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To say that this year has been the most challenging  is an understatement – quite simply it was 
a year from hell like none other and hopefully never to be repeated. The problems and chal-
lenges in society were mirrored within our school and I am hugely proud of how our commu-
nity coped and adapted through the pandemic that gripped our nation and our world.  

Every day I am more and more impressed by our students. They are remarkable. They adapted to the new Covid 
modified environment, be it in school or during lockdown with a great calm and assuredness. Our staff too were 
hugely impressive in how they cared for their students and one another and threw every shoulder to the collective 
wheel so as to guarantee their students were educated – I am never surprised by their sheer commitment to this 
School – thank you to all.  

Despite the hardships and indeed the losses I think there are lessons in this for all of us but especially the young 
people of this generation. I am especially mindful of the class of 2021 as they leave secondary education and ma-
ture into the fine young men and women I have no doubt they will become.  

Firstly, I think it is important for the Class of 2021 to note that adversity and challenge is a part of adulthood and 
growing older. It can place pressure and strain on even the most resourceful of people. Yet adversity too has a ben-
efit in that we tend to learn more about ourselves and others in difficult times. Obstacles and hardship often chal-
lenge us to be resourceful, adaptable and resilient. We learn more about ourselves as individuals and often find we 
have aptitudes and skills we never realised we had as we draw upon them. These will stand to you in the future. 
While no one seeks out hardship – when it comes – draw upon the skills of coping you have developed – especially 
in the past year.  

Secondly, take nothing for granted. If the past year has taught us anything, it is that life is ever changing and the 
staples of life we once counted upon – freedom, health, school, travel, and even seeing and meeting loved ones – 
are not guaranteed. All of us must, and I think will, begin to appreciate more and more the little things in life. For 
the class of 2021 – I am especially thinking of your families. Some of you have lost loved ones this year – all of us 
can be guilty of taking family members for granted. But life is fluid – appreciate and spend time with loved ones. 
Never take them for granted.  

Finally, always hope. Hope inspires us to do better and make the world around us a better place. Too often social 
media these days feeds into our insecurities and far too often reinforces the same repeated thoughts and opinions 
we already have. God be with the days when you could open an ‘old-fashioned’ newspaper and read varied opin-
ions and challenge one’s own opinions and misconceptions. Far too often these days people read a narrow selec-
tion of viewpoints and aren’t challenged in their own. Always keep an open mind. Walk away from the same news 
feed, put away the gadget, look up and have a conversation with someone. Listen to another viewpoint. Hope for 
better.  

Over time we will get past Covid and we will rise again. Our young people and those in the class of 2021 will be the 
next generation we turn to in the hope of making our community and world a better place. To the class of 2021 - I 
dare you to be the change makers.  

I want to take this opportunity to thank you for your contributions to our School over the past 5 and 6 years – you 
were truly wonderful and a joy to have. I wish you resilience, appreciation and hope.  

Le mór mheas, 

Mr Richard Prendiville 



 The words of Maya Angelou, an African American, female writer and poet who 

experienced much discrimination, hatred, oppression and hardship in her life 

and yet she refused to be put down. ‘And still I rise’ words that can give inspira-

tion to us all in these difficult times, a message of hope, of victory over oppres-

sion and of certainty of prevailing over one’s problems.  As humans we are resil-

ient and as we try to find our way out of this pandemic, knowing that ‘still I 
rise’ offers us all hope for the future. 

 Yearbook time always gives the opportunity to reflect on the past, on the year gone by. It’s time to be 

upbeat, to express pride in our school, in the creativity of the students, the sports, the music the 

choir, the book clubs, the fundraising, the young scientist, all the activities that are the life and 

breath of our school.  But what to write this year? Our school was stripped bear, the building sani-

tized, you risked being wiped down yourself if you sat long enough in the same spot (Rena, Fiona, 

Trish and Louise are dingers when it comes to sanitizing), the school day changed, we were pushed 

apart and the activities as we knew them gone. Our students returned in September, masked and at 

first subdued. Life in school, as life all over the world had to change.  We had to protect each other 

and to protect our loved ones at home.  ‘Did you want to see me broken? Bowed head and lowered 
eyes? Shoulders falling down like teardrops, weakened by my soulful cries’? 

I have watched our students adapt to this new life, I look on in wonder, and our students never fail 

to amaze me (mostly in a positive way with the odd exception). Despite adversary they have come 

into school and they face the challenges of the day. And the challenges have been great for some. 

And yet they still come. Most voluntarily but some with persuasion and encouragement from home. 

I look to the students who have heard the message, that the negativity and often hatred expressed 

on social media is not right and they refuse to accept it as the norm. I look to the number of stu-

dents who have been bereaved in the year gone by and I see how despite their great loss they have 

contributed to school life. I think of the young man who has added a bit of joy to the lives of others 

by attempting to teach the teachers how to dance. I think of the young woman who has always of-

fered a smile (her eyes light up above her mask), hello miss as you pass her in the corridor and her 

extended hand of friendship to some who find it difficult, all despite her own grief. I think of a 

young woman who has experienced her own trials but has an innate sense of kindness and is will-

ing to see the good in everyone. I look to the students who have reached out to their friends and 

mind them in their most difficult times. ‘But still like air I’ll rise’. 

At times like these it is easy to lose sight of the positive. At times it can 

be hard to focus on what we have done well. Now more than ever we 

must look to the positive. I want to take a moment to applaud and to 

thank you, the parents for your continued support, the staff for the 

great effort and work ethic and your wonderful collegiality and to the 

students for your cooperation, all in the efforts to keep our school safe. 

‘Into a daybreak that’s wondrously clear I rise’.  

And so to our Leaving Cert students of 2021 I wish you all the best in 

your exams and in your futures where ever they may take you. I wish 

you good health and I hope you will remember no matter the hurdles 
life is sure to throw your way ‘I rise I rise I rise’. 

Leila  Moloney 



This is my second year on the yearbook com-
mittee. As always, I enjoyed being part of it and 
benefited from what I learned from the group 
work. Although the Covid 19 pandemic is still 
affecting us this year. When we had online clas-

ses at home during the lockdown, I found the online lessons 
were as efficient as in school. At the start of this Academic year, 
I found everything or almost everything went ok for me, especial-
ly in the courses, such as maths, English and history, I able to 
follow the lessons, mainly because most of the starting chapters 
were covered in TY last year, TY was a great year for me, I ben-
efited a lot from it. I learned the skills of organisation, time man-
agement and I became more independent this year because of 
TY.  
‘And Still, I rise’ is the theme for this year’s school magazine, 
from what we have experienced I believe lockdown is giving us 
many lessons about life. We have learnt to handle difficulties 
with a positive attitude, and I hope these lessons remain with us 
throughout life. There is an end to every nightmare, and this one 
shall end soon.   XinYan Yao 

It has been a pleasure to work on the yearbook committee, to play a small part in recording this academic 
year. It was interesting to see the creation come together behind the scenes. 
COVID has certainly changed the school environment. It was nice to experience school at home for a time 
but I think most of us can agree it was nice to come back. To concentrate on the positive, I think it’s safe 
to say that many of us have gained valuable insight and knowledge regarding what is truly valuable in our 
lives.  Kady Acocal Moran 

This is my first year fully committing to being a part 
of the Yearbook Committee and in comparison to 
last year, even with having complications due to 
COVID-19, it wasn’t as difficult to gather content 
as it was this year. Last year we had regular school 
life at the beginning of the year and we had a good 
amount of content from those first few months, as 
well as that, the coronavirus was a novelty to us 
back then and we were able to write about this 
new unique experience with masks and online 
schooling, while assuming that it would all be over 
by this September. Unfortunately, this year we did-
n’t really even have real life schooling for a large 
chunk of the year, we couldn’t do half of the usual 
things and we couldn’t even really focus on the 
virus as we’re all pretty sick of it by now and it’s 
nothing new. We’ve compiled personal experiences 
from many of you in the form of poems, stories, 
pictures, survey answers and all that we could. It’s 
safe to say that with many barriers we’ve all over-
come so much in this school and we gladly present 
our Yearbook. Danielle Finucane 
 
 

This has been a rough year, to put it mildly. Exam students were facing mountains of uncertainty, we 
were stuck at home (again) and I felt like this lockdown hit a lot harder than last year. We have all 
faced immense challenges with school, with isolation, with loneliness. Finally, one year later, we can 
see the light at the end of the tunnel. I think every single person should be so proud of themselves- we 
are living in a freaking world pandemic and we are still going, still looking to the future with hope. 
That’s what I really like about this years theme of “And Still I Rise”. We have been through a lot and 
we aren’t out of the woods yet, but we will keep going. It reflects the resilience and determination of 
everyone in the world right now. It shows that everything seems impossible until you have actually 
done it. Hope still burns strong in the hearts of the nation, and like a phoenix, we will rise from the 
ashes.  Amy White 

For this year’s theme we chose “Still I Rise”. I believe this is a 
theme many of us can relate to in these troubling times.  We dis-
cussed many themes dealing with hope and resilience, but we as a 
committee believed “Still I Rise” perfectly fit this extraordinary 
year. With most businesses closed and with little to do it is hard to 
be optimistic and hopeful. In this magazine we wanted to highlight 
all the different ways people found solace in their lives during lock-
down and this pandemic. From excellent writing to provoking art, 
the students at our school have many hidden talents. Others en-
joyed sharing their new favourite book or taking part in the many 
challenges set up to test both people’s physical and mental forti-
tude.  The point is people found many ways to pass all the extra 
time they had. But I think we can all agree that the time away from 
school emphasised the important role it plays in all our life from 
students to staff. It allows us to meet up with our friends and enjoy 
the community established in this school. We hope this magazine 
conveys the importance of perseverance even when things don’t 
look so good. Going back to what I said at the beginning of this 
piece about what an extraordinary year it has been and while this is 
true, I think this year made clear the importance of enjoying the 
ordinary, the little day to day things that make us all happy. I be-
lieve if we can all do this then next time we get knocked down we 
can all say “Still I Rise”  
David Sheehan 



The Stars Came Out……. 

Along with some of our own!!!!  



But the Real Stars Were…. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

How did you feel when you heard your name called at the 

awards ceremony? 

To be quite honest, I couldn’t believe it. I was thinking there 
must have been a miscount with the votes. I was so relieved 

that we weren’t at Awards Night in person because I don’t 
think I would have been able to give a speech with the shock! 

To win such a great award with one of my great friends was a 

privilege and I really could not have asked for a better ending 

to my days in the Comp.  

 

What have you been doing since you left the Comp? 

After an unprecedented six-month summer, I eventually got 

to Galway to study Biomedical Engineering in NUIG. My life 

has changed a lot since I left school a year ago. I’ve moved 
away from home for the first time (the ‘baby’ of the family has 
finally fled the nest!), and I’m studying something completely 
new to me. Of course with the pandemic, my first year of col-

lege is not exactly what I was expecting (I have yet to step 

into a pub in Galway!). However, I am appreciating the little 

things more and really enjoying my time up there. 

 

What person or people have inspired you in your life so far and 

why? 

My grandparents have been the biggest inspirations in my life. 

One of my grandmothers lived until the age of ninety and the 

other has just turned ninety-one. To think I have had the 

pleasure of knowing two people who were born almost a cen-

tury ago is quite amazing. What inspired me most about one of 

them was her serenity – nothing ever really worried her. She 

accepted the challenges that were put before her. I learned 

from her that stress will get me nowhere in life, as every prob-

lem is transient. My other Nana still inspires me every day – 

she takes on life as if she is four decades younger than she is! 

Her energy and perseverance are things I find quite incredi-

ble. I have realised that the wisdom of our elders is invaluable.  

Having been through the education system to this point, 

what advice would you give to your younger self, or those in 

Tarbert now? 

Something I find myself thinking about constantly is how 

much we take our teachers for granted in secondary school. 

It is only now that I am in college that I realise how much 

they really care for their students. When I first started my 

course, I was shocked at how little contact there is be-

tween student and lecturer. Unfortunately, with a course 

of 270 students, lecturers cannot possibly tend to everyone, 

not to mind remembering our names! The personality of sec-

ondary school is something you will not find again for the 

rest of your years of learning, and I wish I realised the ex-

tent of this sooner. Appreciate your teachers. Even when 

they’re shouting at you, they really do want the best for you! 

 

What are your strongest memories of the Comp? 

The strongest and best memories I have of secondary school 

are from Transition Year. Between the bus journeys comple-

mented with blaring music from one of the boys’ speakers 
and the ups and downs of a 32km walk for Gaisce, I have yet 

to experience a year better than TY. I don’t think I have 
ever experienced such boredom as I did in my week’s work 
experience at an accountant’s office; however I have never 
felt such nerves and excitement as I did before my trip to 

France for our exchange in Mûr-de-Bretagne. The best 

memory for me is of our TY Talent Show. I don’t think I 
ever want to see footage of me being wheeled onto the 

stage in 6-inch heels on a trolley, but I never want to forget 

the laughs we had in the (very, very shaky) process! 

Where do you see yourself in ten years’ time? 

In ten years’ time, I hope to live in a Covid-free world! Hope-

fully, I will have graduated from NUI Galway with a degree 

in Biomedical Engineering and will have a stable job, in any-

where but an office! By twenty-eight years of age, I want to 

have travelled as much of the world as I can, and have made 

up for all the lost time of my eighteenth year. But most im-

portantly, I want happiness and health for myself, my friends 

and my family. I have also promised my parents to treat them 

to a cruise holiday as payment for putting me through five 

years of college, so I guess I’ll have to fit that in somewhere 
between now and 2031 

Sum up your experience of the Comp in three words: 

The good days. 

Orlaith  

McSweeney 

Female Student  

Welcome Back the Winners!!!!  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

How did you feel when you heard your name called at the 

awards ceremony? 

Amazing! It is such an honour to be named Male Footballer 

of the Year and Male Student of the Year by staff and espe-

cially by my fellow classmates. It was strange not being in the 

PE hall for the awards night but at least it saved me from 

having to try and come up with a few words on the spot… I 
was much too ecstatic to have thought up anything that 

would have captured how grateful I was. One advantage of 

watching it at home was being able to watch it with my family 

and celebrate with them at home.  

 

What have you been doing since you left the Comp?  

I am currently in UL doing business and French. It has been a 

very different first year of college for all this year. All of my 

course has been delivered online and I am yet to step foot in 

a campus building for a lecture or tutorial… never mind all 
the nightclubs and pubs you hear all about. 

 

What person or people have inspired you  in your life so far 

and why?  

Definitely my family. My parents work so hard for my three 

brothers and I to give us all the opportunities we could hope 

for. They accommodate us in any way they can, be it taking 

us everywhere to just being supportive with whatever we 

decide. My brothers are another part of our family that mo-

tivate me. We are all supportive of each other but also 

healthily competitive and drive each other to do better than 

each other. 

Having been through the education system to this point, 

what advice would you give to your younger self, or those in 

Tarbert now? 

Its cliché... but don’t care so much as to what others think 
about you. Just be yourself. People who don’t like you for 
yourself aren’t worth your time. One quote I like a lot is, ‘If 
you spend your whole life trying to be someone else, who is 

going to be you?’. 

 

 

 

Also, try all the clubs you can. In the LC cycle I competed 

in the Poetry Aloud competition which I would have never 

have thought about competing in during the JC cycle for 

fear of what people thought, despite having an interest in 

poetry. Remember, your friends will accept you no matter 

what. 

 

What are your strongest memories of The Comp?  

Numerous PE classes.  

Being a little first year in the mall watching the LCs walk 

past. 

Out-of-school events, especially sports, be it playing myself 

or coaching. 

Obviously, the ‘two weeks off’ we were supposed to have 
due to Covid-19, definitely the commotion the last day when 

we heard we would be off. 

The day we heard we would be getting predicted grades. 

Ms. Griffin’s hilarious presentation during the first lock-
down to keep our spirits high. 

Health week playing all the sports against the teachers 

(especially Mr Scanlon). 

Chilling at the bottom of the B corridor during lunch. 

Numerous PE classes!!!!!! 

 

Where do you see yourself in ten years’ time? 

Most importantly, happy and healthy. Hopefully in a full-

time job that I enjoy and well-travelled (just for fun or even 

with my job). Maybe in a French speaking part of the world 

such as France or French-Canada.  

 

A. Great. Time 

 

Paul O’Donnell   

Male Student 

of the Year 

 

Welcome Back the Winners!!!!  



 

 

 

 

 

 

How did you feel when you heard your name called at the 

awards ceremony?  

I was proud because my hard work had paid off. 

What have you been doing since you left the Comp?  

I am studying Commerce in NUIG. 

What person or people have inspired you in your life so far and 

why?  

Gary Vaynerchuck as he has made millions from his businesses 

and now uses his social media platform to inspire others. 

 

Having been through the education system to this point, what 

advice would you give to your younger self, or those in Tarbert 

now? 

Enjoy the moment, take more chances and maybe be more organ-

ised. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

What are your strongest memories of The Comp?  

One memory that stands out is the time Mr. Trench dressed up 

as an army officer during the 1916 commemorations. That along 

with just moments with my friends. 

Where do you see yourself in ten years’ time?  

I hope to be running my own business and still playing sports. 

 

Sum up your experience of The Comp in three words: Good 

craic now  

 

 

 

 

 

 

How did you feel when you heard your name called at the awards 

ceremony? 

I felt so proud of myself. But hearing my name being called out was 

not the best part - it was hearing Ms. Maloney acknowledge all the 

hard work I have done over the past two years. I felt such a sense of 

achievement of what I had accomplished.     

What have you been doing since you left the Comp?  

I have been doing a course in Kerry College of Further Education. 

The course is in Office Administration and I plan to  do an Events 

Management course in The Munster Technology University in Tralee 

campus in September.  

What person or people have inspired you in your life so far and why?  

This question came easy to me, the person who has inspired me the 

most so far in life and will continue to inspire me is my grand aunt 

Breda. She always saw the potential in me and has always motivated 

me every day to do my best. She was the kindest, caring, and most 

remarkable woman I will have ever met in my life. For this I am so 

grateful to her.  

 

 

Having been through the education system to this point, what ad-

vice would you give to your younger self, or those in Tarbert now? 

The advice I would give is to try your hardest at everything as hard 

work has paid off in my experience while in school as I got the result, 

I aimed for.  

What are your strongest memories of The Comp? 

My strongest memories from the comp were definitely the Fund Rais-

er I held for Plan International Ireland for the ‘Because I'm a Girl’ 
Campaign. “The Hot Chocolate Day”, was the most fun I had at the 
Comp as stressful as it was it made me realize I wanted to plan 

events for career. I also love that it was for a great cause and for 

something I feel so strongly about. I am sure if you look hard enough 

around the school, you will probably see an old poster advertising the 

fundraiser I put so many up I cannot remember where most of them 

are LOL.   

Where do you see yourself in ten years’ time? 

In 10 years, I see myself being a more mature, more educated and 

more responsible version of myself. I see myself working as an events 

manager and thinking of starting an independent business. I also see 

myself living outside of Ireland I am not 100% sure on the details yet 

but at least I have it mapped out. 

Sum up your experience of The Comp in three words: 

The Three words I would use would be Educational, Rewarding and 

Valuable.  

Shane Cregan  Male Sportsperson of 

the Year 

Holly  

Heffernan 

LCA Student 

Of the Year 

Welcome Back the Winners!!!!  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

How did you feel when you heard your name called at 

the awards ceremony? 

I was honoured to be selected as sports person. 

 

What have you been doing since you left the Comp?  

I am studying criminal justice in WIT and I love it, I hope 

to move on to be a guard after college. 

 

What person or people have inspired you  in your life so 

far and why?  

My mother and father would be my most inspiring people 

as they are so hardworking and I hope to grow and have 

what they have one day. Big farm ;)  

 

Having been through the education system to this point, 

what advice would you give to your younger self, or those 

in Tarbert now? 

Don’t stress too much take it easy, stressing won’t help no 
one.  

 

What are your strongest memories of The  Comp?  

Having deadly craic all day everyday and doing the bit of 

work of course too  

 

Where do you see yourself in ten years’ time?              
Hopefully I will be living my best life with the job I want, 

and doing well for myself  

 

Sum up your experience of The Comp in three words: 

Three words wouldn’t do it justice … exciting, chill and 
informative not just the school work but the people you 

meet. 

 

How did you feel when you heard your name called at 

the awards ceremony? 

I felt shocked when my name was called out and in fact, 

I was so embarrassed, I hid my face behind a cushion – at 

least I was at home and could enjoy the moment with my 

family. I couldn’t believe that out of everyone in my year, 
I was picked! 

What have you been doing since you left the Comp?  

I chose to do a PLC course in Applied Social Studies as 

I wasn’t quite sure what to do in college.  

What person or people have inspired you  in your life so 

far and why? 

My parents have always supported and encouraged me to 

keep going even when I don’t feel like it.  During my 
school years, I was lucky enough to have some amazing 

teachers that worked so hard to help me get the best 

results.  Of course the SNA’s did everything possible to 
support me and build my confidence, they were also 

great fun to be around! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

What advice would you give to your younger self, or those 

in Tarbert now? 

Stick with it even when you don’t feel like it – the work 

does pay off and the school year passes quickly. 

What are your strongest memories of The  Comp? 

 Always enjoyed English with Ms. Foley, just like the 

SNA’s, she made learning interesting and fun.  I also en-
joyed Mr. McElligott stories in Business class, he always 

related life’s experiences to the syllabus.  

Where do you see yourself in ten years’ time? 

I have no idea as it’s hard to visualize that far ahead.  I 
hope to be working at something I like and enjoying life. 

Sum up your experience of The Comp in three words: 

Framing the future 

Claire Carmody 

Female  

Sportsperson of 

the Year 

Rachel O’Connor 

Principal’s Award 

Welcome Back the Winners!!!!  



 Miss Anne O Sullivan 

  

What was the funniest moment for you last/this year? 
 Honestly – and sadly – it’s really difficult to think of any “funniest moment” in the past twelve months. I remember happy 
and emotional moments filled with joy and relief…there have been several times I’ve laughed out loud thanks to the funny 
comment of a student – but I don’t want to name names and risk offending any student’s feelings. 
What was the biggest challenge you faced in this/last school year?  
Remembering to share while being called a glitch who was lagging. 
What accomplishment fills you with pride so far this school year?  
Students logging on for classes virtually and doing all that is asked of them…young(er!) people never cease to amaze me 

How did you get interested in the subject that you teach?  
My interest and passion for French came from the wonderful stories of my grand aunt who was an institutrice (primary 
school teacher) in Nice long long before I was even born…her life in France sounded exciting, exotic and so happy. I’ve 
always loved history and my interest in the subject grew deeper thanks to my wonderful and most favourite teacher ever 
–Miss Landers who was my history and geography teacher in secondary school 
What movie or series have you most enjoyed in lockdown?  
Lupin, a series (en français, avec des sous-titres!) on Netflix 

In a sentence what lesson has lockdown taught you?  
To expect the unexpected, to roll with what life throws at you, to be kind and patient, and family comes first…always  

If you could go anywhere right now, where would you go and why?  
Waterville with my family for a long overdue catch up, hugs and time together eating Skellig chocolate, walking Bolus 
Head, relaxing on Derrynane Beach (because the weather is going to be idyllic!), a boat trip around Sceilig Mhichil and a 
relaxed barbecue back home.  
Who is your celebrity crush?  
Omar Sy 

What is your dream car and why?  
Maserati quattroporte…an Italian beauty which would make my daily commute epic.  
What’s your favourite song and why?  
Driving the roads of South Kerry, with my nephew and nieces, in glorious sunshine with the windows of my Quattroporte 
down listening to either Paolo Nutini’s Candy or the Divine Comedy’s National Express…carefree days with those I love, 
singing loudly and out of tune! 

  

Miss Ciara O’Connor 
What was the biggest challenge you faced in this/last school year? 

Because of being in school working I cannot spend quality time 

with my family in order to keep them safe.  

What accomplishment fills you with pride so far this school year? 

I completed a course from Yale University during the first lock-

down. Also I have been walking between 5km and 10km every-

day in lockdown 3. 

How did you get interested in the subject that you teach? 

I was always big into sport when I was young, I was an Irish 

dancer, I played football and basketball and hence I studied PE.  

What movie or series have you most enjoyed in lockdown? 

I watched the full series of Virgin River during the 2nd lockdown.  

In a sentence what lesson has lockdown taught you? 

I will never miss an opportunity to have fun again. I will be at 

every festival, live gig and every party that happens in the future.  

If you could go anywhere right now, where would you go and 

why? 

Bali to meet my friend that lives in Vietnam because she cannot 

come home and we had it planned for summer of 2020. 

Who is your celebrity crush? 

Bressie is just beautiful and such an inspirational person.  

What is your dream car and why? 

I would love a white Range Rover Evoque 

Ms. Anderson 

What I am most looking forward to when 

lockdown finishes 

I am looking forward to driving out from my 

home and turning right heading for my par-

ents’ house. I am looking forward to seeing 
me kids run from the car and give their 

grandparents the longest hug ever. I am look-

ing forward to sitting down to a meal with 

my siblings and their families and enjoying 

the chaos that ensues .I am looking forward 

to seeing my kids and my nieces and nephews 

walking down to the hurling filed to help 

their Granddad put out the flags for a hurl-

ing match. I am looking forward to standing 

on the side line with my Dad and to catch 

that glimmer of hope in his eyes that this 

year will be the year that my home club will 

win the Limerick Senior Hurling champion-

ship final. I am looking forward to walking 

back up home and playing a game of cards 

(45) and it ending in a massive row as some-

body has reneged on the ace of hearts, again. 

Teacher Talk 



Teacher Talk 
Name: Ms. Elaine Fitzgerald 
 

What was the funniest moment for you last/this year? 
I really enjoyed doing the relay challenge last year with the Leaving Certs and getting out the brush to 
wash the truck, I had a good laugh at Mr.Trench too trying to dance to Blinding Lights. 
What was the biggest challenge you faced in this/last school year? 
Home Schooling, I never want to repeat that cycle again. 
What accomplishment fills you with pride so far this school year? 
Surviving home schooling 
How did you get interested in the subject that you teach? 
My own Science Teacher was my biggest inspiration, Mr. Liam O’Mahoney, I always wanted to be 
like him. 
What movie or series have you most enjoyed in lockdown? 
Bulletproof, it is a series about 2 cops in London and I think they are very funny. 
In a sentence what lesson has lockdown taught you? 
Health is Wealth and while the days are long the years are short 
If you could go anywhere right now, where would you go and why? 
Disneyland in Florida, it would be the holiday of a lifetime and who wouldn’t want to go on a roller-
coaster. 
Who is your celebrity crush? 
Roy Keane, got to Love those Cork Men! 
What is your dream car and why? 
Think I would like a Range Rover Sport, White. 
What’s your favourite song and why? 
Got to be Kenny Rogers, The Gambler 

Name: Mr. O’ Keeffe 
 

What was the funniest moment for you last/this year? 
Zach Behan believes he got one over me with a joke in class online ( he did really). After class, which was at home I went 
down to the shop in Athea to buy some essentials as school finished. Aidan Curry who was just starting his shift in the shop 
and who is not in my class greeted me with ‘I hear Behan caught you well today!’ Good news travels fast.  
What was the biggest challenge you faced in this/last school year? 
Repeating ‘cameras on!’ had been but I would say lack of sleep at night after birth of my daughter then going into a school 
day has probably beaten it.  
What accomplishment fills you with pride so far this school year? 
Getting out the door to school by 8am every morning. Now takes military discipline and precision. 
How did you get interested in the subject that you teach? 
Travel absolutely kick started my interest in Geography. Had initially picked it in college as an essay writing subject for my 
future career in journalism. Then teaching it developed from that. My interest in history has always been there.  
What movie or series have you most enjoyed in lockdown? 
It’s from the first lockdown but the ‘Trial of The Chicago 7’ is the best movie in a long while. The school history club have  
only made it halfway through due to lockdown in January.  
In a sentence what lesson has lockdown taught you? 
Electricity and Wi-Fi are king. Also, The Paw Patrol team are some outfit, really is no job too big for them.  
If you could go anywhere right now, where would you go and why? 
Earlier in lockdown it was a holiday destination. Now it is just to be able to take my children into their grandparents’ house 
or to visit their cousins.  
Who is your celebrity crush? 
Not sure I know any current celebrities names!! 
What is your dream car and why? 
Boring…. I have moved on from all past dream cars. An Octavia Estate is the dream at the moment. Gearing up for holidays 
in Ireland.  
What is your favourite song and why? 



Teacher Talk 
Name: Ms. Mullane 

 

What was the funniest moment for you last/this year? 

Watching Mr. Trench doing his Tic-Toc dance on Instagram  

What was the biggest challenge you faced in this/last school 

year? 

The biggest challenge was adjusting to home schooling.  During 

the first lockdown I felt completely overwhelmed and my laptop 

became an extension to my arm.  I was inundated with emails, 

corrections, planning, organising and teaching online as well as 

trying to deal with poor Wi-Fi, a husband, two children, a bird 

and a dog all in the background at home!!! 

What accomplishment fills you with pride so far this school year? 

To have survived it!!! 

How did you get interested in the subject that you teach? 

My love of English was something that I can remember back to 

my early days in National School.  I was never a big reader in my 

younger years but loved listening to lyrics of songs and attempt-

ing to write my own, as well as poetry.  In secondary school I got 

excited when we were given an essay to write at weekends and I 

knew that I was one of few in the class who felt like this! 

Business also appealed to me because I admire people who are so 

enterprising, but lack the confidence to become an entrepreneur 

myself so it’s easier to teach it than be involved in it-I’m a cow-
ard really! 

What movie or series have you most enjoyed in lockdown? 

I enjoyed Schitts Creek and Kingdom.  Schitt’s Creek was a light 
hearted series, whereas Kingdom was tense and dramatic.  I 

flipped between the two, depending on my mood! 

In a sentence what lesson has lockdown taught you? 

Lockdown has taught me to slow down, appreciate the simple 

things in life and enjoy what beauty is in our local areas. 

If you could go anywhere right now, where would you go and 

why? 

I was due to go to America at Christmas with my parents and 

sisters to attend my nephew's wedding.  We were all looking for-

ward to the trip away together and things had to be postponed.  

I haven’t met my sister who lives in America since Christmas 
2019 and miss her a lot, so a family event together would be 

something that I would love right now.   

Who is your celebrity crush? 

Frank Grillo is someone I admire - for his acting skills of course!! 

What is your dream car and why? 

Maserati - they are a head turner of a car and have a hum of 

power that would give me such satisfaction to drive around in 

What’s your favourite song and why? 

I love the song ‘Shallow’ from the movie A Star is Born.  I have a 
newfound appreciation of the amazing artist that Lady Gaga is 

after seeing this movie.   

 Name: Ms Sheehy 
 

What was the funniest moment for you last/this 
year? 
When I was teaching my 6-year-old son how to 
subtract, I was asking him questions like “If I had 
5 apples and I ate two how many would I have 
left?”, 3 he answered and complained that it was 
too easy. So I continued to ask him similar in-
creasingly more difficult questions and he was 
getting them all correct. I was having a very 
proud momma moment because he was doing so 
well, then he asked can I ask you one now? I said 
of course, expecting it to be a subtraction sum like 
we had been practicing when he said “If I had 1 
million donuts and ate all of them, what would 
my belly look like?” ...I laughed and laughed. I 
wonder what he is thinking of when his teacher is 
talking in school….??? 
How did you get interested in the subject that 
you teach?  
I come from a family where education was not 
important and many of my siblings had learning 
difficulties and left school early. I always loved 
learning and wanted to pass this love on to other 
people who experience learning difficulties. 
What movie or series have you most enjoyed in 
lockdown? 
Homeland, heartland. 
In a sentence what lesson has lockdown taught 
you? 
Never take anything for granted, enjoy every mo-
ment, simple things are life's pleasures. 
If you could go anywhere right now, where 
would you go and why? 
Bristol England, because a friend of mine is going 
through a difficult time and could really do with 
my support. 
What’s your favourite song and why? 
Too many…. maybe Queen Bohemian Rapsody, 
random, expressive, powerful. 
Describe what you are most looking forward to 
after lockdown finishes – e.g., the perfect day, 
holiday, trip, etc 
The perfect Day…. Swimming pool, followed by a 
massage, and dinner and drinks in a lovely hotel 
somewhere…. that has a child-minding service!!! 
The perfect holiday…. a villa on the beach in a 
warm country, near lots of activities and places of 
interest. OR A trip to NEW YORK, I’ve only been 
once and it was too short for me, would love to go 
back but for a longer visit. 



Teacher Talk 
 

Ms. Ide Foley  
 
What was the funniest moment for you last/this year? 
There were many funny moments in the last year! What stood out from last year’s remote experience was the student/teacher chal-
lenge that Mr Trench set up with the Leaving Certificates. As you may have seen from my disastrous video the whole thing back-
fired on me. It was meant to be me sitting down doing the ice bucket challenge where my daughter was holding an egg stand (which 
was a tiny bucket). She was meant to throw this over me to replace the big bucket! However, little did I know that my son was com-
ing around the corner with a garden hose to DRENCH ME!!!!!! We could only do this once as my niece was outside the gate taping 
it. I thought I was too clever you see and that backfired on me!  
 
Also there were many funny moments on line with the students who I must say were brilliant overall. My children provided much 
entertainment throughout the whole online experience including my son who fell into THE BIGGEST HOLE OF MUD during a 
Google Meet staff meeting. I couldn’t leave the meeting so my adventurous child had to sit there for the duration of the meeting 
DRIPPING MUD EVERYWHERE!   My lads were also sending numerous notes under the door and crawling in on the floor so they 
couldn’t be seen on a regular basis when I was online. It was impossible for them to understand why they couldn’t for example 
‘bake a cake’ while I was teaching.  As you can imagine endless fun for the whole house!!!!!!!!!!! 

 
What was the biggest challenge you faced in this/last school year? 
I think the whole school community faced many challenges but it was lovely to see us all coming together and working through it. I 
love being in school and meeting teachers and students so I found being at home quite a challenge. Being out of my classroom was 
a big challenge also and I refuse to acknowledge that my NANA SUITCASE ON WHEELS caused much mirth around the halls of 
TCS! The good thing about these challenges is that my children now LOVE GOING TO SCHOOL as they didn’t enjoy ONE MO-
MENT of being home schooled by a teacher! (They now have great pity for those of you that have to endure me daily!!!!!!!!)  

 
What accomplishment fills you with pride so far this school year? 
I can name many accomplishments. The way we all muddled through this new ‘normal’ and kept our spirits (and our sanity), how 
adept I have become with computers (some sarcasm may be added here), and how proud I am of the students who stayed with us 
each day, logging on and doing the work. They were so helpful and positive throughout it all and this made me so appreciative of 
their efforts.  
Overall the biggest accomplishment for me is how we stuck together and kept the show on the road and did this to our best efforts. 
We constantly talk about resilience – we are the definition of resilient after the last twelve months! 

 
How did you get interested in the subject that you teach? 
I have always loved English. I read constantly when I was young and I looked forward to my English classes in Secondary school. I 
think reading is a wonderful pastime and it has helped to sustain me throughout my life. I had great teachers in my school and they 
helped to inspire my decision to become an English teacher. I loved my novel so much in Leaving Cert that I named my daughter 
after the female character in it. You never know I might see a few Gar’s or Madge’s around these parts in the future as I know I 
have inspired many this year with our texts in class!!!!!!!! In terms of teaching RE, I went to a convent secondary school and I 
loved every minute of my RE classes. We had many interesting (and heated) debates over issues and I thought I was going to set the 
world on fire when I became an RE teacher. You never know I may succeed yet! 

 
What movie or series have you most enjoyed in lockdown? 
I really enjoyed ‘We’re The Millers’ and I loved the Netflix Series Virgin River.  

 
In a sentence what lesson has lockdown taught you? 
Never take anything for granted ever again. See a little bit of good every day. Be grateful for family and friends.   

 
If you could go anywhere right now, where would you go and why? 
I would go directly to my family home, along with my two sisters to stay with our Mom and have a reunion of the Foley Women! 
{Can I squeeze in Penny’s there as well please?} 

 
Who is your celebrity crush? 
Yerra I wouldn’t say no if Rene-Jean Page (an infamous Duke) wanted to have a cup of coffee with me like…#justsaying! 

 
What is your dream car and why? 
I am driving it!  However according to my Sixth Years it needs to be updated to a newer model!  

 
What’s your favourite song and why? 
At the moment I am loving Ed Sheeran’s Afterglow. It is just easy listening.  



In November 2020, staff and students in Tarbert Comp took on the Mount Everest Chal-

lenge. The competition aimed to get all staff & students active during the long winter eve-

nings, and that it did. The goal was to reach the summit of Mount Everest, 8848m or 

11,611 steps,  as many times as possible before the Christmas break. Prior to beginning Mr 

Harnett, Ms. Moloney and Ms. O’ Sullivan along with the excellent help of the student 
council, organised the students & staff into teams which would compete against each other 

for the next four weeks. All students took part & were divided into teams using their class 

groups for junior cycle & maths/English classes for senior cycle. The staff were randomly 

drawn into four teams. 

Week one of the competition saw the school grounds busy at break times, with teachers & 

students trying to get their step count up. While some student groups were slow to get start-

ed, Ms. Brick’s LC1 maths class stormed into an early lead, leading their closest challeng-
ers St. Munchin’s by over 400,000 steps. Team B led the teacher’s race to the summit at 
the end of week one, closely followed by Team C.  

Week two saw Team B strengthen their lead in the teacher’s race, while Team C had a 
week to forget. Their drop off in pace allowed Team D to take over second place. Students 

were much more active in the second week of the competition & this showed as more teams 

came into contention. Ms. Brick’s LC1 maths class maintained their early pace while St. 
Munchins were over taken by St. Patricks. Ms. Dillon’s maths class stepped up their pace 
this week & entered the fold.  

In week three St. Patrick’s began to put the pressure on Ms. Brick’s leaders with over 1 
million steps recorded. This made the competition at the top very close & put the pressure 

on both teams to perform during the final week. In the teacher’s competition, Teams A & 
C began to drop off leaving two teams to fight it out. A great week for Team D saw them 

close the gap on Team C. This would make for a close finish.  

Just as Team D thought they might pull off an unlikely win, Team B, led by Mr. McElli-

gott, again picked up their pace to claim first place in the staff competition. In the student 

competition, very little separated the top two teams. After some double checks to ensure no 

mistakes were made, St. Patricks were announced winners, narrowly beating Ms. Bricks, 

class by only 3,000 steps. A big thanks to the student council for helping to run this compe-

tition & well done to all involved!  

Mr P. Harnett 



1st – St. Patricks 

197 Climbs 

A journey of a thousand miles begins 
with a single step!  



Nothing is so beautiful as ...poems after Hopkins 
By the LC2s!  

Grand Stretch in the evening –  

Eamon O Connor 

 

The skies clear and blue, 

Spring sounds, the swallow sparrow and cuck-

oo. 

White frost the odd mornin’, 

The red sky gives the warnin’, 

Of the rain and rough weather to come. 

 

There's new buds on the trees, 

New life – birds, lambs and bees, 

The sharp spring sun can be deceiving, 

“But sure look it, isn't there a grand stretch in 

the evening.” 

 

 

Spring  

Danielle McKenna 

 

Another spring 

morning 

in the cold 

abandoned 

corridors 

trying to hide 

from the teachers 

in order to stay 

inside 

when they finally 

find us holding 

the door open so 

wide 

the gush of cold 

wind could seen 

shivers down 

your spine 

to be met with the 

piercing ping that 

is bell 

to go back 

inside again 

Opening into Spring  

Ellen Egan 

 

The door has opened into spring 

I hear the blackbirds and swallows sing, 

They gracefully glide up through the clouds 

Looking down on the luscious landscape on the 

ground. 

The evening sky is full of light 

Bursting with colour, and full of delight, 

Like beacons of hope, the stars hold my gaze, 

Making me think about the coming of summer 

days. 

On The Outside 

Conor Hogan  

 

I stroll through a foreign field, 

Caressed by the luscious lilies 

That breath freshness into my  

Humid environ. A world that is 

Limitless awaits me. 

 

No longer am I confined to my 

Box.  

The scent of tulips and their renowned 

Richness sweeps me towards a  

Hive.  

 

The bees swarm in and out, those  

Retreating inwards satisfied with  

This position. For them, they can 

Go inside, to safety. 

I do not envy them. 

 

Come eve, a bright, lucid lightning bolt 

Strikes the atmosphere. The outer 

wildlife 

Scurry to safety. Not me, however. 

Why would I? Like the soft gale that 

blew  

Earlier, 

 

An external problem is refreshing for 

me. 

Nicola Scanlon 

Spring breathes anticipation  

When green shoots grow long 

lovely and lush  

Unfurling into flowers 

The sweet scent of Freesia 

Surrounding us  

 

Spring is enhancing joy  

Birds singing  

Grass growing  

Water running  

Children roaming through the 

damp fields  

 

Spring brings new beginnings  

As we wake we have a spring 

in our step 

We glance at the hope and the 

promise of a morning sunrise  

The joy unfolding thus optimis-

tic new life 

 



 

Heaven on Earth 
Anna Shine, Maura Shine, Leah Flahive 
Like heaven on earth is the season of spring 
Lush, love and lust for the beauty within. 
The blooming buds and the buzzing bees  
Oh what it’s like to be free. 
 
The dew on the grass is succulent and sweet, 
The lambs are inside fast asleep, 
The sun is out, the daffodils are sunning, 
The leaves are green, the bees are humming 
 
The lush green grass emerges from the soil,  
The glassy dew glistening on its blades like 
strands of precious pearls.  
The air is heavy with the richness of new 
growth.  
Spring returns with the promise of new hope. 
 
 
Eden 
Ellen Godfrey 
 
Eden, 
In all its glory. 
Deep hues of scarlet enticed man and woman. 
Promises of joy, of laughter. 
Hopes of prosperity echoed in the richness of 
the earth. 
Across lush & lavish terrain they wandered. 
Banished for their sin. 
Oh but the result of the temptation did nothing 
to ease their mind. 
Eden, 
In all its glory, 
Dark and menacing to all who test it. 
 
 
 
The World Awakens 
Gillian Musgrave 
 
There once was a spring when the world went 
to sleep. 
It gave us a chance to give nature a peek. 
The birds sang,  
The flowers bloomed, 
The lush grass was green, 
The rippling streams were clear, 
The beautiful world was evident to see, 
The sad fact is it was the first time for me. 
 
 

 

The World in Our Palm 
Saoirse Aherne 
 
When times come that strike us with fear, 
The richness of hope will soon be near. 
The heavens will open white and calm, 
With the entire world in our palm. 
In our youth we are filled with ambition, 
We will do what we feel to fulfil our passion. 
Life is long but too fast to waste, 
Our precious time staying in one place. 
Have fun and live your life,  
All you need to do is what feels right. 
 
 
What Heaven Is Like 
Erin Da Silva  
 
Ever wonder what it’s like in Heaven? 
Some believe there’s a tunnel of light 
Waiting for your departing soul. 
Others think there’s a choir of angels 
Singing jovial praises and songs of joy 
All day long, 
A sweet symphony. 
Everything is beautiful, 
That’s all everyone can agree on; 
But it seems as though nobody knows 
Exactly what it looks like. 
Colours you can’t see as a mortal human, 
Flowers that create music as your feet step onto 
The soft bed of grass. 
Maybe they eat manna all day. 
Nobody knows. 
The certainty lies in dying. 
In the Bible too. 
“What no eye has seen, 
Nor ear heard, 
Nor the heart of man imagined, 
 What God has prepared for those who love 
him?  



Hello. Our names are Jim & Paula–Eve Culhane 
and we are First Years 
 

We are siblings. We were asked to write a piece 
for the Year book about entering the BTYS Ex-
hibition 2021.  
 

Our project for the BTYS was entitled, 
‘Decomposing Rushes, the answer to heating 
homes?’ We investigated the potential in de-
composing rushes to generate heat. We carried 
out a number of experiments which we docu-
mented via photos and text using the scientific 
method. 

 

These experiments led us to build a Rush Cham-
ber and heat exchange room. A lot of the daily 
tasks included measuring the air temperature 
outside. The temperature of the decomposing 
rushes and the internal chamber air. We had a 
lot of alcohol and probe thermometers to moni-
tor & record our data. We researched / read up 
on heat, decomposition of rushes etc. Along the 
way we had many challenges to overcome in 
the project and had to figure out solutions. We 
had to write up a daily diary, do a big  report 
book graphs etc. and a three minute video 
presentation with power points . 

The BT Young Scientist Experience 



Our findings showed that a bale of decomposing 
rushes would generate a temperature of over 40 
degrees Celsius for 21 days 24 hours a day. The 
judging process was very thorough with three 
rounds and three different judges asking us ques-
tions. This was all done virtually but was still 
nerve wracking .Being a group project definitely 
helped us as we could divide the work load and 
we could focus on bringing our individual 
strengths to the project. We watched the an-
nouncement of the winners on Friday 8th January 
2021. We nearly fell off the chairs with the ex-
citement & delight when the RTE presenter 
called out our names and our school & Project 
title. We got third place in the Junior Technology 
section of the BT Young Scientist Competition 
2021 

We wish to thank all our science teachers Ms C O 
Connor ,Ms J Mulvihill & Ms R O Donoghue. 
Mr Prendiville ,Ms L Moloney, Ms E Fitzgerald 
and students and staff who wished us well. 

 

Covid-19 brought the new possibility of 
a virtual events that can be seen all 
around the world. BT Young Scientist 
was no different. We entered our project 
ideas around October and found out in 
early November that we got through. 
Three groups from our school got 
through to the interview rounds. For the 
next month, we all worked-on our pro-
jects preparing for the different elements 
of the different stages. These included 
the project booklet/diary, video and in-
terviews. The interviews happened be-
tween the 6th and 8th of January. We all 
got to the final rounds.  

 

Although we didn’t win any big prizes, it was an incredible experience. It was hard work but we 
got to talk about something we have an interest in which made it easier. It gave us skills that we 
can use for life. Overall, it was an amazing experience     







Creating the Yearbook Cover 

 

How the magic happens!!  

From the theme, to the design process and to its realisation…. 
 

Each year a theme is chosen for Awards Night. This year’s theme “And Still I Rise” is based on a  po-
em by Maya Angelou which inspires us to look towards creating an uplifting feeling. It helps give us 
focus, helps us to gather our thoughts and most of all get creative. The prize, for the best artistic de-
sign is the coveted  front cover of the School Yearbook!  This year we had three groups working on the 
project, two first year art classes and Fifth Year Art. Art students take a design approach based on 
the curriculum through the spectrum of Graphic Design. Students produce an A4 size drawing, first 
researching their design ideas, referencing various styles and influences. They develop lettering styles 
through a component of graphic design called Typography. In their sketchbooks students combine de-
sign, lettering and illustration through sketches to work through their vision of the theme given. This 
is no easy task as each idea is progressed from scratch. Completed cover designs are then submitted as 
a Graphic Design Project to the Art Department. The magazine committee will then look for a winner 
to be chosen. The winner will hold pride of place on the front cover, with other submissions used 

through the magazine to showcase the student’s talent. Here is a sample of some students work. 

The Design Process—From Idea …. 

  



To  the End Result!   

  

  

  

Well done to everyone on such fabulous designs. The Winner of 

this Year’s Cover Design is  Xiao Ying Li. 

All the Runner up designs can be seen on the inside of the back and 

front covers: Featured in this year’s edition is the beautiful work 
of :  Megan Kelly, Zuzanna Palys, Caitlin Halton, Hamish O’Car-
roll, Maire Spaight, Xin Yan Yao, Danielle Finucane, Derbhile O 

Carroll, Enna Dawson, Grainne Musgrave, Patrick Brosnan, Fa-

biano Da Silva, Aimee O’Donovan, Katie Fitzell, Ciara O’Carroll 



The Story of One Design    -  Fabiano Da Silva 

For the title of my magazine front cover I have cho-
sen to use a “Broadway” font in black writing, as it 
is plain yet it stands out against the basic nature of 
the rest of the drawing. I have chosen to curve it at 
the bottom to correspond with the roundness of 
the sun. In the rough sketch , I was unsure whether 
to use marker or colouring pencil. I decided on 

Because control towers can be 
seen at every airport, and be-
cause I already knew I was going 
to base my project on an airport, 
I decided that it would be a good 
idea to combine the lighthouse 
in the school crest with a control 
tower, which would be placed in 
the background of the picture. 

I have experimented with combining the school light-
house with the control towers shown in the images 
above. I eventually chose the second sketch as my fi-
nal product as I felt it better matched the image I had 
in mind and looked more polished.  

Once I had decided on my control tower, I also experi-
mented with colour in the second sketch. I was unsure 
as to whether I should use cooler tones – which were 
more true to life – or warmer tones. It would all de-
pend on whether I decided on a blue sky or a sunset.  

I researched two different images of the sun rising. I 
used different shades of blue and I blended in the col-
ours to give a realistic effect. On the first image, I fo-
cused on featuring hot and cold colours, the hot col-
ours for the sun and its rays and the cold colours for 
the clouds. On the second image, I heavily focused on 
cold colours for my light rays and clouds are positioned 
differently compared to the first image. 



Fabiano Da Silva 

I drew different ideas of a runway. 
Firstly, I drew a road with the sun 
and its light rays at the back-
ground. The arrows at the road 
points out the direction where the 
sun is rising. The second image cor-
responds to my finalised poster 
where the runway happens to be 
the road. The runway is orange col-
oured as it represents the reflected 
colour from the rising sun. 

I picked these fonts because they match up with the way I drew my poster. I experimented those 
fonts initially and then I began drawing these fonts and I worked with various different colours to see 
which worked best for the cover. 

The first plane I drew is coloured in light grey. The plane represents 
the rising situation. As I worked through drawing out the aeroplanes, 
they happened to get darker in colour. 

This is the rough sketch of my final 
piece. I put my heading at the top, I 
interpreted clouds, the plane, the 
sun, the light rays, the terrain and 
the runway. The most important 
feature I included is the control 
tower where it corresponds to the 
Tarbert Lighthouse. 



Fabiano Da Silva 

Sunrise  - Fabiano Da Silva  

I wake up to see a beautiful sunrise, 
And feel a slow smile appear on my face. 
I get up and go outside. 
The sun’s rays wrap me in a warm embrace. 
 
The sun continues to rise and rise 
As I stand there, stock still, staring in awe. 
I then decide 
To go inside 
And photograph what I saw. 
 

The image does it no justice. 
No camera 
Will ever capture 
The natural beauty of the sun. 
But the opportunity to save the moment forever 
Was too perfect to miss. 
 
Still the sun rises. 
Later it will set and disappear. 
But still it rises again, and again, and again. 



 

The  Queen's Gambit  
Jim Culhane St. Senans 

 

What I liked about the show was that  the  chess 
was very similar  to how a game would be played. 
The show was very good at taking account of the 
chess and also the challenges Beth the main char-
acter was facing in life as an orphan. One thing  
that I liked more than other series  was the great 
job the creators did with the clothing style, shop 
items and the lovely locations.  I loved the way 
that they portrayed the Cold war and Beth's meet-
ing with the Russian chess masters and the interest 
the everyday Russians had in chess tournaments. 
The Russian  old people playing chess in the park 
was a sight to behold. My favourite parts were 
when everybody was helping Beth and how working 
together made her stronger and the support of 
their childhood friend. 

The thing I found most interesting was that the Queen's Gambit  is based on a book and also a 
chess  opening strategy. This strategy was used in the final chess game. I have used the Queen’s 
Gambit opening and its a nice one.  What  I didn’t like was that it ended! The only other thing 
that I would have liked is a bit more showing of the games but I understand it is also for people 
that don’t know much about chess .  

3. Spider-Man PS4  

Description; A new villain named Mister Negative is threatening New York 

with a deadly virus named devil's breath. Some of spider man's past villains 

are broken out of prison and he also has to defeat them and save new york. 

 

Opinion: This game was an extremely enjoyable experience from swinging 

peacefully throughout New York or fighting enemies. 

Score: 9/10 

 

2. Dark Souls remastered  

Description: Four lords ruled the land Gravelord Nito, The four Kings, Bed of 

Chaos and Seath the Scaleless. They had an ongoing war with the dragons to 

create kingdoms. Seath knowing what the lords are doing is wrong betrays 

them and fights with the dragons. 

Opinion: Dark Souls games are known for how difficult they are because of 

this you get frustrated by fighting the bosses over and over until you've 

learned every move so you can beat them. 

Score: 9.5\10 

 

1. The Last of Us 

 

Description: An outbreak of and human fungus ravages the united states 

turning civilians into zombies. 

Joel miller flees Austin to get away from the infection. A 14 year old girl 

named Ellie is immune to the infection so if she gets bit she wont turn. 

Joel's goal is to safely escort Ellie across America to reach the fireflies a 

group of bandits who can take her blood creating a vaccine. 

Opinion: this game had me playing for hours looking at the stunning visuals 

intense gameplay sad story line just made me want to progress further into 

the story. Score: 10\10  

 



Hugh O Donnell  
 

BOOM! The island shook. My eyes sprung open. What happened? What was that noise? Fearful, I looked out of 
the eroded cave. Everything appeared the same - the ocean and sky still met at the horizon. But this morning was 
different, I could tell. The waves still lapped onto the beach, the crows still cawed and the leaves still rustled, but I 
could tell. I wasn't sure what to feel – dread, excitement, fear, or hope? I gripped my shawl and tied it loosely 
around my waist with twine. I hopped out of the cave and clambered onto Maggie. She left out an almighty neigh 
and took off at breakneck speed towards the beach. That’s where it came from - the noise - I was sure of it. Adren-
aline was coursed through my veins as I neared the dunes. Then I saw it. In my astonishment, I fell off Maggie, 
crashing into the ground. That would hurt later but for now I didn’t care. For 991 days, since my exile, I have 
walked this beach and seen nothing. And now, right before my eyes, as though she had sprouted from the ground 
itself, was a colossal lady made of metal, a torch in her right hand, a script in her left. I fell to my knees, dumb-
founded, Was this a sign from God? What else could it be? I had to get word of this to the king, and then I saw the 
miniature inscriptions all over the Metal Lady. It was an ancient form of writing, from before the war, I had read 
of it, hieroglyphics - I had to get them translated……... 

Adam Hayes 

 

Liberty. Once the guardian of New York, ‘the Big Apple’ as they 
once to called it, reclaimed now by Mother Nature. Now it’s 
here - Liberty - buried in the sand, its cold green copper glow-
ing in the salty wind. This place is much quieter than its origi-
nal home. The only sound now is the hungry crash of Atlantic 
waves slowly consuming the land. Waves that will eventually 
heave this colossal beast out to sea and to the next stop on its 
journey. There are less people now. The odd pilgrim comes to 
pray for a saviour or to pray for peace…they do not hurry – 
they know even this marvel of human engineering, with time, 
will dissipate to nothing. Its thick metal will buckle and bend, 
parts fall off in deafening screeches, perhaps unheard, perhaps 
crushing an unlucky traveller. Over decades, centuries even, its 
story will be passed down seeming almost like fantasy, until it 
is forgotten, just like everything else.  

Ella Tobin  
 

Not much happened in this small, sleepy town in the far south west corner of Ireland, situated as it was amidst 
miles and miles of flat farmland near the Atlantic coast. It served mostly as a centre for shopping for the many 
surrounding small villages and a market centre for farmers to buy and sell stock. It had, however, some unusual 
facilities for such a small town, one of which was a racecourse, which, once a year, attracted people from all over 
the country for its famous annual festival. 
 

With the festival came thousands of people and with the thousands of people came, the fair. 
 

For one autumnal week a year, a quiet part of the town centre was transformed from a scruffy car park into a 
seething mass of lights, sounds and smells, as hundreds of young people, drawn like bees to a September orchard, 
crammed into one small acre for their annual fix of excitement and freedom. A week where thousands of stars 
shone a twinkling black ceiling over the flashing, swirling, strobing, sea of neon, and the boom of music blasting 
from speakers competed with the incessant hum of the fairground rides. 

Brigid Flahive  
 

The brittle brawn of my bones pulls me down to the 
dust.  I crackle and creak as I am propelled forward - 
torn in a continuous loop of yanking and tugging, ach-
ing with every new rotation. A little girl, twirls like a 
pinwheel on a warm summer’s night. Her dress, 
speckled with asters reflects the glistening lights of 
the fairground, a kaleidoscope of multi-coloured hues 
cast in every direction. I hope that she is kind to my 
aged frame. It seems impossible that such a delicate 
being can induce such distress. She moves freely, her 
energy mocking my agony.  Her youth is enviable. 
Through the babble and buzz of the burgeoning 
crowd, all I hear is her voice. What is her story? I need 
to know. I pray that this ride never ends.  

A Picture Paints a Thousand Words... 



Dear Martha, 
My darling I miss you so much . I long to hold 
you in my arms again. I am sorry that I 
haven’t written to you more. The weather is 
against us with one downpour after the next. 
It is very difficult to write in these sludgy 
trenches . There are rats everywhere, they keep 
pinching my rations! Rations are not so good 
- one cup of beef stew and two potatoes be-
tween 35 men. We are all starving, it is hard 
to stay strong. I am having countless sleepless 
nights here , the bombing is non stop. It goes 
on all through the night. Today I was on the 
front line. I was nearly killed but here I am. 
Your prayers have kept me alive Martha. Oh 
how I love and miss you so much. 
Tomorrow we are heading towards France. 
Sargent says that we are making good pro-
gress and that we should be home for Christ-
mas. I will be counting down the days my 
love. I cannot wait to see you. Remember Mar-
tha, that I love you and that we will be to-
gether again soon. 

We were never told we would be burying our friends you know . If I was told I’d have to be an undertaker as-well as a soldier I 

wouldn’t be here . Not for love nor money . The horrific sight of decapitated bodies flung here and there will be forever 
burned into my memory. The unpredictability of life and death here is unbearable. The fear makes us wish for death - suicidal 

men fighting for  their country!  Daily I bury men I didn’t know, but men that all the same felt like brothers to me. Every even-
ing I think of my three at home , my wife and my two children. I picture them sitting next to the radio by a blazing fire on, 

anxiously waiting to hear how we were getting  on out at war . What I would give just to spend one more night with them next 

to that cosy fire. That’s the problem you know , you don’t know what you’ve got until it’s gone . There’s only one honourable 

thing about dying out here and that is knowing that you died for your country, for the ground your children will play, grow, 

live and love on. That’s the only reason to risk being wrapped up in your country’s flag before being thrown into a 6ft hole…. 

During my time, I hosted many a funeral. Dried  litres of 
tears, saw hundreds of scarlet faces and dozens of bou-
quets. But this felt different. It didn’t feel like a man 
had died. There was no casket, no flowers nor hearse. It 
felt like an ancient ritual in the modern era, one of many 
chores that the sergeant and colonel had to carry out. I 
stood there, reciting Hail Marys, alone. By the time of 
my fourth or fifth recital, I got a look from the Sergeant 
that indicated this would be an ‘express’ burial, just like 
the others. I tried to co-operate, to adapt to the scenario, 
but it didn’t feel just. This man was one of thousands 
killed mercilessly on the battlefield, surrounded by cal-
lous generals and other martial expendables. But he was 
still a human. Still a man. With a wife and children and 
other family. But not here. Here, he was debris, rotting 
on the land of sacrifice. It seemed as though my presence 
was the least he deserved. The generals covered his un-
seen corpse with the earth he had died on before moving 
ahead. But I was still a step behind them.  

The damp dew settles on the freshly dug earth as the 
early morning fog encroaches over endless rows of 
nameless crosses.  We take turns pulling the coarse 
rope between the bars of the wooden stretcher.  We 
lower them down again and again, they don't need 
coffins, only their nation's flag to protect them.  Some 
were brutally killed by a barrage of bullets, bombs or 
bloodshed,  but most died cold and alone spluttering, 
choking and retching in the disease ridden depths of 
the trenches.  The rough rope burns our palms as we 
lower each body down. The soil is heavy, wet and 
sticky. The chaplain rushes a prayer as we dig the 
earth over burying our comrades in a nameless for-
eign land.  The other men are silent and stare at the 
earth between their feet.  The constant booms and 
crashes far in the distance don't disturb the whis-
pered prayers of the chaplain.  The day will be long 
but our work will never be done.  The bombs will 
keep booming, the bullets will keep firing and the 
corpses will keep coming. 

The ferocity of this war is frightening. The battlefield is a silent field of blood and a field of death. Before there 
were bullets flying everywhere. The intensity of these bullets was stunning. The soldiers on the front line 
dropped one after another. It was unbearable to watch and my heart was thumping so hard it was deafening. The 
smell of blood was strong - I could nearly taste it .The hardest thing about the war was being so close to all these 
soldiers. At any time a stray bullet could end a life. There was a cold malevolent air during the burial  of the bod-
ies. The wind was howling past us in every direction enhancing the fact of this sudden confusion for those who 
didn’t make it through. Our uniform was concealed in blood sweat and tears. The wrapping of the bodies in 
black bags was utter torture letting go of the body’s was pure persecution and also bittersweet as I couldn’t help 
but think were the men going down under much more protected than we will ever be. 



Talented Tarbert and Christmas Cheer  



   

   

   

   

   

   

Directed by Ms. Lane!!  



Conor Hogan  

On Film 

YOU MAY BECOME A 

NEGLECTED ARTIST. 

BUT THAT’S OKAY. 

Here’s an unpopular opinion: Comedy is the 
most difficult and challenging art form. Sorry 
Michelangelo, but in my opinion, the work of 
Eddie Murphy holds more merit!  We recent-
ly asked young filmmakers in our Twitter poll 
what genre of film do they intend to produce 
during their career, and whilst a seriously 
huge 53% consider themselves drama kings 
and queens, a laughable 4% chose the genre 
of jokes. Of course, this makes sense to me, 
as a comedy writer himself who has been 
handed the awkward response of “Oh…ok” at 
many film networking events when I’ve told 
other filmmakers about my interest in come-
dy for film.  

Anyone who has watched the films of Sacha 
Baron Cohen will remember the hilariously 
unorthodox characters of Borat or Nobby 
from Grimsby before they remember what 
actually happened to them. From my own 
experience of writing comedy, I know that 
an interesting character can write a story 
themself and one of the reasons why I be-
lieve comedy is so difficult to master is be-
cause of this reliance on memorable person-
nel. A writer can find an intriguing premise 
easily. Finding intriguing characters takes 
skill. So, how is it done?  

anti-hero appeals to the mothers of this world 
when, mid-combat, he realises that he forgot 
to turn the stove off. We are grateful when 
someone understands our everyday experienc-
es and grievances. When these concerns are 
acknowledged with a touch of satire or hu-
mour, naturally we are amused and enter-
tained. Having a character with superhuman 
powers is fine, but that touch of humanity is 
needed to make them work in comedy.  
powers is fine, but that touch of humanity is 
needed to make them work in  comedy.   

One only has to look at the 
mere seven films that have 
won ‘Best Picture’ over the 
span of 92 Academy Awards to 
realise that comedy is a ne-
glected genre. However, I be-
lieve that this subsection of 
cinema is also timeless, with 
many young talented writers, 
like you, who just need that 
extra helping hand to make a 
masterpiece. But what does 
one need to make a great com-
edy? Let’s find out! 

Perhaps a reason why the comedic film gen-
re is so neglected is because of comedy’s 
emphasis on characters over narratives. 
Many great comedic projects have one spe-
cific trend: Characters are primary. The sto-
ry is secondary. Since most critics seem to 
lack the understanding of what makes com-
edy films so good, a comedy writer’s best bet 
is to aim their film at public audiences, the 
‘Average Joe’. what audiences love and re-
member most about a good comedy is not 
the journey the characters take, but the 
characters themselves.  

Do you want to know why the 
average person loves a great 
comedy character? It’s because 
they can relate to them. Many 
fathers can understand the ac-
tions of Adam Sandler and 
Chris Rock in ‘Grown Ups’. Be-
cause most children are gener-
ally secret psychos with rosy 
smiles, most young kids can 
understand the appeal of Kevin 
McAllister and his house of 
nightmares in ‘Home Alone’. 
Even ‘Deadpool’, a foul-
mouthing, henchman-killing 



Conor Hogan  

On Film 

Of course, comedy also comprises jokes 
and set-ups. To me, comedy and laughs 
are a much more effective and healthier 
means of forgetting troubles than alco-
hol or any other substance. I doubt any-
one reading this article has failed to 
laugh at a comedy film once in their life. 
Despite the common trend nowadays of 
critics and panellists dismissing comedy 
films as ‘unartistic advertisements’, there 
are more Jennifer Anniston films being 
made each year. We love to laugh, it’s a 
common trait built into every human. 
However, jokes that are lazy or clichéd 
can often have the opposite effect on the 
viewer, so how do we ensure that what 
we are writing isn’t completely awful?  

 

Well, if you thought fleshing out a char-
acter was tough, try writing multiple 
jokes that are guaranteed to land. It’s 
impossible. There isn’t a single joke that 
you can come up with that will amuse 
everyone. The ‘funniest joke ever writ-
ten’ sketch from Monty Python lied to 
you. I’m sorry. But don’t be disheart-
ened, there are still many unique ways to 
frame your jokes. Slapstick humour, 
which has been employed as far back as 
the films of Charlie Chaplin and Laurel & 
Hardy is a safe way of writing humorous 
material as humans naturally enjoy the 
misfortune of others. Cynical yet effec-
tive. But when was comedy ever about 
being safe? More and more, jokes are 
pushing new boundaries, becoming 
darker, more detailed and more unique. 
This is why it is now so difficult to com-
pose a joke which is original. A joke is 
funny the first time, but when a ‘paper 
thin disguise’ has been used in every de-

My advice? Again, your jokes should be in-
spired from your own experiences, as they 
feel more grounded and raw. And I know 
what you are thinking. But what if nothing 
interesting has happened in my life? Well, 
with experience of the creative process comes 
experience of life. As you get older, not only 
will you have a better understanding of how 
comedy works, but also of how people work. 
So don’t worry if you haven’t got the material 
yet. Good jokes come with good experience. 
 

Ultimately, if one is to be a comedy writer for 
film, they can’t expect to receive all the criti-
cal acclaim or awards of a drama or science 
fiction filmmaker. But by gaining experience, 
working on projects with others and enjoying 
their craft, a comedy filmmaker can still have 
an excellent career and a life full of amazing 
experiences. It all starts with you. I hope this 
advice helps.  

It was an unusual year to start Post Prima-
ry School—here’s what some of the First 

Years thought: 

When me and my parents were exploring different second-
ary schools most of them felt unwelcoming and even scary. 
Once I walked in the Tarbert School’s door it was full of 
colour, joke signs, art, paintings and creativity, I knew that I 
was welcome here. I feel more secure and definitely happi-
er spending time in Tarbert School. t is very different than 
my Primary School, it feels more free and enjoyable and 
I've realised that its perfectly normal to make mistakes and 
be different to others.  

Meeting new people and trying new 
subjects  has been the highlight of 

my year in Tarbert 

My favourite 
thing about Tar-
bert is that there 
is always some-

thing to do  



Born to Fly 

As I emerge from my cocoon to the glaring light 
from above, 

I feel my life is starting and I will rise above, 
I feel so at ease to be fluttering in the breeze, 

As I navigate my way through the towering trees. 
 

I fly above the sea as it tries to better me, 
I land upon a petal as the breeze begins to set-

tle, 
The fog it tries to take my sight, 

But I persevere with all my might. 
 

Eventually regaining flight, 
I soar into the sky, 

I will not let anything keep me down, 
For I was born to fly. 

 

                     by Maeve Ahern 

‘Still I Rise’ 
 
‘Still I Rise’, my sister reads  
Finishing her favourite poem.  
She snuggles up beside me, 
On our couch at home. 
 
‘I can do anything!’, my sister shouts 
At the top of the tree she hangs out. 
I’m there always, hanging beside her,  
Holding her hand. 
 
‘Still I Rise’, she whispers softly. 
Laying still on the hospital bed. 
Her body goes cold.  
Gone. But not dead.  
 
By Caitlin Halton 

Still we rise 
 

Life isn't fair 

Yet we still try 

To even out the scoreboard, 

Equal happiness and strife 

 

Death is not merciful, 

She takes prisoners everyday 

We scramble to keep living 

Aware death is just the next stage 

 

Existence itself is empty, 

Numb, cold and alone 

What's the point in breathing?  

If you’re only a vessel, skin, blood and 
bone 

 

But the unknown is important 

The unsureness keeps us alive, 

Striving for bigger and better 

Out on subconscious full of lies 

 

Without life there is nothing 

Without death there is no meaning 

Hand in hand they coexist, 

The illusion of time still deceiving 

 

Humanity moves forward, 

For the grass is always greener on the 

other side 

No matter the hardship, travesty, or 

division, 

Still we rise. 

 

By Maire Spaight 

Still I Rise 

 

Challenges and struggles are a part of life 

Everyone faces them 

And you have to try 

 

To overcome them and push yourself through 

To motivate yourself  
You can do it  

It’s true 

 

Don’t be afraid to ask for a hand 

There’s always someone there  

That will help when they can 

 

Stay strong, keep going 

I know that it’s tough 

As long as you try 

Then that’s enough 

 

By Katie O Donnell 



I Will Rise 

 

We’ve had no hugs,  
In case of bugs, 
I couldn’t hug Nana, 
I couldn’t hug Granda.  
 

When they get their vac-
cine, 
Into them I will lean,  
And with happiness, 
To the skies I will rise. 
 

By Clodagh Sheehy 

Unfairness 

 

People face challenges on the daily, 
Sometimes since they were but a mere baby. 
Usually because of things such as gender and 
race, 
Why is our world such an unfair place? 

 

  

Why does an actor get paid more than an actress? 

When nearly everyone knows that it is madness, 
And causes a great deal of sadness. 
  

  

Why do some people think they are better? 

Because they think their culture, race, or gender, 
Is in any way superior when we are all the same. 
And for all this discrimination there is only a few 
cruel people to blame. 
     
By Sarah Neville 

I would have never thought, 

That racism would arise, 

But I fought and fought, 

And Still I Rise. 
 

And it really takes courage, 

To stand up and fight, 

Because racism is unjust, 

And I believe it is not right. 
 

And it really is sad, 

Because i thought that we were wise, 

But discrimination is not okay, 

Yet still I Rise. 
 

The fact that this is still Occurring, 

Makes me very Unhappy, 

But if we stop it Now, 

Everyone will be happy. 
 

By Liam Hanrahan 

Still I rise 

I wake in the morning 
With sleep in my eyes 
But still I rise 
 
The morning skies  
Hurt my eyes 
But still I rise 
 
The thought of home-
schooling 
And all of the noise 
And still I rise 
 
The need for replies is 
More than I realize 
But still I rise 
 
I try to work hard but 
The work I despise 
And still I rise 
 
The weight of the world 
Is hard to disguise 
But still I rise 
 
By Darragh McSweeney 



Calf 
Oran O’ Neill 
 
So innocent a creature, Like no other calf 
Running wild around the meadow 
he prances, I laugh 
this ethereal being, so delicate, so soft 
so peaceful this moment my spirits set aloft 
his eyes like deep pots of honey, I find myself lost 
In that memorable face, he yearns for affection 
Which he receives in abundance without objection 
 
His downy white fluff, he’s a ball of cotton 
Soon he’ll be gone but never forgotten 
How he munched on the dewy green grass and the flowers 
I’ll miss him if only I had the powers 
to stop it but I can’t… 
 
 

 Here I am      

Katie Fitzell 

 
The rocks beneath our feet may crumble 
And our minds might feel like a jungle 
That earthquake will still rumble 
Yet here I am. 
 
The water has power beyond beings 
Controlling and destroying  
While the waves are still rolling 
Yet here I am 
 
It can spread in the blink of an eye 
A single match and the place will go alight 
Smoke can fill the sky 
Yet here I am 
 

 

New Growth 

Chloe Farmer 
 

Three inches under 
Dark and damp 

I ache for the sunlight 
Instead I am cramped 

 

And however I push 

Or squeeze or move 

My small lump stem 

Can never break through 

 

And then all of a sudden 

With a twist of a root 
My petals reach sunlight 
And upwards I shoot 
 

A breeze brushes past 
The sun smiling high 

I am happy at last 
And beam at the sky 

Life’s Ups and Downs 

Amy Barry   
 

And still I rise 

And still I fall, 
But this is common to us all. 
Life brings ups, 
Life brings downs, 
It also brings sighs and frowns. 
There are challenges we have to face, 
No need for haste, it's not a race. 
People are judged for who they are, 
Whether they come from near or far, 
We are all different, 
Yet we are all the same 

In our own way. 
 

There are the good who give and receive, 
But also the bad who like to tease. 
Society is not the same, 
But who is it we seek to blame. 
We have all built what the world has be-
come, 
For some it doesn’t matter it’s only some 
fun. 
There’s the good, the bad 

The happy, the sad. 
Life is worth living, 
Try to be a little giving 

And rise above it all…. 

To My Grandparents 
Roise McIntyre 
 
I just want to wrap my arms around ye  
And sit down normally for a cup of tea  
I want to wrap my arms around you both  
And get a smell of perfume from your coat  
I want to sit down right beside you  
I want to say I’ll go in the car with you too 
I want you to come and see me play ball 
I want to know I can see you straight after our call  
I want to go with you at Christmas to get fizzy drinks in litres  
And I want to go near you and not worry about stupid metres 
I want this world to go back to its old ways  
But right now it’s seems like a massive maze  
Getting lost every turn we take  
Closer and closer with every vaccine they make  
But what I need is to stay at home  
Because then and only then we will be free to roam  
Roam around in every country and town  

Laptop Lives 

Eabha Lawlee 

 

Throughout the past year, 
We’ve stayed inside,  
Meetings with friends 

Have been brushed aside. 
 

Sometimes it feels hard, 
Always wearing a mask, 
And scrubbing our hands, 
To the very last. 
 

Tasks as simple 

As going to the shop, 
Are now all done 

On your laptop. 
 

But missing your friends  
And family can be, 
Dull and dreary, 
We all can agree! 
 

School is online, 
And lots of work to be done 

From home is hard,  
Not quite as fun. 
 

Covid-nineteen, 
Taking over our lives,  
Teachers on a screen, 
And still I rise! 



Computer Says No!  
Muiris Kearney 
 
The days are long 
the nights are worse 
And all I do is sit 
and curse at this computer 
I despise. 
 
Woodwork through zoom  
I do not understand 
I miss the smells of the  
woodwork stand.  
Will this Covid ever disappear? 
Will we ever again play and cheer? 
 
The last few months 
have been severe,  
With vaccines and medics  
I hope the end is near. 
Wishing this Google 
Classroom will suspend  
Yet still I rise until it ends. 
 
 
Frontline Heroes 

Sarah Scanlon 

 

Nurses and doctors what do they do? 

Not only are they lifesavers but humans too. 

Being kind, caring, reliable and sincere, 

We look up to you. 

 

Aprons, gloves, hats and masks, 

Wearing them while having the chats, 

 

Putting your lives on the line while we hide away, 

Knowing that ye are not even halfway, 

Not only are ye brave but inspiring too, 

We look up to you, 

 

Fighting the battle day by day, 

Hoping that it won’t take ye away. 
 

An Unforgettable Year 
Emma Neylon 
 
It's been a year now, since it first began, 
Far away in China, Wuhan 
Across the world, it spread unseen,  
What now has become known as Covid 19. 
Right from the start, sanitizing was key, 
From the age of 90, right down to age 3. 
Our government in each country, told us indoors, we must stay, 
Until Covid 19 went far, far away. 
Shops, restaurants, hotels and bars were now shut, 
Staying home now for all, and living in a rut. 
One year on now, the vaccine is here 
Let us all pray it works, after an unforgettable year. 
 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Today I Rise 
Louise Scanlon  
   
As darkness falls and bedtime calls I try to 
hide my doom and gloom 

Trapped in a never-ending labyrinth 
with only myself as the monster 
Thoughts speeding through my head as I 
try to find some sleep but still it 
Will rise  
 

The night was long, but dawn awakes 
Outside I hear the birds chirping and 
singing in tune to each other 
But still, I rise out of bed get myself ready 

For the struggle of the day ahead. 
 

But today is different for today I have 
something new in mind 

For today I shall finally rise out of the 
grips of this depression 

And see the world through brand new eyes 
Today I Rise 
 

 

Rise Above It! 
Ava Horan 
 
Social media is hard to fit in, 
It's so stereotypical you can't be too fat too tall too thin, 
Scrolling through Instagram is like a mind game, 
Where everyone tries to stand out and not be too plain. 
Make one small mistake,  
And you’re called out as a snake.  
If you ever feel alone,  
Just know you’re not on your own, 
Social media is mostly an act, 
None of it’s real, 
And that's just a fact. 
 

 

Waiting Out the Storm 
Kate Scanlon Campbell 

 
Your best stories 
will come from 
your struggles 

 
The seeds of 

your successes 
are in your failures. 

 
Your praises  

will be birthed  
from your pains 

 
Keep standing 

I have never seen  
a storm last forever 

 

Soon We’ll Rise  
Caitriona Leahy 
 

Everyday feels the same, 
Covid-19 is the one to blame. 
Get up, get dressed, and get 
online, 
Don’t be late, class starts at 
nine. 
 

We go outside  
each chance we get, 
But the weather stops us, 
it goes from dry to wet. 
 

We can’t meet relatives, 
We can’t meet friends, 
It feels like the week  
just never ends. 
 

Some days are tougher, 
We all have lows and highs, 
But  stay strong  
When this is all over  
We soon will  rise  



 
 
 
 
Still I Rise Covid-19 edition 
 Devlin Fox  
 
You may write this down in history  
As the worst year of our lives. 
No friends no holidays, 
But still, like dust, I’ll rise, survive. 
 
Did you want to see me fallen, 
Coughing wheezing, feeling sick, as some have been 
Shoulders drooping down like teardrops 
Because of Covid-19 
 
Just like moons and like suns, 
With the certainty of tides, 
Just like hopes springing high,  
Still I rise 
 
Leaving behind sad nights of misery, 
I Rise. 
Leaving behind days without seeing friends, 
I rise. 
Staying positive, bringing hope 
I rise 
I rise 
I rise 
 
 

Blue Skies 
John Coolahan 

 

2020 what a hectic year  
Covid came and left us in fear 
We lost hope  
We found it hard to cope 

So we just let the torrents rage  
And went through every day like turning a page  
 

We were all left in a bad way 

We were going in slow motion everyday   
Restrictions were eased, 
We did as we pleased 

It was all great fun, 
 ‘Til we were back to square one  
 

Lockdown number 2 we knew what was in store 

We faced our fate and came back for more 

We rose to the challenge this time 

Even though cases were still on the climb 

News of a vaccine gave us hope and made us rise  
The grey clouds are finally turning to blue skies 

 

 

 

 

 

  
 
 
 

Rise 
Agata Niedzielska 
 
I will 
Fall, 
Cry, 
Stumble, 
If I let them, the walls around me will crumble 
 
But I can 
Keep going, 
Keep trying, 
Keep believing, 
And if I do, nothing will stop me from achieving 
 
Everyone can 
Overcome, 
Endure, 
Conquer,  
Rise.  
 

Learning to Juggle  
Caoimhin Barron 

 

Every day is a struggle 

Life is learning how to juggle 

School and sport and family 
too 

All these things we have to 
do 

 

Stress is what we have to 
slay 

So that we can learn to play 

To learn to laugh and to chill 
So that we do not need to 
take pills 

 

To be able to rise up and say 

My mental health will be 
okay 

My life will be filled with 
love and laughter 

Happiness will be my master 

Help From Friends 

Derbhile Kennelly 

 

When my life feels dull 

When I’ve a pain in my skull 
And I feel like I’m lost in an ocean… 

I find my friends 

Who help me mend  

My life that is full of commotion 

 

When times get tough  

And I feel rough 

Whilst my problems are never ending 

I have my support 

Who cut my woes short 

And they've got my life  back mending  

 

So when my problems extend  

I find a little help from my friends 

And I rise again 
I Wear the Crown 
Kasey Kiriakaki 
 
You set me on fire but still I rise like a hot 
air balloon. 
You hurt me with words you say like a tune. 
Your disbelief is my fuel for my rocket to get 
to the moon. 
 
You’re trying to crush my dreams but still I 
rise. 
You want to see tears in my eyes when you 
tell me lies. 
You're mean to me but I am wise. 
 
Still I rise no matter how much you try to 
put me down. 
I am the one wearing the crown. 
You want to see me frown… 
 Still I rise  
 



 

 

By Rachel Neylon 

Everybody's experience of Covid 19 is different.  There are some similarities: We 
have all had to wear masks, social distance, hand sanitise and adhere to the 
guidelines being enforced by the government.  Many sporting events worldwide, 
have been cancelled, such as the Olympic Games.  One athlete said “My dream 
to compete in the 2020 Olympics, that I have been training for with the last 
four years has been crushed by Covid.” I am an amateur athlete, and this has 
been my experience too. 
 

Last January, I had the misfortune of falling and breaking two bones in my right foot.  This put a halt to 
my gallop as I thought at the time.  However, with youth on my side I made a quick recovery.  I heard 
that qualifiers were being held in Castleisland to qualify for the very prestigious International Children's 
Games taking place in Budapest Hungary.  I wanted to go.  I took a chance as I hadn't run in over two 
months, due first to my foot injury and also having spent a lot of the previous year in hospital due to my 
asthma and compromised lungs.  That's another story. 

 

On February 1st, with trepidation, I headed to Castleisland with 
little hope.  Adrenalin pumped through my veins when I saw all the 
earlier trials taking place.  Competition was hot as I spotted all the 
known athletes from around the county.  I wanted it.  The race was 
400m with only one girl to qualify.  I 
was placed in the first heat.  I left 
nothing behind.  I led it out from the 

start and with 200m to go, two girls were on my shoulders.  I pushed on 
leaving nothing behind.  It was now or never.  With a sprint finish I was 
both shocked and thrilled to have won.  However, that didn’t mean I was on 
my way as other heats had yet to take place.  After two more heats, we 
were all summoned to see who had the best time on the clock.  The gods 
were shining down on me when I heard my name being announced.  I was 
through to represent Kerry and Ireland in Hungary in June. 
 

Now I had a goal.  Something to work towards.  My asthma improved and my foot healed.  I was very 
excited to think I would be competing against other girls from all over the world in a few short months.  
The plan was in place.  There would be swimmers, runners and Judo contestants travelling with me.  We 
were scheduled to fly from Cork on June 28th for a 10 day life experience.  We were to line out in the 
Irish colours and I was so proud to be the 400m representative.   
 

As my speed increased, the daily numbers of Covid 19 seemed to increase more.  This new pandemic was 
sweeping the world.  Countries and cities were closing down rapidly.  I realised we could be in trouble, but 
I still hoped.  Unfortunately on March 16th 2020 the organiser delivered the heart-breaking news.  The 
ICG games which were to be held in Kecskemet Hungary were cancelled.  A double loss for me as I would 
be out of age in 2021.  I didn't give up and I continue to train.  Hopefully competitions will resume in the 
near future, and I will be back on the track, ready for action. 

“And still i rise” 



Mr. Langan 

Using the theme “And Still I Rise “I sent my first year and fifth 
year groups out on a photography project. The project was set 

within their 5Km limit. I wanted them to take inspiration from 

their general surroundings to reflect their interpretation of this 

title. They had to use the elements available to them, for exam-

ple there local landscape. While out on their exercise for our 

general Wellbeing, l wanted them to look at our own local sur-

roundings and take in its own element of beauty. The theme 

suggests “And Still I Rise” which coincides now with the coming 
of spring, growth, nature and all its beauty. The students could 

take inspiration from any of these elements also including sunrise and sunsets. A further class fol-

lowed on tips and techniques on how to use the camera. Here is a sample of 

some of the students work.  

Aimee O’Donovan 

Mr. Langan 

Mr. Langan 

 

Aimee O Donovan 

Aimee O Donovan 

Katie Fitzell 

Emily Austin 

Grainne Musgrave 

Madison Parish 

Eanna Dawson 

Zuzanna Palys 



Megan Kelly 

Carragh O’ Donoghue 

Maeve Ahern 

Xin Yan Yao 

Emily Austin 

Caitlin Halton Keela Normile 

Maire Spaight 

Katie O’ Donnell 



 
Past Pupil Caoimhe Walsh on her new role in UCC 

My name is Caoimhe Walsh and since leaving Tarbert Comp in 2018 I 
have been studying in University College Cork. I definitely didn’t think I 
would ever be writing anything for the school magazine again, but here I 
am in Boole library doing so! When I was in school I wasn’t sure what I 
wanted to do in college after my Leaving Cert especially since I was not 
the biggest fan of studying (still amen’t!).  
 

After a lot of thinking I put Early Years in UCC as my first choice on my 
CAO, even though I knew the chances of me getting the points were very 
slim! The morning the CAO offers were released I got Arts in UCC and I 
accepted it straight away without giving it any thought as I was delighted 
that I had been offered anything and it was definitely one of the best de-
cisions I ever made. I had to pick four subjects to do in first year and 
could only carry two of them into second year, I chose English, Geogra-
phy, Politics and Sociology with the idea of keeping on English and Geog-
raphy and going into teaching after my degree, but this was not the case.  
 

I ended up hating English and Geography and even considered dropping 
out, but I eventually decided to keep on Politics and Sociology instead and stay in college. In second year, I really 
took an interest in student politics and was the campaign manager for a friend of mine who ran for Student Union 
last year and I really enjoyed it. This year when I came back to college, I became one of the class representatives 
for my politics class as well as becoming a member of the UCC Students Union Entertainments Crew.  
 

In November I began thinking about whether I should run for the position of Welfare Officer on the UCC Stu-
dents’ Union. I got accepted to do a master's in social policy in UCC next year, but I was still very unsure what to 
do and I decided in early February that I would run for Welfare Officer. The thoughts of the job were very daunt-
ing, but I knew it would be an extremely rewarding job, I always had a passion for helping people and that is what 
this job is all about. There are many different roles the Welfare Officer must take on and the main ones are to 
help students with their Mental Health, Physical Health, Sexual Health, Equality, Accommodation and Financial 
Issues.  
 

There are currently about 22,000 students studying in UCC and with this job you must represent and support eve-
ry single student. The election preparation lasted three weeks, I first had to get nominated to run, then I had to 
canvas it all online this year due to Covid-19 which made it a bit more difficult, but it was still very enjoyable, I 
had to speak at a husting where I spoke for three minutes about myself and then had to answer eight questions 
that students had sent in! It was an exceptionally long three weeks, but definitely worth it!  
 

I won the election on the first count and will be starting my term on the first of June and I am excited. I have a lot 
of ideas for next year especially when it comes to first year integration as many students missed out on making 
friends this year because they were studying online from home, as well as this I will be focusing a lot on tackling 
loneliness and isolation and helping students feeling as comfortable as possible with potentially returning to cam-
pus after being isolated for so long.  
 

The biggest challenge and my priority will be students’ mental health especially because due to the pandemic 
many will be struggling with this and my job is to help students in whatever way I can, and I will do so. I must 
plan events during the year too such as Mental Health and Well-being Week, Well-fest and Sexual Health and 
Guidance Week as well as many others and each event must cater for all students!  
 

 I am so excited to go into office and start the job in June and I can’t wait to be a voice for all the students in UCC 
and represent the needs of every student to the best of my ability next year and hopefully I get to see some new 
faces from the Comp around the place, I will have an open-door policy so please feel free to pop in or contact me 
at any time!  



Hi Everyone! 

Hope everyone has sur-
vived this strange year 
well-something to tell 
your grandchildren 
about! 

 I just wanted to wish all 
my former students 
health and happiness in 
your future lives. I had 
no opportunity to say goodbye and have missed 
you all this year. I particularly want to wish all 
the students I had in 2nd and 5th year all the 
best in their exams this year. I look forward to 
seeing your results. 

I've been busy with a variety of online research 
projects from Gaelic Ireland to modern day 
Northern Ireland. I'm also currently writing a 
book on the History of Money so I'm not short of a 
job! 

Don't forget all those tips I gave you in SPHE! 

Love to all the students, teaching and SNA staff, 
canteen workers, secretaries, Ms Moloney and Mr 
Prendiville, cleaners and caretakers. I miss all 
the chats! 

Grainne Henry  

Wishing our Retired Colleagues All the Best 

Congratulations to Ms Henry 
and Mrs McSweeney on their 
recent retirements. The staff 
are looking forward to the day 
they can all celebrate in style 
with them!!!!!  

The play that I am reviewing is Philadelphia Here I Come, written by Brian Friel and set in 
the 1950's in the fictional village of Ballybeg.   
 

Gar O Donnell, the protagonist, is fed up of his life in Ballybeg because his father is very 
uncommunicative and he has a humiliating job in his fathers shop.  In addition, he attempt-
ed to marry Kate Doogan, but because he failed to fight for her, she ended up marrying a 
rich younger man who lies on the same social circle as Kate.  With the total absence of pro-
spect and opportunity in his life at home, Gar O' Donnell accepted Aunty Lizzy's invitation 
to move to Philadelphia where she will take care of him.  Will Gar be able to be able to re-
pair his relationship with his father? Will Gar leave Ballybeg and travel to Philadelphia? 

 

The play was realistic for its time and gives the reader a nostalgic feel for the 1950's.  Cer-
tain characters such as Aunty Lizzy, provide comic elements, while Gar's plight is both en-
tertaining and heart wrenching to read.  We find ourselves rooting for most of the charac-
ters and their personalities are complex enough that the reader is unable to put the book 
down. 
 

This play is especially suitable for the teenage audience.  Its short length makes this play accessible for this age demo-
graphic.  There are some occasions of bad language, but overall a teenager should be able to handle the content. 
 

When I picked up this play at my local bookstore, I must admit that I thought that it would be a mediocre read.  Its cov-
er was plain and uninviting, but I knew that it's short length would tide me over on my commute to work.  However, I 
was hooked from the first few pages due to the funny colloquialisms and charming characters.  It's true what they say, 
never judge a book by its cover.   

Review of ‘Philadelphia Here I Come’ - Fabiano Da Silva 



Elijah Behan 
I chose to do LCA as I thought it 
would be a lot more beneficial to 
me because I knew you learn a bit 
more about life and that is what I 
wanted to learn about. LCA is a 
practical course that has a lot of 
typing, creating and helpful work 
it’s not all learning out of books its 
learning in different ways. The dif-
ference between LCA and the tra-
ditional Leaving Cert is, as a class, 
we go out on work experience for a 
total of 2 months. We learn things 
about life like taxes and lots of 
other valuable life lessons. I like a 
lot of what we study in LCA, its in-
teresting and will benefit me great-
ly in the future. I enjoy the fact we 
do a lot of practical work like engi-
neering, construction, and cooking. 
My favourite subject is engineering 
I really like it. LCA has made a huge impact in what I am going to do after school and it also gave me so 
much more confidence to do things, I never thought I would be able to. 

 

Rachel Dillon  
I began 5th year first doing the tradition Leaving Cert, but quickly realised it wasn’t for me. Luckily, I 
switched to LCA after the first day. I chose to do that because if I was to do the traditional leaving 
cert I knew that I wouldn’t have been successful in getting the points I needed to go straight into col-
lege to do nursing. I knew therefore, that I would end up doing a PLC course no matter what. I also 
decided to choose LCA because I knew I would get the opportunity to engage in work experience. My aim 
was to get work experience in a hospital or other care settings which would help me a lot in the future. 
Leaving Cert Applied is very different to the traditional Leaving Cert because it is much more practical, 
and we learn a lot more about the working world. 

Kayla Kiely Fitzgerald 

I joined LCA after putting down a week in LC1 and it has been the 
best decision I've ever made. LCA is all about hands-on learning, it 
is full of key assignments and tasks which are completed throughout 
the two years of LCA. Although LCA is considered “an easy way 
out” it certainly is not the case. We might not have homework and 
study to do in the evenings like every other year group, but that is 
only because we all manage to get the work done in the school day 
with full effort. What I enjoy most about LCA is the variety of sub-
jects. I believe that everyone in the class has at least one if not two 
favourite subjects and that is because of the variety of subjects we 
have. We also get to go on four lots of work experience which I be-
lieve is essential so we can get a taste of the working life.I believe 
that LCA prepares students for life outside of school more so than 
the traditional Leaving Cert. We have classes daily like Social Edu-

cation and Vocational Preparation and Guidance, which teach us the essential skills we need in life after school such as 
writing up CVs to budgeting for living away from home. Overall, I think that LCA is a brilliant choice for students who 
succeed in practical work. 



Cain McSweeney 
I chose to do LCA as I am a more practical learner, so I learn by doing and not by reading from a 
book. Leaving Cert Applied is different to the traditional Leaving Cert as you learn in a different 
way, not as much through books, but more through a practical approach. I enjoy the way there isn’t 
as much pressure from teachers and you can relax a bit more but also getting the work done. 
My favourite subject in LCA is Engineering as we do a lot of work and get to use all the machines 
needed to complete the projects as best as we can. I think LCA prepares you for life as you learn a 
lot about careers and budgeting. Lastly, the LCA programme gives you a great opportunity to try 

Isabelle Meyler 
I chose to do the LCA programme because I did not enjoy the idea or the stress of a 
traditional Leaving Cert. LCA is all about 
practical work and preparing for the working 
world and real life. In LCA you get the oppor-
tunity to study subjects such as childcare, Vo-
cational Preparation and Guidance, Social 
Education and Drama. Coursework and Key 
Assignments are key aspects of LCA. These Key 
Assignments are marked throughout on a con-
tinuous basis and make up points which go to-
wards your final grade. I enjoy the small class 
we have, as it helps the class to bond and have 
some interesting discussions. My favourite sub-
jects are Vocational Studies, Drama and 
Childcare they are all really interesting and 
fun classes. LCA prepares you by teaching you 
all about worker’s rights and job-related skills, 
additionally, you have work placement which 
helps you identify what job you might like or 
dislike. 

Eve Mulvihill 
My experience in LCA has been the best experience in all my 
years of secondary school. The LCA programme has so much 
to offer, and I really couldn’t be happier that I chose to do 
it. LCA was the perfect decision for me. My brother who was 
also in school at the time was just finishing his second year in 
LCA and I went to him for advice. His experience in LCA 
helped me make my final decision. I did not expect the two 
years to go the way they did. Because of the small group of 
students in LCA, it was easy to get to know everyone well. I 
made the best friends in LCA and couldn’t have been with a 
better group, we got to experience so much together and had 
the best time. I think one of the best things about LCA is 
that we got to do so much more than the traditional Leaving 
Cert year as we got to do work experience, go on educational 
trips like apprenticeship day and we even got to get days out 
as a reward for our hard work. We did so much group work 

and work that paid off at the end of the day. In LCA, we also get the opportunity to study different 
types of subjects such as Vocational Preparation which prepares us for the working world, Social Ed-
ucation, Drama, Childcare and Woodwork and Metal work. I am so glad I chose LCA and I would rec-
ommend it to anyone who feels the traditional Leaving Cert isn’t the right choice for them. It has 



Hope is willing to walk with 
you in the  
darkest of times, 
It is like a crackling bonfire 
growling and growing inside 
you. 
 
Hope is a friend that motivates 
you  
to keep going. 
It provides us with the incen-
tive we need  
to keep dreaming 

I am a single flower 
planted in the rich soil that 
surrounds me 
I see you pass by 
and you seem unhappy 
if only you would take notice 
that I am here for you, as 
small as I am 
I might bring a smile to your 
face 
I will continue to grow and 
blossom 
even in darkness 
for as long as you need me to 
until you are happy again 
and only then my job is done 
I will slowly stop blossoming 
and begin to fade 
as you start to smile 
and I will move on for a short 
while 

Hope is like a ray of sunshine 
It keeps you warm all way up your spine 
Isn’t it just divine  
Hope helps you find the gold mine 
If not for hope life would snap like a fishing line 
Hope makes you feel like you are on Cloud Nine 
Hope is your greatest life line. 

Hope has many happy 
moments  

Hope holds your hand 
through bad times 

And gets you through 
the rough times 

Hope comes in all 
shapes and sizes 

 

Hope is like the crackle 
of a firework at night 
Which is a very good 
sight. 
Hope is like a smile 

That stays with you for 
awhile 

 

Hope is always in your 
soul 
That gets you through it 
all 
No matter big or small 
Hope is with you through 
it all. 

Hope is like the sky at night, 
As hope keeps people bright, 
Hope is happiness smiling, 
Hugely in the high sky, 
People wonder how it gets by  
But hope is always by our side, 
Hope is the sound of the tide,  
Waves crashing, 
Hope is believing. 

What is hope? 
Hope is as real as you or me, 
You just can’t see it 
Or hear it, 
But if you could, 
Hope would roar as loud as a 
bear 
Stand as strong as a shallow 
Look like a swift bird 
Whooshing through the sky 
Calming like crashing waves 
But you still can’t see hope 
And you still can’t hear hope’ 
But you can feel hope. 

When I hope I close my 
eyes 
and I don’t realise the time 
flies. 
I sit there and hope, hope, 
hope 
that I will cope. 
 
My friends don’t believe  
with hope I achieve 
amazing things 
that begin to bling. 
 
Hope is always with us 
Nobody makes a fuss. 
Just look around at amaz-
ing things 
and they will begin to 
bling. 

Hope is a bright burning 
bomb  
That carries us through the 
day 

It can be darkened from 
time to time  
But it will be never taken 
away  
 

Hope is a sense of freedom  
When you’re trapped in a 
cage  
But hope is a bright burning 
bomb  
That takes away that rage  
 

Hope shines like an angel  
Through each and every 
one  
It get us through the tough 
times  
And it shall never be gone  
 



 
 
The next generation of air travel will be much more ad-
vanced than nowadays because of enhancements in 
technology. I think that there will be lot more planes in 
the sky, there will be more planes to deliver medicine to 
places that need it. I think that airplanes and helicop-
ters will be much more accessible because people will 
need to use them a lot more. With the current pandemic 
(coronavirus) planes are not able to be used due to safe-
ty measures. However, with the next generation of air 
travel, I think that airlines will be able to accommodate 
all of the safety measures like social distancing. I 
think that the seats will be socially distanced, for this 
to happen the planes will need to have a smaller amount of seats which would make the planes 
smaller. If the planes are smaller this means that they could be produced faster than normal 
sized planes. Having smaller planes means that they will be cheaper for the airlines to make. 
 
When vaccines have been given to most of the world’s population and the coronavirus numbers 
have died down, the airline economy will be in bad shape. They will not be used to having 
flights with so many people on it, it will take a while for them to get back up and running af-
ter having so many airplanes out of use. I think that it will also take the customers a long time 
to feel comfortable with using airplanes, most people would not have gone on a plane during the 
coronavirus pandemic and they might feel uncomfortable being around so many people for a 
long period of time. This will affect the airline economy even more. 

 
Air travel is the fastest growing source of car-
bon emissions, but eventually I think that air-
planes could become eco-friendlier. Some scien-
tists are working on developing electric planes 
within the next twenty to thirty years. Unfor-
tunately, though electric planes are very expen-
sive to make.  
 
In the near future scientist hope to have differ-
ent types of airplanes. The airline Airbus Zero 

E have come up with a new design for their airplanes which is much slimmer and flatter they 
hope that this will increase the speed of the planes and use less carbon emissions which are dam-
aging the environment. Although this airplane design still has a lot of tweaking up to do, sci-
entists at Airbus Zero E hope that this plane idea will eventually be used.  
There are so many airplanes on the face of the earth right now, and most of them are not in use. 
This has taken a huge toll on airline companies such as Aerlingus and Ryanair who have had 
to close down lots of airports. Plane companies will skip a generation of airline designs and 
start producing designs meant to be made in 2030. They hope that this will bring people back 
into the business of air travel.   

The next generation of air travel 

                   By Devlin Fox 



When Ciaran MacNamara 
took up transition year 
as an option it allowed 
him the freedom to ex-
press his artistic interest 
on mural painting. The 
creation of the new gym 
suit allowed him a blank 
canvas to work on. Once 
he had the green light to 
commence his work he 
has not looked back. 
“Beast Mode” the mural 
was based on a mixture 
of typography text and 
the illustrations of two 
lion heads.  

During Transition Year Ciaran took time out when he could to com-
plete the project, this often meant working through lunch hours af-
ter school hours and the odd occasional note excluding him from a 
few classes here and there. You cant break artistic concentration. 
With the completion of “Beast Mode” drawings and plans were made 
to continue work in the gym suit however having now progressed in-
to fifth year the dreaded pandemic took hold and put a stop to fur-
ther plans. During his off time at home Ciaran continued to develop 
his skills using different ideas and different mediums. Any wall space 
became a canvas for his work. Here are some samples of his work. 

RESIDENT ARTIST: Ciaran Mac-
Namara 



  

  

Ciaran  
MacNamara 



Easter Fun Afternoon Thursday March 25th. 

To get us in the mood to celebrate Easter 
and combat some of the tiredness of 
online learning an "Easter Fun Afternoon" 
of activities was held on Thursday March 
25th. Students were able to participate in a " 
Virtual Easter Egg Hunt", they entered their 
"Easter Selfies" and dressed their pets for the 
Easter-themed photo competition. The PE 
Dept set up a fun Easter Outdoor Physical 
Activity Challenge and Mr. Prendiville kind-
ly sponsored numerous prizes. Thank you to 
all teachers who helped out and to students 
who participated.  

Easter Egg-citement!!!!!  



….And eAster strAvA selfies 



I leap out of bed as I’m dragged back to conscious-
ness by a bold buzzing from across the room. I walk 

over dazed and silence the relentless ring. I look out-

side the window and the inky black sky is vanishing, 

spotted with gentle roses of light growing in a thorn 

bush of darkness. I grab my bag and leave. I can feel 

the piercing cold on my face as I walk out onto the 

street like tiny needles pricking me. A light is called 

to action like a soldier on guard dazing a fox which 

quickly skitters across the street. It’s eyes glazed 
over like marmalade on fresh toast. I grab my bike 

and check the corroded chassis to make sure it 

won’t fall apart. I set sail on my adventure across the 
green grassy nols. I cycle down past the lake the wa-

ter begins to gently glisten as it is tinted with a laven-

der hue outlining the hills reflections as the new day 

begins.  

 I cycle on the trodden trail around the forest 

surrounding the lake. The forest path is spotted 

with cosy burrows and resilient roots in a vast un-

ending underground network holding it all together. 

Through the trees fragments of the fading lunar 

light infiltrates the green canopy above. Before the 

moon finally exits the stage. In its place is a glisten-

ing chick bursting its way through the horizon. I 

clamber  down towards the quay. The lake  fills up 

with honey like an immense bee-hive. The boats bob 

up and down like honey dippers slowly spinning. The 

sky begins to become rusted with a shiny royal gold 

orb at the centre.  

I borrow a boat and disembark. Relaxing ripples 

spread across the water as the boat softly shakes. 

Its like battered fish in the rust tinted water  

 The oily overlay above is long gone  having  retreated 

once again.  A blue blanket now envelopes the world 

dotted with white pillows.  

The sun has now fully hatched and relentless rays 

beam out in all directions. A majestic marigold keep-

ing the darkness at bay. I raise my hand to stop the 

bewildering blaze. I return to the pier and let my legs 

dangle in the icy water below. I looked around at the 

lovely landscape and the luminesce lemon tart above 

constantly shining only interrupted by passing fluffy 

meringues. I was ready to start the new day. 

Delectable Dishes  

Some of the Culinary creations concoct-

ed by the TYs during their Master-

Chef Challenge 

 
 

 

 

 

 

Dawn    David Sheehan 



This time last year I was asked to write about what life is like for a teeneger during the pandemic. My answer then is a lot 

different to what my answer would be now. When I was writing my piece last year, I never imagined we would still be living 

in a pandemic.  

For the past year we have faced a lot. We have faced a 

global pandemic being right on our doorsteps and the fear 

of covid 19, whether it be for ourselves or for our families. 

We have all made sacrifices this year and our visions from 

last year of our year to come were abandoned. This time 

last year covid 19 was just entering Ireland and we never 

knew how serious it would get or what devestation it could 

cause. Back then, we never could have imagined being 

where we are today. We saw house parties, nights out with 

friends, summers living on the beaches; not masks, social 

distancing and COVID-19 tests. Covid isn’t something 

intangible -  it is real and it is scary. 

Now, writing this I am sitting at a desk at home at a time 

when I would just on my way home from school on a normal day. But this year has been far from normal. In 100 years who 

will truly believe all that has happened in such a short space of time. We spend our time planning trips with our friends and 

families, but planning is not really possible with everything changing every day and being so unpredictable. In a matter of 

months our lives went from the so called 'normal' to this new 'normal', where we try to not have contact with others and only 

travel for work and school and we avoid seeing friends and family. This isn’t who we are but it is who we have had to be.  

After everything that we have faced this year we have risen past it all to be here today and to be tomorrow. None of us know 

where we could be in the next few years never mind months. What we do know is that we have come to far to give up and we 

have eachother to help us through it all. We have hope now, with the vaccines being rolled out, for memories to be made in 

a future where this pandemic seems like a life time ago. 

 

This is about alot more than any of us as individuals. It is about all of us. This year, we have risen and we have risen 

together. Side by side.  

‘Spring arrives against all the odds.’ 
Maeve Ahern 

‘What you focus on, you manifest’.  

Aoibhin Barry 

‘Take every chance, drop every 
fear’  

Darragh Mullane 

‘Keep calm, and live your dreams’  
Caoimhe O’ Connor 



Still I Rise 
Zoie Kelly 

Self-acceptance, Self-love, self-confidence. The lack of these 
is a problem many people face. An invisible adversary that 
for some is near impossible to face. So many people of every 
age, gender, ethnicity, body shape or sexual preference face 
this unseen enemy every day. So many people have been told 
or feel that they aren’t good enough, that they aren’t 
enough. This is often caused by opinions of others, whether 
that be through social media or in person. When did this 
become normal? 
 
Our society has seemed to build a certain image, of how we 
should look, how we should speak, how we should dress, 
who we should be. When did this happen? When did it be-
come `okay’ to mock the way someone looks. To say that 
they aren’t skinny enough, that they are too thin. When did 
it become `okay’ to judge someone, to say they aren’t as 
important as someone else because of their ethnicity, gen-
der, whether they are part of the lgbtq+ community or other 
varying factors. 
I guess social media has an effect on this. And while it’s not 
entirely negative,  it’s not completely positive either.  
 
We are exposed to what is supposedly the ideal image. You 
should be skinny, but not too skinny no, because then you’re 
unhealthy. You should wear certain clothes, but you should-
n’t copy other people because then you’re unoriginal. You 
should speak a certain way and like certain things because 
that’s supposedly what’s expected of you. If you’re a girl 
you should like boys because God forbid you liked someone 
of the same gender as you, no, that’s supposedly wrong 
because allowing yourself to be who you are and allowing 
yourself to love who you love is wrong, or at least that’s 
what some people want you to believe. 
 
However, there is also the positive side. Many people use 
social media as a place to promote self-love and to promote 
acceptance. There are many campaigns that have flourished 
due to social media. Many people use social media to tell 
people of their experiences with discrimination or bullying. 
This has allowed us to become more aware of what people 
are going through on a daily basis. It allows us to learn how 
our actions have consequences. How that one mean remark 
you left in the comments on a video, or that one time you 
insulted someone based on the way the look, dress, speak or 
who they are affected them more than you can ever imagine. 
 
A friend of mine once told me that they  ‘didn’t think they 
were enough; I won’t say anymore other than that I hope 
that person someday learns that they are amazing. That they 
don’t have to be perfect, because there is no such thing as 
perfect. You’re never going to be perfect and that’s what 
makes us human. We try to be our best and we learn to ac-
cept and adapt to change. That is who we are as a people, 
we live, we love and we may not be perfect but we try. 
 
Still, I rise. Three words that to some may not mean much. 
But to others, these three words tell a story. A story of cour-
age, a story of love, a story of life and a story of finally ac-
cepting who you are.  

And Still I Rise 
 
IT comes out of no where  
IT pulls the ground from under me, 
IT steals my life, my ability to function, my joy 
IT is a heavy darkness that traps me, over-
whelms me, suffocates me, debilitates me, 
IT is a dark cloud that lives inside me stealing 
any sunshine that tries to infiltrate my con-
sciousness, 
All I can do is survive a minute at a time, 
breathe. 
 
I wait for bed, and hope I can succumb to sleep, 
So I can get away from the darkness and seek 
solace in the nothingness of sleep,  
Yet I awake, tired of trying, tired beyond belief, 
All I can do is survive a minute at a time, 
breathe. 
 
Don’t know how or why IT started or when IT 
will end, 
The only thing that I can hold onto is the fact 
that IT has passed before, and there are better 
days to come, 
This is a flimsy memory, hard to grasp, when 
your mind is fragile and IT consumes you so 
much IT doesn’t want to let you go, IT is in 
charge and doesn’t want to let any hope in, 
I feel like the living dead 
All I can do is survive a minute at a time, 
breathe. 
 
IT leaves without warning, the pain stops 
as abruptly as it began, 
With gratefulness I come back life, 
and come back to family and friends, my life.  
 
Ms S Sheehy  



 

 

 

 

 

 

It had been seven months since they started. The voices. Constant noise that would drown out the sounds of the real 
world. People thought I was crazy...Maybe I was?  
 

Then one day, they just stopped. Silence.  
 

The screams, the whispers...the crying. It was all gone.  
 

Then I heard it. The rain hammering down on the windows. It was the first real noise I’d heard in seven months. But I 
couldn’t move, not if it meant that they would come back. I stayed, curled up into a ball, with my knees to my chest, in 
the same corner of the room I had been in since they brought me here. I kept my head down, staring at the same spot 
on the floor for hours. I clutched my head in my hands, digging my fingers into my skull. I could feel myself trembling, 
starting to lose control again.  
 

The pounding of the rain started to fade. I was slipping back. The mumbling began. It kept getting louder. I pleaded 
with them to stop, whispering to them hoping they would leave me alone. Tears began to roll down my face as I rocked 
back and forth trying to relax, regain control. It was hopeless. It all came back. The piercing pain that I thought I was 
free of. I couldn’t help it. I cried out in agony. The sound echoed around the room. That was a mistake. 
  

I heard them burst through the doors. I knew what was 
about to happen. They strongly gripped my arms. I could 
feel by body being dragged away. I was too weak, too ex-
hausted to resist or fight them off. I felt lifeless. Like a mani-
kin doll being thrown around. My head fell backwards and 
the bright ceiling lights blinded me as I tried to lift it again. 
They were going to put me to sleep. I couldn’t go to 
sleep...not now!  
 

All at once, the screaming and crying came back. It was al-
ready too late. I felt the cold needle being jammed into my 
arm, the sedative flowing through my blood like a tidal 
wave of calm straight to my brain. I felt the tight grasps of 
their hands release my arms as my body collapsed to the 
ground. My vision went blurry. I felt my eyelids slowly get 
heavier until I couldn’t keep them open any longer. The 
physical battle was over. 
 

Then there it was, calling out my name. That one familiar 
voice that had been louder than all of the others. Only this 
time something was different. His voice resounded around 
my head. I couldn’t block it out, but I didn’t want to. His voice was comforting, reassuring. I began to notice the sob-
bing had turned into a hushed weeping. It was as if he had turned the volume down on the radio I had never been able 
to shut off.  
 

That one voice. That one familiar voice. The only one I didn’t want to shut out. The one that had kept me safe as all the 
memories came flooding back of the years we had before it all happened. I could feel him standing right in front of me, 
looking down.   
 

I opened my eyes, hesitantly, scared to see his face again. Glancing around I came to the realisation, I wasn’t in that 
white room anymore. It was dark. The faintest glimmer of light shining down where I was standing in the middle of the 
never ending darkness. But there he was. I stared straight up at him, studying his face, committing it to memory once 
again. 
 

I took a deep breath as it felt too real. I could not hide the sorrow in my voice as I spoke for the first time in seven 
months. “I’m sorry” is all I could manage to say. Tears welling up in my eyes once again as I knew this was it. The last 
time I would hear the voice that had saved me.  
 

“I love you”. Three words, one sentence, and it was all I needed. I threw my arms around him as the world around me 
started to crumble. The bright lights started to return and that one ghost, the ghost that had haunted me for seven 
months, the ghost that I didn’t want to shut out, was gone.   
 

My eyes fluttered open. I was back in that prison. Staring at the same blank wall, in the same small room at the hospital. 
The pain radiating through me once again. The few seconds of calm and peace I had were ripped away as the wailing 
returned. I lay there on the ice cold floor, shivering. My head resting on the tiles, defeated. My eyes glazed over as I left 
the real world and entered my psychotic state for the last time. I was on my own again. I t was just me and the voices in 
my head.  
 

It had been seven months since they started, seven months since the crash, seven months since I last heard those 
words, seven months since I woke up and realised...he was gone.  



Now  

I wake up handcuffed to a hospital trolley. “What is going on 
here?” I think to myself as a machine beeps relentlessly in 
the corner. My head is pounding and I can’t feel my right leg. 
I struggle to remember what happened. I try to sit up and 
blood rushes to my head. The machine’s beep quickens it’s 
pace. The door flies open and a nurse races in, a guard fol-
lowing briskly. As the door closes I catch a glimpse of a limp 
arm hanging off another trolley. I gasp, short for breath- 
“Annie”, I try to shout,  but my voice fails me. Then it all 
comes flooding back…. 

 

12 Hours Earlier 

I rolled out of bed. “Jackson, you’re going to be late”, my mother yelled up the stairs. I wriggled 
into a wrinkly t-shirt that laid balled up on the floor. I met the gaze of the boy in the mirror— a 
scrawny, spotty, seventeen year old. I threw my eyes to heaven in search of answers, there were 
none. Scooping  up my school bag I trotted down the stairs. My mom was right, I was going to 
be late. Grabbing a slice of toast, I rounded the front door, “I'm off Mum”. I shut the door be-
fore I could hear her reply. 

It’s  a five minute walk to school, I did it every morning. The same amount of steps, the smell of 
breakfast wafting from open kitchen windows, I had the traffic lights timed to a tee. Then, right 
in front of my eyes, a car door flew open and out hopped Annie Smith. She stormed off in a 
huff, her luscious black hair trailing behind her. She was headed down an alleyway. Without 
thinking I followed the click, clack of her heels on the cement pavement. I was definitely going 

to be late now. “Who cares?”, I was going to be with Annie 
Smith. Every guy's dream. 

Then came the sound of a metallic bang, followed by a blaring 
alarm that would rise the dead. I found Annie kicking a brand 
new ford fiesta. “Woah, woah, what are you doing?” I inter-
rupted her malicious frenzy on the car. “Make it shut up,” she 
demanded. I obliged. I rumbled the handle before pulling out 
my dads knife and swiftly popping open the door and disabling 
the alarm. “My dad knew a lot about cars, he taught me a few 
tricks”. She seemed unimpressed, “Why are you following me, 
Jimmy?” I grimaced internally, that one hurt. “I heard the 

alarm, came to investigate”. More people had arrived in the alley by now, this wasn’t looking 
good. 

However, I saw a golden opportunity and I wasn’t going to let it pass me out. “Get in, we have 
to go, people are going to think we were trying to steal this car”, I could see the irony, it wasn’t 
my best line. “This or school?” I said to her. Without saying a word, she got in. What was I get-
ting myself into? Hotwiring the car, another inheritance of my dad, I set off, I wasn’t worried 
about driving, I had been doing that since I was 12. What worried me was where I would be go-
ing, I just stole a car. 



After ten  minutes of silence, I mumbled, “Jackson is my name, not Jimmy.” Could I be any 
more creepy? I was totally blowing this. Another ten minutes of silence, “It’s pretty cool you 
know a lot about cars, ” she said. Boom, that was it, I was off, talking about cars was second na-
ture to me. The conversation began to flow. I actually had a chance with Annie Smith. After four 
hours of aimless driving we decided to get food—Subway. Being a gentleman, and trying to im-
press, I paid. Money did not impress this girl and my pocket was significantly lighter. The 
Queen bee at school, everyone wanted to be her friend, though she never seemed friendly. As 
we ate we turned on the radio. The Ford had been reported stolen. This is not good. 

“We have to return it,” my eyes were wide with panic. She smiled and kept quiet for a minute, 
“It's a bit of fun, Jackson,  who’s  going to find us? We’re  in the middle of nowhere, just a few 
more hours.” I couldn’t say no to her. Not yet anyway, I still had a chance with her. 

 

4 Hours Earlier 

My mother had expected me home hours ago, I checked my phone—ten 
missed calls. As I dialled her number Annie snatched the phone from my 
hand, “Don’t kill the mood, Jackson!” she said with a suggestive smirk, set-
ting my phone down. I didn’t even argue with her. Then I heard the sirens 
and she became Irrelevant, I pulled over. She shrieked “What are you? 
Crazy? We can’t stop, we’ll go to jail! 
Drive!!!”  

I obliged. I had the accelerator on the 
floor, I couldn't get caught, my mom 
would kill me. Fourth gear. I increased 
my speed. The sirens were louder. Fifth 
gear. The engine growled. I could see 

blue flashing lights. Sixth gear. The car shook violently. I 
looked back. It was the fire brigade. Not for us. Not for the fi-
esta. I tried to slow down. The car slipped. The steering went. I 
prepared for impact. A stop sign. CRASH. 

 

2  Hours Earlier 

Next thing I remember is the hospital. I rattled the handcuffs, the guard told me to relax as he 
called for backup. I asked about Isabelle, no answer. The nurse looked down at her feet. “She’ll 
live,” she mumbled, “but she’ll never be the same.” I was guilt wracked. “What was wrong?” I 
got no answer. Eventually I was roaring manically and had to be sedated. 

 

Now 

I awoke again, a new wave of guilt washed over me. Later I found out Isabelle was paralysed 
from the waist down. “She’ll never walk again,” the nurse said. That sentence will echo in my 
head for years to come. I am awaiting a court date, the guard told me. I will wait in jail for 
around a month and get maybe two years in minimum security. I deserve a lot worse. I took 
away a girl’s ability to walk.  

The Journey  



All the Fun of the  Fair 

Orla Horgan 

Perished and frostbitten, I was still determined to stay 

high in the clouds looking down at the crowds below, as 

I reminisced about the first time my Dad bought me 

candy floss. I remembered the taste and texture as the 

fluffy pink ball of sugar dissolved at the first touch of 

my tongue. I savoured every last bit up as we climbed 

higher and higher until we reached the top of the Fer-

ris wheel. Dad wrapped his arms around me and we 

imagined ourselves indestructible. I was so toasty and 

full of energy as we looked down on the silhouettes be-

low us. The sky was resplendent - a kaleidoscope of 

reds, greens, yellows, blues and pinks reflecting from 

all the different rides. On the way down the wind blew my hair as if in a slow motion music 

video, and the aroma of churros and popcorn hit us with force, demanding attention. When 

we landed at the bottom I gave Dad a big hug and grabbed his frozen hands dragging him 

through the bustling crowd to another of my favourite rides. What I wouldn’t give for one 

last candyfloss filled trip on that Ferris wheel with him before he was taken. 

He was always so bubbly and friendly to everybody, offering his help to anybody that re-

quired it. He was hard working and dedicated, he worked as a real estate agent, this meant 

he listened to people's needs and wants and provided their dreams homes. He also listened 

to my needs and wants and always did his best without spoiling me. As for my older broth-

ers he went to their football matches constantly along with taking them to training and 

giving them advice on how to improve. Our mom died when we were young leaving us with 

tremendous holes in all our hearts. Joe is the oldest and the tallest. He played midfield and 

was very much a ladies’ man, he got that from our dad! Tom was always jealous and felt  

overlooked as the middle child. He played as a forward up until he got injured causing him 

to go under the knife to repair his knee. As for me I was the favourite, the golden child. I 

could do  no wrong in my dad's eyes. But the wrong I did that day will haunt me forever! 

After the Ferris Wheel we visited the bumper cars, congregating with all the other families 

waiting on their children. We stood and watched as I was getting colder and colder. I ran 

to the pop-up drink stand to get hot milk with a mouth watering taste of chocolate, topped 

with pink and white marshmallows in an attempt to warm me. It was futile. I sat on the 

bench. Wet and cold but my legs gave up and I needed a rest. We watched the cars zoom 

past. The cars were fast. Children rapidly swung the wheels intentionally striking other 

cars to inflict discomfort upon them. It intrigued me. I begged and begged but it didn't take 

much convincing of my dad to let me drive us in the car. More people gathered and bought 

tokens as if they were buying a front row seat to this disaster. We hopped in and I eagerly  



put on the safety belt but my dad was “too cool for it”, so he said. This was mistake number one. 

It started slow and steadily. A few bumps from Joe and Tom to introduce me to the torture that 

was to come. The cars started to drive a bit faster and it was getting harder to control the wheel. 

Dad reached his hands over to steer us away from bad bumps but I gave out. I wanted to be in 

full control. This was mistake 2number two There were older boys on it with the intent to give 

you whiplash. I stayed away as best I could. I could see Joe smirking and Tom smiling as they 

were approaching. All of us were laughing for the last time not knowing what the future held for 

us. 

My eyes were fixated on Joe as I was bound for the front of his car. I could hear nothing, pure 

concentration took over. I eyed up the black car with yellow stripes down the front and sides 

with the number 18 in bold black writing in the centre. Closer and closer I got as joy was starting 

to fill me. The faint laughs of my dad was the last thing I heard.  

BOOM.  

Buzzing noises alternated with deafening silence. I attempted to open my eyes but it was blurry. 

The bright flashing disco lights were too much for my sensitive eyes. I was trying to move but I 

could feel people holding me. Restricting me. My hearing slowly started to creep back and  I re-

member the cries for help. Slowly my eyes adjusted to the bright white light. A face appeared in 

front of me, the image of my mom. It was only a nice lady helping but sadness filled me as I 

wished to see her again. I looked to the left and my two brothers curled up crying and the wom-

an seemed happy to see me awake. I was unaware of what had happened and soon I was able to 

stand to witness guards and ambulances lights filling the sky with blue. The sirens and whispers 

of people talking started to fill the air. I was guided to an ambulance nearby where I was 

checked, and told the awful news—because my dad was not wearing the safety belt when a car 

rammed into the side of us, he was wrenched out of his seat. The news devastated me.  

My brothers and I were brought over to my dad as a group of paramedics surrounded him. I 

was on my tippy-toes and could barely see him. Paramedics shouting for “more oxygen” and  to 
“apply pressure” scared me. My brothers held me—their tears felt like rain falling on my head. A 

tall man, a guard with dark hair and dark eyes told us he would take care of us. Our dad was 

unresponsive with a lot of blood loss and a collapsed lung. Nobody knew if he would make it. He 

was carted away in the ambulance. Sirens blaring. Lights flashing. People crying. Nobody under-

stood the guilt that weighed on my body knowing I was the one driving. I was distraught as I 

could have changed the past. I could have turned the wheel sooner. I was no longer the favourite. 

I had now done wrong. I couldn't live with myself. Every year the guilt builds and builds. I was 

eight at the time. It has been twenty years. I still have not returned to the fairground.  



I’m just there. In the corner of the classroom. No one gives me a second 
glance. No one notices me. Alone. An outsider. 

It’s a cold dark day. A bitter wind sweeps through the corridors. Everyone 
files into class and takes their usual seats. The nerds sit up at the front, wait-

ing for the teacher to ask a question. Competing to be the cleverest, the best. 

The cool kids sit at the back. The jocks, cheerleaders and football players. 

They swing on their chairs chewing gum and laughing loudly. They mock the 

nerds and their eagerness to please. Judging them. It’s been this way for as long as I can remember. The same 
thing all day every day. Five days a week. 

 

The teacher enters and silence descends. Maths. Someone throws a ball of paper across the room. A quiet laughter 

breaks out, but the teacher doesn’t notice. I'm tired. Weary. Worn out from the constant repetition that occurs 
every single day. Outside the window the storm is fighting a battle. The trees are bending over strained at their 

roots but holding on. The birds which often fly majestic and free are struggling against the elements. Being pushed 

around yet they never give up. A woman walks across the street, soaked to bone as the wind whips her hair around 

her face. I force myself back into the room. More paper flies. A few small chuckles combined with judging looks 

and the antagonist stops.  

 

Others are looking out the window. The cool kids. Openly accepting any distraction. They gaze out onto the street 

now flooded with rainwater. The class and teacher were forgotten. Lost in their own thoughts. I study their faces. 

It’s amazing what you see when you look at other people. You get a picture of their lives. Over years of being ig-
nored I have mastered the art of reading people. Picking up on facial expressions, body language. The lack of en-

thusiasm was obvious. I didn’t need to read people for that. Even the teacher seemed uninterested. Nattering on 
about x and y coefficients. Double Dutch. Lost in my thoughts I stare into mid-air. That's when I felt it. 

 

A tremor in the ground shaking the school. The wall behind me began to shake as books, pens and pencils fell to 

the floor. Outside the rain still crashed down. After a few seconds the tremor passed. Everything was quiet save for 

the heavy pour of the rain outside. Silence. Sort of peaceful in a way. Then it began again. A stronger, larger trem-

or this time. Chunks of the roof began to fall, and the teacher ordered everyone under the tables. Everyone got the 

ground. More dust began to fall from the ceiling. I found myself frozen. Unable to move. Dust fell on top of me. It 

was thick and a creamy white colour. The whole room was now covered in a thick layer of dust.  

 

The glass in the windows was beginning to shake. A crack was forming in the ceiling. Outside nature was fighting 

with the storm. The trees were still groaning under the pressure of the wind. Fighting their own battle. Time 

seemed to slow down. I remained frozen in place. No one looked at me. No one even noticed I was there. The nerds 

all huddled together under several tables, fear plastered across their faces. The once confident jocks were a pic-

ture of terror. In the back of my head, I heard someone praying. Tears rolled down several people’s faces, leaving 
stark lines in the dust. Someone coughed and spluttered as the dust tickled the back of their throat. All the while 

the crack on the ceiling was growing. Now almost the length of the room. Books began falling from the shelves 

around me and pictures fell from the wall. The room was filled with the sound of shattering glass and screaming 

students. The windows had given in to the pressure. Glass flew across the room, narrowly missing me. Others 

were not as lucky. Dark crimson began to mix with the white dust covering the room. Rain poured in the windows 

and the wind swept through. Dust began to fly around the room now filled with terrible screams.  

 

Throughout all this I was unharmed. Slowly I began to slip. Falling. I looked up at the ceiling. About to give way 

under the strain of the enormous earthquake. Falling, falling, falling. My impending doom. I fell hard onto the 

once brown wood floor. Dust flew up around me. I felt a searing pain in my hand. I took one last look at the class-

room. At the place where I had been invisible for years of my life. Others saw me fall. They made no move to help 

me, to rescue me. As I took in my final breath the dust filled air began to clear. The earthquake was over. The ceil-

ing was still intact. Everything would be ok. I realised I had done my job. My time was up. I made my final Tik Tok.  

Invisible  

Ellie Cunnane  



Words on Wellbeing 

 

We asked third years what Wellbeing 
means to  them and  how they  look after 

their own wellbeing? 

To me wellbeing means that I take care of myself both physically and mentally. What I do to look 
after my wellbeing is every day, after school,  I go for a walk with my dog and meet my friends with 
their dog. I also like to relax and watch some Netflix or listen to some of my favourite music. I also 
try to reduce my screen time by writing some poems. The thing I enjoy the most is when I can spend 
time with my family.    Amy Barry 

A healthy diet and exercise have a significant impact 
on your mental and physical wellbeing. 
 

Healthy Diet 
Having a healthy diet can really help you improve 
your wellbeing; it can help you feel more confident 
about yourself as well as have a positive impact on 
your physical health. 
 
Research suggests that what we eat doesn't just af-
fect our physical health, but it also affects our men-
tal health and wellbeing.  
 
Switching to a healthy diet can be something as small 
as replacing eating sweets with eating fruit and vege-
tables. 
 
 It is also proven that having a healthy diet affects 
your mood, and people with healthy diets are found 
to be more positive and happy people. 
 

Exercise 
Exercise is also incredibly important for your well-
being, even up to only 30 minutes of exercise a day 
can help you with your physical and mental wellbe-
ing. 
 
Exercising daily can also help you improve your con-
fidence and self-esteem as well as help relieve stress 
from schoolwork and studying. 
 
Exercising can also help you improve your lifestyle; 
it prevents health problems as well as boost your 
energy. 
Jakub Bolka 

Wellbeing is important for me as I need 
to be positive, especially in these diffi-
cult times. I like to always look on the 
bright side and I feel better for it. I try 
to do a lot of exercise whether that be 
going to the pitch and playing football or 
doing strength and conditioning training, 
it makes me feel great and happy about 
myself.                  Patrick O Connor 

Sleep is so important to our health, for 
the way we eat, drink and our physical 
activities. It allows our bodies to repair 
themselves and our brains to remember 
our memories and our personal infor-
mation. Poor sleep is linked to physical 
problems such as a weakened immune sys-
tem and mental health problems such as 
anxiety and depression. 
Sleeping helps us to recover from mental 
as well as physical exertion. Sleep and 
health are strongly related - poor sleep 
can increase the risk of having poor 
health, and poor health can make it hard-
er to sleep. Sleep disturbances can be one 
of the first signs of distress. 
Niamh Dillane 



Resilience refers to how well you can deal with and bounce back from the difficulties of life. It can mean the difference between 
handling pressure and losing your cool. Resilient people tend to maintain a more positive outlook and cope with stress more effec-
tively. 
Ways you can build your resilience include: 
Be more optimistic, positive thinking. This means listening to how you talk to yourself when something goes wrong – if you find 
yourself making statements that are permanent, pervasive or personalized, correct these thoughts in your mind. 
Learn to relax. When you take care of your mind and body, you're able to cope better with problems and difficulties. 
Learn from your mistakes and failures. Every mistake has the power to teach you something important, so look for the lesson in 
every situation. 
Choose your response.  When we experience bad days, we can choose to react with panic and negativity, or we can choose to 
remain calm and logical to find a solution. Your reaction is always up to you. 
Build your self-confidence. Resilient people are confident that they're going to succeed eventually, despite the setbacks or stresses 
that they might be facing. This belief in themselves also enables them to take risks: when you develop confidence  and a strong 
sense of self, you have the strength to keep moving forward, and to take the risks you need to get ahead.    Eabha Lawlee 

Reading 
helps your 
wellbeing 
and mental 
health in 
many 
ways. Eve-
ryone 
should be 
reading as 
much as they can especially during lock-
down and with online school and work. 
Everyone’s time is spent on a screen late-
ly, so reading is a good way to get away 
from it. 
 

Here is a list of reasons on why reading is 
important and benefits your wellbeing: 
 

It can distract you from what’s going on 
around you, so it helps your mental 
health by reducing stress 

It is a good way to relax after a day of 
hard work or online school and helps 
with mindfulness. Or if you're struggling 
with work take a break and read and it 
will help you focus. 
Reading also helps with your English 
grammar like expanding your vocabulary 
and helps with spelling. You can learn 
different genres too. 
Reading is enjoyable and fun especially if 
you find a set of books you like.   
Caitriona Leahy 

 

Looking after your wellbeing is incredibly im-
portant. Having good wellbeing can help you en-
joy the world around you more. So ‘how can you 
look after your wellbeing’, there is a variety of 
different ways you can look after your wellbeing, 
for example: 
Get creative: this can help boost your self-
esteem and help you feel less stressed. 
Get enough sleep: this can help you have more 
energy, feel positive and less stressed. 
Relax: help you feel peaceful and calm. 
Eat healthy: improve your mood and help you 
sleep better. 
Help others: this can make you feel happier and 
give you a sense of achievement.    
Orla McNamara 

To me wellbeing is feeling healthy mentally, 
physically, and emotionally. It's being happy 
about yourself. Feeling a part of something 
and not feeling lonely or left out.  
To look after your own wellbeing try some of 
these: 
Take time each day to be with your family 

Arrange a day to catch up with friends you 
have not seen for a while on zoom  

Try switching off the TV to talk or play a game 
with your friends or family  
Go for a walk  

Do something you like for example a hobby, 
baking, cleaning etc.  
Take care of yourself and be tidy and clean  

Take time to appreciate nature  

Eat healthy foods  

Make time for exercise  

Play puzzle games 

 Maia Wrzesinska 

https://www.verywellmind.com/characteristics-of-resilience-2795062
https://www.mindtools.com/pages/article/resilience.htm#seligman
https://www.mindtools.com/selfconf.html


Thanks to the efforts of PE department , the staff and students of Tarbert Comp have never been 

more active. Hot on the heels of conquering Everest we strove to complete the Strava Challenge...and 

we have the evidence to prove it!  







TY Enterprise 

Horseshoes and Wine Rack 

 Darragh Reidy 

 

I chose this idea as we have horses at home, and I felt confident about doing it.  The horseshoes that we used 

were recycled that we got from farriers around my local area. We used both aluminium and steel horseshoes. We 

then picked up decorations we got the recycled decorations from grandparents’ attics and friends. We picked out 
the main colours we felt would be festive but also sell well and be available year-round. I visited shops to see 

which had the most suitable paint but also at a good price that would fit in my budget.  We found red and green 

sold well in the single horseshoes as we had aimed for the Christmas market. They sold well with Holly and 

bows. We also sold the single horseshoes in black and grey. Black was a very popular colour for the wine rack 

because it is something that can be used all year. They came painted and decorated well in a clear presentable 

bag. We also did red and green wine racks. 

Dog Packs 

 For our TY enterprise myself and Patrick Massey teamed up. After many Tuesday morn-
ings in class, we finally thought of the idea of “dog packs”. In every dog pack there was a 
toy squeaky bone, two pouches of food and a tennis ball. Each bag costs €3.70 to make and 

we sold it on for €5.50. With our enterprise we made about €104 profit from our two out-

ings which were selling our product at school and also going to Ballybunion  Fair. I really 
enjoyed doing this enterprise as it showed me a little bit of the amount of work business-
men and businesswomen have to put in to get results, they need to keep the business afloat.      

PuriTY Body Scrubs  
 
Team members: Tara Enright, Ava Fitzgerald, and Lauren Duffy 
 
For our enterprise we decided to make homemade natural body scrubs. We came up with 
this idea because sometimes store bought scrubs contain harsh chemicals. Our solution 
was to make scrubs out of natural ingredients such as sugar, honey, and oil. After some 
trial and error, we decided on our recipe. As a group we learnt a lot from this experience, 
working as a team, making decisions and sorting finances. Our product was successful, and 
we sold 84 scrubs. We sold our product in school on pre-enterprise day and at the Glin 
market on Friday morning. Overall, it was a great experience and we really enjoyed it.  

MCS Masks and Hand Sanitizer Team members: Shauna Sweeney, Cáit Carmody and 
Megan Lynch    
 

 We decided to do this project as Covid-19 has caused a tough time for many people and we 
want to give people an opportunity to buy products that have positive colours and gives people 
a chance to buy a product that helps the spread of the virus that is not boring.  The problem 
that we are solving is not a major problem but it is a small problem that we see in day-to-day 
life. The problems are masks and hand sanitizer bottles are boring and plain, decora-
tive masks are more expensive and hand sanitizer bottles are hard to carry around as there is 
no clip. The initiative we have is we want people to have a small colourful addition to their 
masks and hand sanitizer bottles.  Our project was selling masks and hand sanitizer at rela-
tively cheap prices to consumers which are personalised. We added a running stitch across the 
top of each mask in different colours to add a pop of colour. We understand that families are 
finding these times very difficult and people may be out of jobs at the moment so our job is to make their lives easier by selling masks 
at affordable prices and easy to access.    



Bath bombs and bath salts 

                                      Team: Katelyn Corridan and Katie Finucane 

 

We decided to create bath bombs and bath salts in different scents. We decided to create bath products as 

they usually sell quite well and they can be sold to a wide market of people. We also believe that these 

would sell well all year around as unlike some other products, they would not go out of season or style. 

Bath salts and bath bombs are great products for stress relief. They also help to reduce off putting smells 

in a room, car or small spaces. We our bath bombs and bath salts into colourful mesh bags. We wanted to 

add a pop of colour to our business as our products were white. For the bath salts we put them in the bags 

and we tied a bow at the top and put a label on the ribbon. For the bath bombs, we put them into plastic 

bags before we put them into the colourful bags for the scent to last longer. We then finished it off with a 

bow at the top 

TY Hoodies 

Team members: Dara Heaphy, Isabelle Fitzsimons, Paul Murphy 

 

Our product idea for our TY enterprise was TY hoodies. We decided to do TY 
hoodies for our enterprise because we saw a problem with our small class 
group of 24 students and there is nothing to represent us telling people that 
we are TY students. Everyone in our class said they would like to have a TY 
hoodie. 
We teamed up with a company that makes hoodies for schools. We as a team 
came up with the design for the hoodies and they manufactured them. We 
had a wide variety of colours to choose from.  

Sweets and Hot Chocolate 

For our enterprise project Alice, Ellen and I decided to make sweet 

bags and hot chocolate bags. The sweet bags had a variety of 

sweets in them and the hot chocolate ones had powder and 

marshmallows. The hot chocolate ones were also decorated like 

reindeers. Our product sold very well in school and we also went 

to the Christmas Market in Ballybunion and the market in Glin one 

Friday. We had a lot of fun making our product and selling it! 

Woody Wonders  
Team members: Dylan Carroll Conway / Cormac O’Connor / Cathal Sweeny 

 

The product is Wooden Christmas Centrepieces made from wood that gives it a rustic 
feel. We have Christmas decorations on it that we found in the attic, we used some 
old decorations and some new ones to make it. We use yogurt jars that are recycled 
from donations and old jars we used before. And it is a perfect ornament to have in 
the middle of the table.  When we went to the market we had to set up a table.   We 
all made our own and we went to the market in Glin and sold them. I think I sold 4 of 
my own and the other two sold 2 each and we made €80 in that day.  It was a great 
experience and we enjoyed working together.  



Still I Rise 
Agata Niedzielska 

 

 

What does “still I rise” mean? Well the phrase is originally 
from a poem of the same title by Maya Angelou. The poem is 
very empowering and talks about overcoming the challenges 
we must face. It reminds us that nothing can hold us back if 
we don’t let it and it has been a source of inspiration for 
many around the world.  
 

For me personally the phrase means that despite what life 
throws at us it is important to get up and try again. You 
shouldn’t give up on what you want to achieve regardless of 
how difficult it will be and how much time and effort you will 
need to put into it. In the end your resilience will be worth it 
and by persevering when things look bleak you will be able to 
reach any goals and dreams that you put your mind to.  
 

A famous figure who is an excellent example of doing just 
that is Walt Disney. Born in 1901, Disney is now remembered 
for his many successes such as Mickey Mouse, Donald Duck 
and Disneyland. Disney, like many others, had to face setbacks and failures on the road to 
success. An example of this is when his first cartoon business, Laugh-O-Gram Studios, 
which he launched with his older brother Roy, went bankrupt just a couple years later. 
 

Despite this Walt didn’t give up and decided to try his hand in California, where he creat-
ed Oswald the Lucky Rabbit. This proved to be a success but once again disaster struck as 
Disney discovered his producer had taken his team of animators and that he no longer 
had any legal rights to Oswald. Instead of fighting this or looking for a way to get his re-
venge, Disney decided to start from the beginning once more. It was on the train ride 
back to California that he created Mickey Mouse. And still, bankers rejected the concept 
of his famous mouse over 300 times before one said yes. 
 

This, of course, is far from the end of Walt Disney's journey, however it is a moment 
where many would have given up on their dreams to pursue something more within 
reach. Walt Disney continued animating and trying to make his vision a reality which al-
lowed him to create work which is loved by many. A lot of things didn't work out how 
Disney had planned for them to, but still he rose above others and his visions as an ani-
mator, filmmaker and theme park developer changed entertainment in the 20th century 
and beyond. 

Léirmheas ar an úrscéal Daideo le hÁine Ní Ghlinn 

Le Éabha Lawlee 

 

Úrscéal corraitheach agus teann é an leabhar seo le hÁine Ní Ghlinn. 
Díríonn sé isteach ar théama an oilc trí chur síos a dhéanamh ar lá am-
háin i saol Liam, buachaill dhá bhliain déag d’aois. Tá Liam tar éis tei-
theadh óna theach, áit ina bhfuil argóintí gan stad idir a thuismitheoirí, 
chun saoirse a thabhairt dá mháthair éalú ona athair drochídeach . 
Creideann Liam má bhíonn sé imithe go mbeidh sé níos éasca di fágáil. 
Cuirimid aithne ar Liam go tapaidh agus feicimid gur buachaill cineálta 
agus tuisceanach é, atá an-ghrámhar dá mháthair. Agus é ar bord traein 
ag déanamh iarracht éalú, casann Liam ar sheanfhear agus cuireann sé 
aithne air  mar go gcabhraíonn an seanfhear leis déileáil le fear na 
dticéad nuair atá sé amhrasach faoi scéal Liam. Fáraor, mar gheall ar 
soineantas Liam, cuireann sé a mhuinín go hiomlán sa stráinséar seo, 
an ‘Daideo’ as a dtagann teideal an leabhar. Diaidh ar ndiaidh, eiríonn le 
Daideo teacht timpeall ar Liam dul leis nuair a shroiceann siad Baile 
Átha Cliath agus baintear geit mhór as an léitheoir nuair a fhaighimid 
amach go bhfuil sé chun Liam a fhuadach. Tá stíl an-éifeachtach ag an údar, Áine Ní Ghlinn, mar 
téann sí isteach in intinn Liam i rith an scéil ar fad agus cloisimid a smaointe; blaisimid an brón agus an 
tuirse atá air mar dhuine óg. Chomh maith leis sin tá an cómhrá an-réalaíoch . Ag  deireadh thiar thall, 
bíonn faoiseamh ar an léitheoir nuair a thagann na Gardaí agus sábháltar Liam. Tugaim ard-mholadh 
don úrscéal seo do dhaoine óga. 



Still I rise – The Story of Billy Monger  
John Coolahan 

Billy Monger wanted to race cars, just 
like his father once did. He started off 
karting at the age of 6 and he was a 
great little driver. He kept at it and 
when he was 10 he became British cham-
pion. He was the best young driver in 
the country and as a teenager he moved 
onto racing Formula 4 where he excelled 
and was compared to his idol, Lewis 
Hamilton. He had countless wins in the 
British championship.  Nothing could 
stop him, or so we thought.  
 
Everything dramatically changed on the 
16th of April 2017. He was racing at the 
Donnington Race. He crashed into the 

back of Finnish driver Patrick Pasma. Billy's legs were crushed by the car of Patrick Pasma. He was airlift-
ed to Hospital and unfortunately both of his legs had to be amputated afterwards. He woke up in a hos-
pital 3 days later and when the doctor came in the first thing he asked him was ‘When am I going to be 
able to race again’. That's the type of person Billy is, he was willing to do anything to get back out on the 
track.  
 
Billy adjusted to his new life and accepted everything that came his way, His father built slopes and ramps 
to make rooms in his house more accessible, his family built him a new bathroom and many more things 
around the house. It was not all bad for Billy, you could almost call it a blessing in disguise. He got special 
tickets to the Formula 1 British Grand Prix where he got to meet his idol, Lewis Hamilton and he was in 
his pits with the Mercedes team the whole day. Lewis won the Grand Prix and dedicated his race to Billy. 
Billy and Lewis have been close friends ever since.  Two  months after his crash Billy got prosthetic legs 
fitted and had to learn how to walk again.  He trained and practised day in day out until he got used to 
his new legs. Billy heard there was a fundraising walk for the air ambulance service, and he went to it 
without hesitation as he is forever in their debt as they saved his life.  
 
After this Billy was even more motivated to get back out racing and he had been brought up to Formula 
3, during his time out. His Formula 3 team made him a special car to suit his needs. He had been training 
himself in the gym and on simulators to prepare himself to test drive his new car. Finally he got out to test 
drive his new car 3  months after his horrific crash. He did not disappoint his team on the test drive, he 
was matching his times prior to his injury, everyone was gobsmacked. Not so long after this test drive, he 
got his first taste of competitive racing at Brands Hatch racing track. He came 3rd in his first race back 
but Billy was hungry for success, and to stand at the top of the podium like he once did.  
 
A chance arose for Billy to race in the Pau Grand prix on the 19th of May 2019. He went into the race 
confident. He started off in 15th place, he had 20 odd laps to overtake 14 cars. It seemed like an insur-
mountable task. Billy performed well all throughout the race and with 12 laps to go he had got up to 3rd 
place, with the 2 race favourites were the only thing standing between him and glory. In the 7th lap God 
smiled upon him and Billy moved into 1st place and staying in poll position the rest of the race. When he 
crossed the line, he was overcome with emotion and joy. His family were in tears and all the other drivers 
congratulated Billy as he stood on top of the podium and lifted the trophy above his head in delight.  
 
He had done it. He did the impossible and he did it on his own, with his own initiative. He rose above his 
challenges. Billy Monger is the embodiment of resilience and if anyone ever feels overwhelmed, they 
should look at Billy and realise, anything is possible. I am sure I will see Billy in a Formula 1 car someday, 
racing with the best in the world.  
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Molly Pepper Carr 

Niall Haugh Nicola Scanlon Nicole Manning Oisin O’Sullivan 
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Paddy O’Neill Padraic O’ Connor Rachael Dillon 
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Your dreams haven’t changed ‘Nicola Scanlon  
Agus bhí ceacht dóite foghlamtha agam.....Eoin O’Shea 
“Sure tis grand” Drew Taylor 
You’ll never forget where you came from but staying isn’t the plan Jack 
O’Doherty 
If you're happy doing what you're doing then no one can tell you you're not suc-
cessful 
Sarah Keily 
"I slit my thumb on Occam's razor" Ciaran MacNamara 
Make the most of it Claire Moloney 
Tough times never lasts only tough people lasts Oisin O’Sullivan 
Hakuna matata Kayley Mulvihill  
“We’re actually triplets, not twins” Anna Shine 
“The Office, season 7, episode 19, minute 14:45”Mai Fitzgerald 
"Be realistic and demand the impossible" Eamon O’Connor 
Yesterday is history, tomorrow is a mystery, and today is a gift, that is why 
they call it the present - Master Oogway” Sean Adams 
 “ It always seems impossible until it’s done “Anna Finucane 
 “Wearing a mask below your nose is like wearing trousers around your knees” 
Michael Nolan 
“It’s a dirty puddle that won’t cool a hot iron” Gearoid Woulfe “ 
I’m not hectic at quotes, ...”Ciaran Mulvihill 
“Who said nothing is impossible, I have been doing it for years” Tadhg Barry 
 Teachers always told me “I won’t be the one sitting the exams” I won’t be either, 
Covid 2021 Greg Horan 
“IT’S TIME TO GO  Kieran Swan 
“Walk on the right folks” Zach Behan 
“The H in Tarbert Comp stands for happy” Caitlin Core 
“The boom is back “Patrick O’Neill 
“In 100 Years Tis All The One" Sean Stackpool 
“I try to avoid looking forward or backward, and try to keep looking upward.” 
Amy Kissane 
“I like work. I find it amusing....I could sit and watch it for hours.” Brendan 
Keane 
“I’m only here because it’s where the bus stopped “ Niall Haugh 
“Don’t take life too seriously, no one makes it out alive anyway.” Micheal 
Fogarty 
“School is important, but craic is importanter” Brian Murphy 
    Keep your face towards the sunshine - and the shadows will fall behind         
 you” Camilla Bunce 
  



The best way to predict the future is to create it" Aidan Curry 
 “For the last time, I’m not Katie” Rachael Dillon 
‘Livin’ La Vida Loca’ Allanah Cummane 
 “Well that wasn’t anything like High School Musical at all!” Ciara Kennelly 
 The best is yet to come  Ciara O Donoghue 
“If you feel like giving up, just don’t” Gillian Musgrave 
 “for the last time I’m not Rachel” Katie Dillon 
Success isn’t about how much money you make. It’s about the difference you 
make in people’s lives Leah Flahive 
 “Try and fail, but never fail to try” Brid Dillane 
“You just gotta keep livin' man, L-I-V-I-N. “Ellen Egan 
“The best way to predict the future is to create” Michael Treacy 
“Never let your fear decide your future” Hazel Langan 
The biggest lie I tell myself is “ I don’t need to write that down, I’ll remember 
it.” Ava Kelly 
If you are lucky enough to be different, don’t ever change, in order to be irre-
placeable one must always be different. Molly-Pepper Carr 
“Everything happens for a reason Ciara Sweeney 
The dumbest thing I ever bought was a 2020 planner.  Erin da Silva 
“To be old and wise you must first be young and stupid” Kerri-Ann Flynn 
‘Be happy with what you have, while working for what you want.’ Nicole Man-
ning 
“Is it too late to ask how to do the aimsir chaite?” Rosheen Culhane 
“We are the kids our parents warned us about” Lucy Ahern 
Some people say the best thing about this place is the road out of it but sure 
you’ve to use that road to get back into it” Padraic O’Connor 
Is it Maura or Anna? Maura Shine 
If you do not believe you can do, then you have no chance at all David Sexton 
McEnery 
10/10 would recommend to a friend” Danielle McKenna 
 “All of our dreams can come true if we use the courage to pursue them Eve 
Mulvihill 
"Keep yourself together and you can live longer through this nightmare." Luke 
Cleary 
 "Success is 98% inspiration, 1% perspiration and 2% attention to detail". Conor 
Hogan 
     So long, Farewell, Auf Wiedersehen, Goodbye.” Ellen Godfrey  
      Good things take time...which is why I’m always late! Shóna O’Connor 
        You’re probably saying Meyler wrong!” Isabelle Meyler  
       I know the Pythagorean theorem but what’s a stock market” Georgia Duff 



  

  




