’s blood.

“You will pay for this,” vowed Lady Sheila as she shook 
her fists in the air.

“Sucks to be you,” Brian barked.

Brian hobbled out of the church. Lady Sheila hiked up her 
bloody Dunnes dress and jogged after him in her light-up 
sneaker and croc. The congregation mixed with a sea of 
Brian’s fans waiting outside and formed a crowd around 
them.

“DANCE! SCRAP! DANCE! SCRAP!” chanted the high-
energy crowd.

Lady Sheila took a moment to tie her pristine hair back 
and take out her earrings. She was extra careful when 
taking her wedding ring off and securing it in her bun. 
Lastly, she ripped her minion nails off. Meanwhile Brian 
waited patiently like the good boy he was.

After a few punches and a few movies from Sims 3, Brian 
launched Lady Sheila into the air. She belly flopped on top 
of a moving train that was heading for Bray DART station. 
As the train came to a stop, Brian was checking his watch 
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to see if the train times were accurate. He would not cross 
the yellow line.

“As punishment for your sins, you will never die and you 
will always go to my church at eleven a.m. every day for 
the rest of existence,” declared Brian.

“WHAT?!” shouted Lady Sheila. She couldn’t exactly hear 
him on top of the train. Rain poured down from Brian’s 
heaven, sealing his declaration.

Lady Sheila tried to get off the top of the train but she 
slipped and fell onto the tracks. Her dress got caught on 
one of the rails when she attempted to escape. Dunnes 
dresses were very strong and the fabric wouldn’t rip. She 
was stuck.

Brian smirked and cackled. A little alarm went off in his 
shirt. It was time for lunch. He headed for Macaris for his 
daily spice bag. He didn’t feel like having the chicken, so 
he ordered octopus. He loved deep-fried seafood. He took 
a seat at his candle-lit reserved table set with a pure gold 
dining set.

Back on the tracks, a wave of agonising, brick-hitting-
your-head-kind-of-pain washed over her for 0.002 
seconds. She wasn’t sure if the pain was real. She was 
gasping for air, still clutching onto the edge of the tracks.

Instantly, she had an idea! She pulled out her earrings, 
Claire’s specially made, and wedding ring, courtesy of 
John’s obsession with finding a wife, from her bun and 
plucked the diamonds out. She used the diamonds to cut 
the fabric.
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Out of nowhere, she accidentally tore up the metal from 
the train tracks. Her mouth formed an O when she saw 
the metal in her hands. Quickly, it turned to a psychotic, 
mischievous smile.

She was ready for revenge.
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Spider’s Lullaby
 by Victoria Zylka, Aged 16 

Mount Carmel Secondary School, Dublin 1

     

Abandoning its features on the moor

Cold is comfort for those who wander

All the creatures that you’ve come to know

One day soon they will bloom to flowers

Notice in the very dead of night

Tantamount to all that ghostly silence 

All those lies I spin around your eyes 

And how they haunt your voice as you cry out to howl

Wisteria labyrinth on your skin

Purple like vervain veins you won’t let me touch

Wistful when you finally let go

Body blooms so gently, gently leaving

So welcome me and all my silver threads

Delphic demonstration of your wonder

There will come no pain from all the dreams

That I will write for you in dissonant colours.
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Treasure
by Polina Kuprieva, Aged 16 

Mount Carmel Secondary School, Dublin 1 

     

I like to go to the park with my mom on Sundays. It is 
a very relaxing hobby, I think. We usually go there after 
midday when the sun starts to go down and it does not 
burn the skin on my nose. We grab Coke or lemonade, put 
on our favourite clothes, and walk.

There is a lovely pond in a park. Tall green trees stand 
all around it. Bright grass looks like a fluffy carpet. Small 
birds play hide-and-seek in the trees, and the sun shines. 
Every day about one o’clock, two beautiful swans usually 
go to swim in the pond till the late evening. They talk, they 
dance, they take care of each other. They are together all 
the time, no matter what the weather is like or what time 
it is. We see them every time we go for a walk.

One rainy September day, I decided to go home after 
school through the park. I was walking near the pond and 
suddenly saw a swan. He was alone swimming in dark 
grey water and seemed very sad. 

The next day, I was walking through the park again. There 
were no swans in the pond. I couldn’t believe my eyes. I 
was looking for them for an hour but couldn’t find them. 

Sometimes we do not realise how much things and people 
matter for us. Our families, friends...we are not proud if 
we have something and cry a lot if we lose it, because it is 
our actual treasure.
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Drogs Droned Out 

- A Match Report
by Transition Year Students 2021-2022,

St Oliver’s Community College, 
Drogheda, Co. Louth

     

As Head in The Game Park filled with people on Friday, 6 
May 2022, the Ultras* held up a big banner for the mental 
health campaign ‘Darkness into Light’ and another 
banner for their sister club, Trabzonspor Kulübü, who 
had won the Turkish League. 

Children waved flags and the Ultras beat a bass drum in 
time with the chants. The Ultras lit a claret flare while 
fans of rival team St Patrick’s Athletic had red flares. 
Smoke filled the stands and you could smell the burning 
flares.  The warm, sunny, long evening made the game 
more enjoyable to watch. 

The biggest controversy of the game was an offside goal 
that the linesman missed. The Ultras were angry and 
shouted at the ref, sprayed water, threw cans and waved 
flags over the linesman. This stopped play for a second 
as the linesman went to talk to the ref. The Drogs’ fans 
anger drowned out the celebrations of the Pat’s fans. 

Chris Lyons was injured after twenty minutes and had to 
come off.
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The mood changed when Drogheda thought they had 
scored. The fans were jumping up and down screaming 
and waving flags. They also erupted into a deafening 
chant: “SUPER DROGS! SUPER DROGS!” But the goal 
was disallowed because of a foul and the mood changed 
instantly. Disbelief and outrage replaced the excitement 
at the feeling of being cheated. 

At the beginning of the second half, Drogheda came 
out high spirited, even though they were 2-0 down. 
The manager and players encouraged the goalie to keep 
going as the score line wasn’t his fault. Drogheda played 
their best even though they were losing. They showed 
resilience and didn’t give up. Gary Deegan had a good 
performance and controlled the game for Drogheda by 
creating some goal scoring opportunities.  

A drone hovered over the pitch, causing a pause in the 
play and interrupting the game. One of the players kicked 
the ball up in the air at the drone. The fans were enraged 
when the game was stopped for the third time. After the 
drone left, the game carried on and seven minutes of 
extra time were added. 

In conclusion, these spectators feel the FAI needs VAR – 
video assistant referee. In the end, it was disappointing 
for the home fans who were good for the fact that the 
result was four-nil, a score line which did not accurately 
reflect the game. 

Let’s hope they do better next time. 

* Ultras are hardcore Drogheda United Football Club fans
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