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Editors’ Note 

A note from the editorial committee of The Expression…  
 

      Over the past few years, Coachford College has witnessed countless incredible 
achievements by its student body and raised a new generation that continues to this 
day to uphold the reputation of the school in its endeavours going forward. We, as a 
committee, are delighted and honoured to be able to finally compile just some of 
these achievements for display in the form of an online magazine - Coachford Col-
lege’s first magazine ever. The Expression is student run, student published and con-
sists of submissions from various students of ages ranging throughout the school. 
Among these submissions are artwork, poetry compositions, creative writing and top-
ical articles, just to name a few. 
      We are all immensely grateful for the opportunity to put this magazine together, 
and the facilities we have been afforded by our school in order to do so. It has been a 
real collaborative effort from every member of this team, but we are proud to be able 
to produce the fruits of our labour in the form of a creative, exemplary magazine that 
is representative of each and every student in the school and the talent they contrib-
ute.  
      We are hopeful that The Expression will become a tradition to be carried forward 
through the years and upheld by future generations of Coachford College students, 
and that our proverbial first step will become a giant leap that is remembered and 
represented by the school for years to come.  
      Without further delay, it is our privilege to be able to introduce the inaugural is-
sue of The Expression, and to hope that every reader who opens its pages will be able 
to catch just a glimpse of the range of talent we have to offer in Coachford College. 
 

Signed, 

The 
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Season’s Greetings 
Julieanne Buckley, 2nd Year 

 

The descending snowdrops glistened, 

As the hushed children eagerly listened  

To the majestic white flakes, 

That make my heart ache 

To watch them twirl, whirl and swirl 

Whisking my thoughts away. 

 

Crisp March mornings, 

With dew adorning 

Freshly cut grass, with lambs prancing 

Meanwhile summer’s advancing, 

Daffodils bloom 

While summer looms. 

 

The sun scorched my burning skin, 

As I spent heartwarming time with kin, 

After putting on plentiful sun lotion. 

Drifting aromas of nearby flowers, 

Just as summer begins to cower. 
 

Leaves of every colour 

Spiral, as the sky gradually gets duller, 

In my bitterness, I wriggle my toes 

And the rough breeze shakes the haggard scarecrow. 

I rush inside to put on my boots, 

And give the Year one final salute. 



 

5 

Summer Rose 
Róisín O’ Riordan, 4th Year 
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Major Achievements  
Mia Gilbert, 4th Year 

 

D uring the past school year, we as a school have accomplished many differ-

ent achievements. It has been a year of a lot of successes.  

The Great Coachford Dance-Off was a high-

light of the year. The transition year students 

and a number of teachers put together and 

performed unique routines. This year, €3400 

was collected and donated to the Marymount 

Foundation as a result of the Dance Off. We 

spoke to a few students who stated that they 

would always remember doing the Dance Off and it was a great experience for 

themselves.  

As of this year, two new sports were introduced to the school. Girls’ basketball 

was brought back after a number of years and boys’ 

and girls’ volleyball teams were brought in. There 

was a huge uptake of each. These two sports have 

had great success throughout the year.  

In Volleyball, Senior Girls had an incredible win 

making it to the National quarter finals. As well as 

this, the U16 Boys and U16 Girls also made it to the 

National quarter finals. As for Junior girls, they 

had a spectacular year winning the National 

Championships beating Loreto Swords in UL.  

In basketball, the U19 team made their way to 

the regional qualifiers and the U16 team made it 

to the regional quarter finals. Our 1st year team 

are now All Ireland Silver medallists and our 

2nd year team are All Ireland Champions.  
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This year, some of the TY students took part in the Junk Kouture Fashion Compe-

tition. In this competition, groups of two or three students create and design an 

outfit out of materials which are recycled and upcycled. They can sew, paint, cut 

and put together any type of outfit. We had four incredible entries into this com-

petition. It was Coachford College's first time entering the competition and all 

made it to regionals.  

In Ladies Football, the Seniors had an 

amazing performance against Hazelwood 

College. They are now the Munster 

Champions as well as the Junior Football 

team. In 

1st year, 

b o t h 

teams qualified for their respective County fi-

nals. In Camogie, Senior A and Junior A teams 

had big wins in the Munster Championships and 

County Championships. In Hurling, the U16.5 

team had a massive victory becoming Munster 

Champions.  

In cross country, we had 2 of our very own 

1st years, Eanna Duff and Daniel Golden 

both qualifying for Nationals in Belfast. In 

the previous competition, the Munster 

Schools Athletics Cross Country, Eanna came 

first in the Junior Girls and Daniel came 13th 

in Minor Boys.  

“Fit or Fail” is a fitness competition that took 

place in our school last December. Its a series of rounds where 2 people compete, 

with the winner moving on. This year the 4 finalists were Ailbhe O’Shea, Eoin 

McNamara, Ms. Walsh and Kevin Underhill. Eoin Mc was the winner of this 

year's competition. Incredible job done by all participants. 
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A Brief Overview of the Year 
Ms. Kelleher 

 

Tours 

 

Carriagaline Bio Pharma Training Centre (4th May) 

T wo groups of transition students went to this 

training centre on Thursday 1st April and 

Wednesday 4th May. Here, they toured the build-

ing and they got hands-on experience into the bio-

pharmaceutical industry. They got to see equip-

ment that would be used in this industry and they 

also learnt how to use it. This was a very interesting 

tour and provided a wonderful insight into future 

career prospects. 

Buffalo farm 

The 5th Agriculture Science and Home Economic class 

got  up close and personal with the water buffalo at the 

Macroom buffalo farm on 27th April. They had an oppor-

tunity to pet the baby buffalo. They also found out how 

mozzarella is made with an audio visual presentation in the 

cheese dairy. They also gained valuable insights into sus-

tainable farming. 

 

 

Fota Wildlife Park 

All 5th year Biology students headed to Fota’s on Wednesday the 30th March for its 

practical field ecology course. This course is very popular with leaving cert students. 

This course covers all aspects of the ecology  module on the leaving cert biology 
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course. Students were also given time to explore the Park after completing their 

Woodland survey. 

Debating 

The first year public speaking and debating club had a very successful year. The first 

years once a week to debate motions and improve their confidence in public speaking. 

These skills are very valuable to first year students as presentations are a part of many 

Junior Cycle CBA's and communicating is one of the key skills for Junior Cycle.  

The debating club attended a first year debating competition held in Ballincollig. The 

team proposed the motion "It's good to be famous". Our team spoke very well on this 

topic but it was defeated. The students had a very enjoyable day and gained a lot from 

the experience. 

  

Poster Art Exhibition on Climate Change 

 A group of Transition year students entered  The “40 Shades of Green art exhibition 

at Epic Museum'' promoting climate change. This exhibition is to encourage people - 

children, teens, & adults to get involved in green/eco-activities around the celebration 

of Ireland’s National feast day, in ways that will produce lasting positive impacts on 

people, local communities & the environment.  The group received a plaque and were 

selected as an outstanding contribution. 

  

In School Events  

 

Internet Safety 

The Internet Safety Ambassadors have been highly commended in the Leadership 

award for Cyberbullying with Webwise. Because of this the PDST have asked to film 

them demonstrating how they carried out their internet safety activities and are inter-

viewing both students and teachers involved on best practice for the PDST website. 

This is proving to be  a fantastic opportunity for our school and to show off the fantas-

tic work the students have done. 
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Geography Week 

Geography Week was celebrated in Coachford College on the 25th to 29th of April 

with various activities running throughout the school. This was a first for the school 

to mark such an occasion to promote Geography outside of the classroom for students 

and promote a love and appreciation for budding Geographers. Students in class and 

in their own time showed their love and appreciation for Geography by completing 

various activities such as poetry, photography and poster displays of various Geo-

graphical themes such as “place and identity” , “climate action” and “regions”. 

It proved to be a successful event with students across various year groups taking 

part in it. Those involved received certificates of achievement and a small prize to re-

ward their hard work on the Friday of the Easter Holidays. It is hoped that Geogra-

phy Week will also grow in strength and scale in future years with the support of the 

Geography Department. 

 

History Week 

History Week ran from 9th to 13th of May throughout Coachford College. This was 

also the first year to have a week dedicated 

to History. It is proving to be highly suc-

cessful with at least 20 students from across 

the school community involved. Students 

covered themes such as “influential wom-

en” , “social movements of great change” 

and “local history” amongst others. 

There is great support from across the His-

tory Department in supporting this endeav-

our which will only continue to grow year 

on year in Coachford College. Students received a certificate of achievement and small 

prize to reward their involvement in History Week on Friday May 13th. 
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Memories 
Róisín O’ Riordan, 4th Year 
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Art Collage 
Ryan McDermott, 6th Year 
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Discovering Dingle 
Lea Linehan-Nolting & Edana Murphy, 4th Year 

 

F or the TY trip, the fourth year students were expecting some international vaca-

tion across Europe, but instead we went to the charming coast of Kerry. It makes 

one think about the privileges and how it feels to get them taken away. Even though 

we didn't fly to a different country, it still felt like a different place. That's what makes 

Ireland so unique. 

  We started the trip off with a brisk walk led by Mr Foley 

through a lovely trail surrounded by holly trees with prancing 

and dancing deer in the mountainous Killarney National Park. 

At the end of the rocky pathway was O’ Sullivan’s Cascade 

Waterfall which joined into Lough Leane. 

 

  The bus ride continued, bringing 

us to the lengthy strand of Inch 

beach. The wind carried dry sand 

to our faces, sharp and sore. Shoes and socks of many 

students were thrown off and pants were rolled up to our 

thighs. We stormed into the sea with screeches and 

screams. The visit was short but memories were made. 

 

  When we arrived at our houses, our Bean an Tí’s welcomed us with 

open arms along with tea and biscuits. We head-

ed off to the céilí, or should I say, the stampede of 

students who shook the walls of the hall. Ms Ní 

Mhurchú attempted to teach us the right steps but 

the room would eventually turn to chaos by the 

end of each dance. With the rhythm out the door, 

each song was drowned out by the sound of noisy 

teenagers. The teachers couldn't help but join in 

with the craic, laughing and cheering away.  
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We started the next day early with the smell of toast, tea and 

the lovely smiles of our Bean an Tí. After a short bus trip, we 

arrived in the heart of Dingle and we made our way to the 

aquarium. Around every corner there was something new to 

see; it was like we had entered a completely new world. Fish 

of all colours and sizes, beautiful butterflies, playful otters and 

(we can’t forget) the penguins. The tour was full of interesting 

facts, it was an enchanting experience and was a heaven to 

walk through. Afterwards, we strolled through the tiny town 

of Dingle. We visited the famous statue of Fungi the dolphin 

and being the tourists we were, everybody went shopping for 

little souvenirs. 

 

  Next up on the agenda was a magnificent bus tour all over the beautiful coast of Din-

gle. The three buses went up tiny winding roads, so close to the cliffs we thought we 

were going to topple into the sea. We ventured across the countryside, displaying the 

indescribable beauty of Kerry. Heads turned from left to right, looking out of the win-

dows at the Atlantic Ocean on one side and the grazing ewes with their jumping baby 

lambs on the mountains on the other.  

 

We finished off the day 

with a two hour Zumba session which you 

could say was the best night of them all. The 

energy of the room was astounding, all of the 

year group joining in to dance our hearts out. 

It was heartening to see all the TY’s come to-

gether (along with a few of the bus drivers) to have such great fun and an amazing 

night to remember.  

 

The following day was filled with excitement. With bags packed, we said our final 

goodbyes to our Bean an Tí's along with the rest of the delightful Dingle peninsula. 

The last day on the bus to the aqua dome was overflowing with motion as teenagers 
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waited impatiently for a dip in the pool.  After a few songs, cheering and chanting, we 

arrived. Students spilled inside the door of the leisure centre, eager to get into the wa-

ter, as if it was an oasis in a desert. We scrambled up the spiral staircase that led us to 

the top of the slide. With wet hair, the final stop was to McDonalds where we enjoyed 

food and conversations. The McDonalds didn’t know what hit them, in one minute 

the entire building was completely crammed with hungry teenagers.  

 

Going home, music whispered away from the back of the bus, we sank into our seats 

and discussed the memorable moments that had passed. With tiredness eventually 

draining our vocabulary, the bus grew quieter as we neared closer towards our final 

destination. We are so thankful to this trip as it gave us time to connect and relax. 

None of this would’ve been possible without the bus drivers, the incredible zumba in-

structor and the amazing teachers who tagged along. This trip was what we all need-

ed to tie this term to a perfect end. 
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Memoirs of my Family 
Aislin Au, 2nd Year 

“As a member of the majority, she belongs everywhere. As the product of a long mixed-

up heritage, she belongs nowhere”. By David Yoon, Frankly in Love 
 

S ince moving to Ireland people never fail to always ask the same questions. “Where 

are you from?” This question has always left me confused. I’d hesitantly answer 

“Cork”. Unsatisfied with this reply, they push further for more “No, where are you re-

ally from?” Puzzled with this query, I ponder for a bit, “Oh, I grew up in Asia.” With 

frustration still painted on their face, they ask in exasperation “No! Where are you 

from from?” Ah, sometimes I forget that people see the subtle yellow undertones of 

my skin or hear my surname which is an unusual sound to their ears. “Oh, I’m half 

Chinese”. Finally, they seem to get the answer that pleases them the most, although all 

my answers are correct. The Following is the long answer to the question “Where are 

you from?” 

My story can be traced back to Chinatown, Calcutta where my grandmother Alice and 

her three sisters grew up. They were raised up in a very poor part of Calcutta, known 

for its illegal gambling, prostitution, and opium houses. Because the four sisters did 

not partake in any of these activities, they were known as the “four angels of China-

town” to reflect their virtuous characters. 

My great-grandmother’s family belong to the Khāsi tribe. The local folklore says that 

Khāsis come from seven divine clans, but historians traced their ancestry to an ancient 

race in South-East Asia who derive from a Mon-Khmer group from somewhere in 

Cambodia. The Khāsi Tribe is a matrilineal society meaning, tribal identity is passed 

down through the mother, for example a child would be Khāsi because their mother is 

Khāsi. They have quite an uncommon culture, children receive their mother’s last 

name, husbands move into their wives’ homes and the youngest daughter inherits eve-

rything. 

My grandfather Harry Hai Hing was born in Calcutta, India. His father, Ching Hing 

had five wives and twenty-two children. In those days, having many wives, was a 

symbol of status. My grandfather Harry was the third child of the fourth wife. 

In 1950 Harry met Alice and they soon married . For the next 13 years, Harry helped 

run the family restaurant, The Nanking. It opened in 1923 and was the first Chinese 
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restaurant in all of India. It was renowned throughout India and across the world. 

President Nehru Ghandi and Raj Kapoor were some of the most influential people who 

attended this restaurant. 

In 1963 my grandparents had to flee Calcutta and leave their life behind because of the 

Indochina war. My Grandmother, aunties and uncles got a train from Calcutta to Bom-

bay and then boarded the ship P&O Strathedan. They left India in January of 1963 and 

arrived six weeks later in England at Tilbury docks, London. My grandfather followed 

them six weeks later. Here is a first-hand account from my uncle: 

It was hard leaving Calcutta at Howrah Railway Station. My grandmother (Sorin) would not 

let go. We both clung tightly to each other. I guess we knew in our hearts that we would never 

see each other again. That pain still lingers. 

I was very close to her and Grandfather Mak Kwan. They will always remain my best of friends 

and confidants. It was the longest 6 weeks in my life. It seemed forever and I wanted to get to 

England and get rid of these responsibilities. It was a little too much for an 11-year-old who had 

just been pulled out of boarding school. This was the beginning of a new and difficult life for me 

and little did I realise that it was about to change my life and rob me of my teenage years. 

I started this story with the question I’m often asked, “Where am I from?” The long an-

swer to this question is the story I just told but, I guess, I don’t really know where my 

place in this world is and, as I conclude this story, I realize that my grandparent’s story 

isn’t uncommon. Millions of people have to flee homes, family, friends and cultures 

because of existential crises. Learning to adapt to a new culture and yearning to belong 

somewhere is a battle that many people face.  

At eight years old I moved to a new country, ten thousand miles from my home. 

Everything was different to back home, the weather, the people, the language, the food 

and the culture. Presented with a whole new playground for me to enjoy, I was curious 

to learn more. But I soon realized I did not know how to play here. I was in the same 

predicament as my grandparents, but it brings me warmth knowing that they were 

able to grow and adapt to their new environment and knowing that one day I will too. 

My Grandparents situation comes to mind as I watch Ukrainian refugees getting off 

the bus in Poland, running from a war they did not wish for. I learnt this is a common 

situation for many. People flee their homes like my grandparents, like the refugees 

fleeing their homes in Germany and Poland in World War II. Refugees will always be a 

symbol of man’s inhumanity to man. 
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A Cuppa With Nan 
Alicia Butt, 2nd Year 
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Harry Kane 
Daniel Mulcahy, 2nd Year 

 

Born in Walthamstow 

On a hot summer's morn’ 

Nobody knew 

A star was born 
 

Nobody knew 

How much success he would make 

Or how many goal-posts 

He’d rattle and shake 
 

Or that he’d win two Golden Boots, 

And hold them high in the sky 

Or just saying his name 

Would make Arsenal cry 
 

Shoot high, shoot low 

We know what comes after, 

Screaming, cheering, 

Commotion and laughter 
 

With goals and glory 

He brought fame to The Lane 

That’s why I’ll never 

Forget the name Harry Kane 
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The Treasure Chase 
Grace Lehane, 1st Year 

 

‘M aybe we shouldn't be doing this,’ I called. Well, I couldn’t really talk 

properly because I was climbing over tree roots sticking out of the 

ground and trying not to fall into the river. 

‘Don't be silly,’ replied Bella, my very best friend. 

We were walking along an old, abandoned forest trying to find treasure. ‘Do 

you know how stupid this is?’ I asked her. ‘Come on. We’re not going to find 

a big treasure chest full of coins. That’s so childish.’ 

‘I know we’re going to find something. As the legend goes, when someone 

who’s pure of heart walks along this forest by the river, they find treasure.’ 

‘What about if you’re not pure of heart?’ I asked. 

‘Then,’ she said, ‘you’d be trapped in this forest for the rest of your days.’  

I gulped. Although I didn’t believe what Bella was telling me, I was still a lit-

tle bit uncomfortable walking around the woods. 

Bella looked down at her map. We’re here. The testing area. This is where they 

find out if you’ll leave the forest with treasure or die here alone.’ 

The ground shook beneath our feet. ‘Um, Bella, why don’t we head back? I 

can give you some of my pocket money?’ I pleaded. 

‘There’s nothing greater than the pride of winning something,’ said Bella. 

‘Plus, you only earn five euros a week.’ 

We sank lower and lower into the ground like we were on quicksand. ‘I actu-

ally don’t want to do this,’ I said hastily, looking around. 

The trees and sky disappeared from view as we went underground. ‘I don’t 

want to do this!’ I yelled. ‘How do you get out of here?’ 

‘You don’t,’ said Bella. ‘Not unless you’re pure of heart. 
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We landed in a little tunnel. I could see a shadow in the distance. I clutched 

Bella’s arm. ‘Um, I don’t think we’re alone down here.’ Bella nodded, shaking 

just as much as I was. The shape walked forward until we could see that she 

was a woman. 

‘Bella Stephens,’ she said. ‘You are pure of heart and will get the treasure.’ 

Bella smiled, but then looked at me. ‘What about Luna?’ 

The lady looked at me. It was then that I noticed that she was not like any per-

son I’d seen before. She had fire in her eyes and looked like 

there was a monster inside her soul that she wanted to unleash. 

‘Your friend isn’t.’ 

‘But how, she’s the kindest person I know!’ Bella protested but the lady 

wouldn’t listen. ‘She’s staying here.’ 

I almost fainted. ‘What do we do?’ I asked Bella. 

Bella took the treasure chest that was given to her. ‘Now,’ she said. ‘We run.’ 
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Never Truly Gone 
Robyn Finn, 2nd Year 

 

The sun sets slowly over the vast green fields, 

I hang my head lowly and give into the tears, 

Lifting her body, limp and dead, 

I stroke the hair hanging loosely from her head. 

 

Her eyes are empty, drained of life, 

Her flesh carved from the blade of my knife, 

I haul her to the hollow where she'll forever lay, 

Where her skin and bones will soon decay. 

 

Her body falls effortlessly into the ground, 

Eyes staring unseeingly at the world around, 

In the distance, ravens begin their sinister song, 

Towards their calling her soul is surely drawn. 

 

Her face contorts with silent screams, 

As tears flow steadily down her cheeks, 

She no longer breathes, but her soul lives on, 

Though without sense, she is not completely gone. 
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Sleep 
Robyn Conway, 3rd Year 

 

You never know exactly when it happens, 

The exact moment, 

When heavy eyes close and enter a darkness, 

Like an endless sea. 

When racing thoughts succumb to the eternal void, 

Leaving your mind as a blank canvas, 

Ready to be painted by the colours of dreams, 

Or scarred by gruesome nightmares. 

When your body becomes limp, 

As if struck by a paralytic poison, 

Leaving you unmoving on the soft sheets. 

When one second you're aware of everything, 

And the next, 

Nothing. 
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GAA in Coachford College 
Ellie Buckley & Laoise Burns, 4th Year 

 

I t has been a crazy, sports mad year for Coachford College. With new teams set up, 

plenty of silverware and fun along the way, Coachford College has certainly been 

put on the map not just for its academic successes but also its sporting achievements 

throughout the year. 

The u16.5 hurlers definitely kick-started our winning ways with a tremendous Mun-

ster Final win against Mitchelstown CBS, after defying all the odds and coming back 

from a losing score with only minutes to go. With Darragh Lawton slotting in two 

goals and Tadgh Lyons and Breandán O'Sullivan dominating the back line, hope was 

reignited once again. With the help of flares, fitness and fire in their bellies, victory 

was ours. The captain, Tadgh Lyons accepted the cup and brought it back to Coach-

ford where their well-earned guard of honour was waiting.  

The U16.5 Hurling Team 

 

The u16.5 boys weren’t the only team to bring home silverware. Recently, the Senior 

Ladies Footballers won the Munster Final. It was a tight match for the opening half 

against .. But Coachford’s class shone through with breathtaking scores from the full 

back and Cork minor Aoife Barrett, brilliant frees from Laura Buttimer and unstoppa-

ble speed from Amy Sheppard. 
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Eireann O’Shea lifted the cup and the celebrations began for another sporting victory 

here at Coachford College.  

The Senior Ladies Footballers 

 

Sadly the camogie teams didn’t get as lucky. Three heartbreaking defeats came in 

quick succession for Lotty’s girls. The Senior team lost the county final to St. Mary’s 

Midleton. As well as that the Intermediates lost a county final to St. Caimins Shannon 

by 7 points. Then, the Junior team lost another county final to Cholaiste Choilm after 

extra time. However, the worst loss of all came a few weeks later when the Coachford 

Senior girls lost the Munster A final (equivalent of Harty Cup) to Cashel CS by 4 

points.  

The Senior Camogie Team 
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They were barely in the door of secondary school and have won the county ! Hopeful-

ly, better days, like that one, are ahead for the camogie teams of Coachford College. 

In addition to our previously established teams, volleyball has come to Coachford! It 

is a rapidly growing sport across Ireland and with the opportunity to welcome back 

indoor sports this academic year Ms. Stout felt like it was the perfect time to initiate 

volleyball in our school and she was right! We have six teams representing us with 

Junior, Cadet and Senior in both male and female. What’s more is that the Junior girls 

won their All-Ireland Final against Loreto College, Swords. As well as that both the 

Cadet boys and girls finished as quarter finalists in the U16 Nationals. It is safe to say 

that the volleyball teams are in good hands and it will be exciting to see them grow 

and flourish next year. 

The Junior girls volleyball team after winning the All-Ireland 

 

When all is said and done, it is not just about winning or getting out of class! It is also 

about the friendships that are made with our peers on our teams and the memories 

along the way. This year, Coachford College has certainly achieved both objectives 

and I’m sure there will be more sporting success ahead. 

Well done to all involved ! 
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Reflection Slightly 
Oisín Brew-Dinan, 3rd Year 

 

You’ve made your smile so sweet to see 

But you’d whisper to me 

“now it’s fine to hate me”  

Indifferently so softly, as a vow 

 

This time’s no different from before 

You’re running out of lies 

You still cannot see anything 

Outside your glassy eyes 

 

You think it’s easy to believe 

That it’s just all your fault 

You go back and forth and back and forth 

Like scrapes you filled with salt 

 

I think we know the end is near 

You’ll say you know it well 

 But I know you'd see it all so clear 

If your broken mirror fell 
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Fire and the Flame 
Kit O’ Flynn, 5th Year 

 

T hey hold the lighter loosely in their hand. People had warned him, 

“Those things will kill you” or criticised him “Such a foul habit”, dis-

gust all over these strangers faces. Resolutely, it flipped the lid of the light-

er and brought it to the end of the blunt. These strangers knew nothing. 

Maybe, it would kill him, Maybe just maybe, that’s why he was doing it. 

Maybe if its lungs disintegrated it would put an end to the dysphoria, the 

emptiness. The overwhelming thoughts that flooded its head. As they 

thought, they finally noticed the wisp of smoke floating upwards. Their 

dull surroundings mirror their mindset. Bleary grey walls supported by 

strong but rusting red beams. Scorch marks marred the floor. A pile of 

charred wooden planks lay discarded around the warehouse. They, along 

with the faded, mouldy streams that hung in tatters from the rafters were 

reminders of the college ragers that had once occurred in these ware-

houses. On the opposite end of the building they can see dust glimmering 

in the fading light of dusk. A single window left uncovered.  

It remembered how earlier its parents had been arguing. Again. He had no 

doubts that it had been about him. “SHE is an abomination” and “Don’t 

talk about HER like that”. He took another drag, feeling the smoke fill his 

lungs. A settling, familiar feeling. As they leaned back, eyes closed, they 

held their breath. Head thumping against the crumbling concrete. Their 

throat burned and they exhaled. Only to repeat the process. Inhale, hold, 

feel the burning sensation race from the bottom of their lungs into their 

throat, exhale. It acted like a tether to the world, grounded their ever drift-

ing mind. This way they would keep their promises. To most, committing 

arson was not the way you should handle your darker thoughts, however 
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here, he thought it would be an excellent solution. It sighed as the blunt 

burned out, the action disturbing its thin strands of chocolate brown hair. 

The lighter moved through nimble fingers with a practised ease. The sur-

face of the metal casing scratched and worn.  

Slowly as if time was irrelevant and their anxiety was not burning them 

from the inside out, they stood. Audible cracks and clicks filled the space 

as they spread their arms above their head, tilting their head this way and 

that. Their binder no longer chafed the skin over their ribcage. Loosened 

out they let out an appreciative groan, that reverberated against the con-

crete walls. It was time. He would start anew soon enough. First though, it 

wanted to go out in a blaze of glory (no pun intended). His brown eyes 

opened and focused at last. Gaze filled to the brim with malice. A crooked 

grin twisting their soft features. Scooping its bag up and slinging it over its 

shoulder. He let the smell of gasoline finally hit him. He plucked the last 

canister up and began to saunter out of the warehouse, pouring the re-

mains of the canister in a trail of glistening gasoline behind him. Remem-

bering how they had arranged the ‘discarded’ boxes and crates strategical-

ly around the warehouse. Anything that could catch alight, would catch 

alight. Maximise the damage to the warehouses. Maximise the damage to 

his parents’ names and to their precious ‘business’. Leave their reputations 

as tattered as the streamers clinging to the rafters. This warehouse hadn’t 

been the main base of operations for a while now. The ‘shipments’ were 

stored in the more soundproof warehouses neighbouring this one. They 

were all connected though by hidden explosives that ran through the pip-

ing. If one caught alight, the others would go up in smoke too. Unfortu-

nately for its parents their name was on the deed for this particular plot of 

warehouses. Once the fires were extinguished the police would soon be-

come involved. Its parents’ ‘business’ would quickly be discovered, all 

their nefarious acts uncovered. They recalled their father’s words “No one 
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would do business with us if they knew the police had been involved. It’d 

be bad for business”. Chuckling bitterly it stated “It’s just good business”. 

Flipping the lid of the lighter he kneeled down and let the flame spark 

over the pool of gasoline. The blueish orange flame spread. He stood and 

watched as it entered the building past the rusting heavy duty door. They 

let out a controlled breath and then another. A tension they didn’t realise 

they had been storing drained from their shoulders. It let go of the tension, 

it let go of its old life. Let go of ‘Ellie’. Their parents had desired a daugh-

ter so much that they lost their son. Stepping back, Phoenix watched the 

building. At first nothing extraordinary happened, then the lone window 

shattered and the flames began to lick its way up the wooden planks at the 

top of the walls. The sky had darkened considerably since they had sat in-

side the warehouse. Now the only light was the haunting blues and yel-

lows of the fire that was beginning to consume the building. It reflected in 

Phoenix’s eyes turning them an eerie gold colour. Abruptly, there was a 

loud BANG, followed by another and another as the explosives were acti-

vated. Finally satisfied, they pulled up their hood and spun on its heel. 

“Time to catch a ride” they thought triumphantly.  

The walk wasn’t too far, up the hill and through a grove of trees. The in-

dustrial park was well hidden from the road by the large oaks. Once he 

reached the road and spotted the old black car he smiled gently, as he saw 

his reflection in the door mirror. He had ash smudged over his freckles un-

der his left eye and looked like he hadn’t slept well for at least a few 

weeks. Its grey hoodie seemed to be falling apart at the seams. However it 

had a glimmer of hope in its eyes, something that hadn’t been seen since 

they were at least a toddler. They took out their phone from the side pock-

et of their bag and dropped it on the ground. Crushing it under their boot. 

Their parents couldn’t track them now, nor could anyone they hired to 

track them. They were never going back. So they made themselves a ghost. 
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The soft smile grew as they thought of the new life they were going to cre-

ate. They took a minute to take in their surroundings, the trees they had 

hidden in as a small child, the lights of the town down in the valley twin-

kling in the moonlight. They had loved visiting their parents at work when 

they were little. A wave of sorrow flooded them suddenly. If only its par-

ents’ could have been better than maybe it wouldn’t have had to leave. 

Maybe he could have remembered the beauty of this place, without the 

trauma and violence he now associated with it. A tapping on the window 

knocked them out of their thoughts. “Are you gonna stand there all day or 

are we going to get this show on the road, man?” Sighing, Phoenix slid in-

to the passenger seat and replied with a “Not one for reminiscing eh?” 

“You know I’m here, right? You can talk to me, Okay? Remember that” 

Phoenix realised just how serious their friend was when they looked over 

and searched their face. “They care,” he thought, almost surprised. “Don’t 

worry I feel freer than I have felt in years”, and when they said it this time 

they meant. Even though they smelled of smoke and gasoline, and were 

now technically on the run and wearing a binder they felt they could final-

ly breathe. That a weight had been lifted off of their chest. “Whoever said 

arson was never the right answer, was wrong.” It chuckled. Phoenix drift-

ed off into the best sleep they had had in months, with the sound of sirens 

in the distance, the radio blaring and the wind whipping through their 

hair. 
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Loving The Littler Things 
Aislin Au, 2nd Year 

 

I’m tired of wishing for more. 

 Life is becoming a burdensome chore. 

 Everything I fought for I have lost, 

everything I fight for is waiting to be taken away. 

I’m tired. 

 

Therefore, I shall learn to love the little things 

because this love doesn’t disappoint. 

Loving uncomplicated pleasures  

such as witnessing a baby bird learning to flutter its feathers. 

 

Cherishing the delightful smell of fresh air 

Or simply the pigment painted onto my hair. 

Indulging in the sweet aroma of a perfume.  

Charmed when winter’s death brings flowers into bloom. 

   

Enchanted by the fluorescent glow of the moon 

The soothing scent of baked bread that makes me swoon 

 smiling at the simple acts of people 

 or finding peace in a thread and needle 

 

This remedy of simple things softens the burden. 

Loving the littler things helps me lull myself into  

slumber at night. 
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Sunset over the Lee 
Edana Murphy, 4th Year 
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My Passion For Music 
Alec Harrison, 4th Year 

 

I s music dead? In my opinion, yes, it is.  

    When preparing this speech, I listened to a list of the most 

streamed songs of 2022 (and it didn’t take long because none of the 

songs were much longer than 2 and a half minutes). When I listened to 

these songs, I felt… nothing.  

     I felt nothing. 

     The music didn’t make me happy, or sad, or excited, it didn’t make 

me want to tap my feet. The music didn’t make me feel anything.   

I quickly came to the conclusion that today’s pop songs are not meant 

to be listened to, they are meant to be heard, in the background, at half 

volume on a car radio, to break up the silence. It doesn’t inspire change, 

like the blues musicians who helped fuel the fight for civil rights. It 

doesn’t inspire creativity, like the psychedelic era of the 60s, it doesn’t 

inspire movement, like the groovy tunes of the 70s and 80s. Most im-

portantly of all though, it doesn’t inspire emotion.  

     You’ve probably heard your parents at some point complain about 

the fact that “all music on the radio these days sounds the same... and a 

lot of the time they’re right! The songs that I listened to mostly all had 

the same rhythm or beat, most of them were in the same key and the 

format for all of the same was very predictable and repetitive. All of 

this re-enforces my point that today’s pop music is not meant to be lis-

tened to.  

     But why should you care?  
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     I’m into music, it’s my passion; so obviously I’m going to say this, 

but if you don’t care about what’s played on  the radio, why should you 

care? Well, you probably should! If you go back in time as little as 20 

and a bit years, music is what defined the generation. When you think 

about the 90s, you imagine hip-hop, Britney Spears and grunge rock. 

And if you go back a bit further to the 1970s, in Britain specifically, you 

had punk rock hitting the scenes. There were bands like the Sex Pistols 

screaming as loudly as they could ‘down with the Queen!’ and ’down 

with the government!’. And whether they wanted it or not, it started a 

conversation and it sparked emotion. You had the old people getting 

angry and thinking ‘you young hooligans, appreciate what you’ve got’ 

and you had the young people getting excited, looking at the queen in 

her palace thinking ‘you know what, yeah! Down with the queen!’. And 

those young people grew up, became politicians, and changed the 

world. All because the music inspired emotion. But the pop music made 

today isn’t meant to inspire anything. 
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It Is Your Fault 
Evie Daly, 5th Year 

 

S he loves it. It’s obvious. I can see her looking at me but she averts her gaze when 

we lock eyes. She’s not the prettiest in the room, but she’s quick to flash a smile. 

She’s quiet and collected but gets hyper around selected people. She acts hard but 

cares too much. Like any other girl. Of course, this boy came up before. Having met 

him three years ago, you would think she’d know better. She tells me loads of stories, 

surely exaggerated. All drama, messy situations, but I listen anyway. This is purely 

attention seeking, they were good friends and she must have trusted him if they were 

out like that. Misunderstanding maybe, but she’s talking quickly and muddling her 

words. Nervous tendency. 

                                                                                                                                        

I can see it now, the cracked screen illuminates his face and the dash begins to fade 

away. The bottle drops down by his feet, and the heavy glass rolls down towards the 

brakes. There’s letters starting to seep away from the screen, floating around him. He 

shakes his head and tries again. The text reads “I’m not coming.” She thinks she’s not 

but he knows better. Headlights strike across his vision and he’s almost in the ditch. A 

laugh escapes. It’s really kicking in now, but he needs to act okay. Every morning, he 

tells himself that's enough, but every night he triumphantly fails. “He told me he was 

struggling.” Her voice breaks through. Of course he did. Why couldn't she see 

through him? It was obvious. 

 

I’m watching them through the windscreen as she sits in. She’s not happy and she 

knows it. She pumps the seats back and she’s soon swallowed by darkness. “Thanks 

for coming,” but she gives no reply. As they pull out of the drive, he’s looking at her, 

but she looks out the window. Maybe it’s easy to see she’s uncomfortable, but when 

his hand slides up her leg, she says nothing. Strike one. She just wanted attention. 

They drive past neighbours and family houses. If they only knew about her bad deci-

sions. Someone really should have taught her how to act. “You said you wanted to 

talk?” She asks, but he just looks at her and gives a wink. She must know now. Her 
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eyes drift and so does his hand. 

 

Looking up from the back seats now. He’s pulling up the handbrake when he tries to 

catch her hand. She was reaching for the radio. She couldn’t handle any more talk of 

Ashling Murphy, it turned her stomach. How could someone do that? He's staring at 

her now. He’s really trying, but she’s not having it. “I told you, I don’t want to.” She's 

said it over and over again, but he doesn’t care. She asked if he was after a few, but his 

motto was deny all, avoid all. She knows. Trying to turn towards the door, but she 

can’t move her hands anymore, Trapped. Pushing his head away, moving his hands, 

there’s tears now. Nothing is working. How did this happen? He’s frustrated now, 

she's fighting too much. “If you didn’t want to be here you wouldn’t. Would you?” 

She said nothing, this is strike two. It’s clearly all for attention.  

 

What would I do in his situation? She got in the car of her own will. Through the wing 

mirror, I can see a little picture of them. She’s gone limp, but he knows she’s not 

asleep. She’s really sick of it now. While not even opening her eyes, she gives up. 

Strike three. She basically let it happen. Her own fault really. She could have gotten 

out at any time. “You won’t fight so much next time.” She has no words. He sits in his 

own world for a few minutes, but then he’s ready to go home. He can’t get her to talk, 

so he just chats about work, pretending it’s normal. She’s numb. 

 

I’m behind the gate now, watching her get out. Before she shuts the door, he whispers 

something. Telling her he loves her. He doesn’t and she knows it. She slams the door 

and turns on her heel. Walking in her drive it starts to sink in. Her hand covers her 

mouth to stop the noise, more tears now. “Well?” She brings me back to the real 

world. I tell her I have no opinion. She should have been more careful. Why did she 

even tell me? For sympathy. “I wanted to hear a boy's opinion. Maybe you thought he 

was wrong.” She wants all eyes on her. Attention. Like I said, 

It is your fault. 
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Art Collage 
Lea Linehan-Nolting, 4th Year 
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I Am Transgender 
Ryan McDermott, 6th Year 

 

S o this could be a shock to some, maybe not to others. Some might not 

even care. But regardless, this needs to be said for the purpose of under-

standing. 

I am transgender, which means I’m transitioning/changing my gender be-

cause I am unhappy with my current one. My biological sex is female and I 

can’t really change that since it’s, well, biological. But gender is completely 

mentality based. I feel unhappy and even uncomfortable being known as a 

girl, it just doesn’t feel right. 

You all know me by Rhiann but recently I’ve been going by a name I like 

much better, which is Ryan. 

Things get complicated when I try to explain the transgender part of this. Be-

cause I’m not trans male, I’m trans non-binary, which is having no gender at 

all, or identifying outside of the spectrum of gender, known as the 'binary'. I 

hate gender stereotypes and being known by either gender makes me feel like 

I'm falling into everyone’s stereotypical view, because let’s be honest, we all 

probably have some form of stereotypical view, which sucks. I’d like to just 

step outside of that. Really, I don’t care about gender all that much in the 

grand scheme of things, nor should anyone. 

Most of you don't need to remember all this, but I know there's probably a lot 

of other people in the LGBTQIA+ community out there, or people question-

ing, that need reassurement that others like them exist all around them. 

Gender is a spectrum, unlike sex, which is just male or female. But gender is 

mentality based, and it should be choice based. It's one thing to understand 

the biological side of it, but not many stick around to hear the psychological 

aspect. Everyone has unique minds with different likes and dislikes, so 

unique what's the point in classifying a person's gender anymore? Just be who 
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you are and be happy and proud because of it. Of course, that's easier said 

than done, but seriously questioning gender and/or sexuality at least once 

would allow the world itself to become a more open-minded and accepting 

place, I believe. 

When it comes to pronouns (for example she/her and he/him), none should 

be attached to gender as they are in the present day. They don’t necessarily 

need to be decided with gender. They can be whatever you’re comfortable 

with being referred to as. In my case, I prefer to use the pronouns he/him or 

they/them (and before you start saying ‘they’ is a word only for multiple peo-

ple, it also refers to someone of unspecified gender or no gender). 

As a small side note, anyone out there who feels insecure or unsafe about be-

ing who they want to be.. it's okay. I'm sure everyone part of the LGBTQIA+ 

community has the common knowledge of knowing what it's like to feel dif-

ferent, to be different. Even if you may not show that difference, the mental 

toll can have extreme ranges. Being told you're 'weird' or 'strange', in unfortu-

nate circumstances maybe even a 'freak'. 

But anyone who tells you that just doesn't understand, and sometimes they 

never will. But that shouldn't stop you from being who you want to be. To 

stop being fake and forcing yourself to be a gender you aren't comfortable 

with. To stop forcing yourself to fit into cliques you aren't comfortable 

around. And if you don't feel as if your gender is wrong, then don't shame 

others for questioning such a thing. Help them through it, be there for them, 

and most importantly respect them. 

Be proud of who you are because being fake will not get you anywhere. 

Again, I know many people won't care about any of this, but for those who 

do, I hope this shares some insight. 

I hope this clears a few questions up. My name is Ryan, I’m non-binary with 

he/him or they/him pronouns and I want you to respect that, because that's 

who I am. Thanks for listening. 
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Mirrors 
Lou Balik, 1st Year 
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The Return of Basketball in Coachford       

College 
Róisín O’ Riordan, 4th Year 

 

T his year, Coachford College welcomed the return of the Girls Basketball 

Teams. All teams were coached by Miss Duggan and Ms Daly. This 

year’s season started with the U16 and U19 teams. The Competition was 

Southern Region C Grade. 

For the 3 group games both the U16 

team and U19 team played the same 

schools. 

First we faced Bandon Grammar away 

on the 11th of November, 2021.The U16s 

won 44-22 and unfortunately the U19s 

lost narrowly 30-21. 

Our second game was also away against 

St Mary’s Macroom on the 17th of No-

vember, 2021. 

Both games were very successful wins 

with the U16s emerging with a score-

line of 29-24 and the U19s with a score-

line of 38-8. 

Our third game was versus Ballincollig 

Community School on the 19th of No-

vember, 2021. The U16s won 39-26 and 

the U19s won 50-23. 

After that, the U19s were group run-

ners up and progressed to the playoffs 
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to attempt to qualify for the quarter finals. This game was against Mount St 

Michael, Rosscarbery on the 23rd of November, 2021 and Coachford suffered 

a narrow loss at 23-22. Unfortunately, this was the end of the U19 season. 

U16s were group winners and progressed straight to the quarter final against 

Edmund Rice College, Carrigaline, hosted in Coachford College on the 26th of 

November, 2021. According to our Vice Principal Mr. Hickey, this game was 

the first home basketball game hosted by Coachford College in over fifteen 

years. Coachford won with a scoreline of 39-35.  

The U16s then progressed to their Southern Region semi-final against Pobals-

coil na Tríonóide, Youghal, on Friday the 10th of December and lost 48-34, 

where their season also came to an end.  

Next, our 1st Years’ and 2nd Years’ seasons kicked off. They were also in the 

Southern Region C grade with both teams playing the same schools. The 1st 

Years had four group games and the 

2nd Years had three. 

On Wednesday the 9th of February, 

the 1st Years and 2nd Years played St 

Mary’s Macroom. They both had phe-

nomenal wins, with the 1st Years scor-

ing 68-6 and the 2nd Years scoring 62-

6. 

On Friday the 11th of February, the 1st 

and 2nd Years achieved two for two 

against Bandon Grammar. The 1st Years won 80-3 and the 2nd Years won 45-

8. On the 15th of February, the 1st Years played Coláiste na Toirbhirte Bandon 

and extended their winning streak, with a scoreline of 62-12. The 2nd Years 

did not play against Coláiste na Toirbhirte. On the 8th of March, the 1st and 

2nd Years both had their last group games vs Ballincollig Community School 

with the 1st Years winning 50-16 and the 2nd Years winning 61-6. 
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After those results, both 1st and 2nd Years 

topped their groups as winners, therefore 

qualifying for the quarter finals. The 1st Years 

opposition forfeited so they were straight 

through to semi-finals and for the 2nd Years, 

St Brogans of Bandon came to Coachford on 

Wednesday the 16th March and were beaten 

53-6 which also put our 2nd Year team into the 

Southern Region semi-finals. 

On the 25th of March we hosted the Southern 

Region Semi Finals in Coachford College.   

The 1st Years won their semi final vs Loreto 

Fermoy with a scoreline of 59-36, and the 2nd years also won their semi final, 

also against Loreto Fermoy, with a 

scoreline of  53-6. 

We had the Southern Region Finals 

in Neptune Stadium on the 30th of 

March. The atmosphere was in-

credible. Both teams displayed a 

phenomenal performance, with the 

1st Years beating St Brogans Ban-

don on a scoreline of 36-14 and the 

2nd Years beating Scoil Phobail 

Bheara 52-11, crowning the girls Southern Region Champions.  

The girls continued to progress to the All Ireland final 16 games, hosted in 

Coachford College. 

On the 6th of April the 1st Years won vs Presentation Listowel with a score-

line of 34-21 and on the 8th of April the 2nd Years won against Ardscoil 

Mhuire Corbally, 56-17. Afterwards, they played the All Ireland Quarter 
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Finals and Semi Finals in Oblate Hall, 

Inchicore in Dublin. 

1st Years played on Tuesday the 26th of 

April and won the Quarter final vs St 

Raphael's Loughrea, 38-18, and also 

grabbed a Semi Final win against Mount 

Anville, 26-25. The 2nd Years also played 

their All Ireland Quarter Finals and Semi 

Finals in Oblate Hall against Wilson’s Hos-

pital School, Westmeath,  with a scoreline of 

42-23. For the 2nd Years’ Semi Final, we had 

to dash across to Tallaght to play against 

Colaiste na hInse of Bettystown, Meath and 

we won 47-27.  

This meant that both teams were now 

through to the All-Ireland Finals! 

The All Ireland finals took place in the National basketball Arena in Tallaght, 

Dublin, on Thursday the 5th of May. Unfortunately, the 1st years lost 41-33 

against Mungret Community College but still achieved the incredible title of 

All Ireland silver medallists. Then, 

the 2nd years won 36-33 after playing 

the whole game on the back foot un-

til the last 2 mins against Presenta-

tion Listowel and were crowned ALL 

IRELAND CHAMPIONS! 

Overall, the return to Basketball in 

Coachford College Girls was success-

ful. All girls teams in the school are 

now promoted to B grade basketball. 
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In Defence Of Twilight 
Anna Crowley, 3rd Year 

 

N ow hear me out. “Twilight” is a good read. Not in the way that the 

writing was amazing and the characters are well written, but it’s just 

funny. Entertaining. To summarise what Twilight is for the clueless people at 

the back, it’s about a ‘Pick-me girl’ who moves from sunny Arizona to a wet 

and rainy town in the middle of Washington and then has to choose whether 

she wants to be with an angsty vampire who doesn’t know how to display his 

emotions properly or her childhood best friend who happens to be a were-

wolf… oh and the vampire and werewolf are mortal enemies. Who doesn’t 

love a good love triangle?  

 I recently reread the series for the millionth time since fourth class and let me 

tell you it never fails to make me laugh. I said before that the writing is bad, 

but I never said it wasn’t funny as hell. Meyer gave us iconic lines like “Bella, 

where the hell have you been, Loca?” which, I kid you not, my friends and I 

quote on the daily and “You named my child after the Loch Ness monster?”... 

need I say more.? 

 It was Meyer’s goal from the start to hit her targeted audience; teenage girls 

and she executed it brilliantly. From the early 2000s to probably mid-2010s the 

vampire and werewolf book craze has been booming within the book commu-

nity with bangers such as Vampire Academy by Richelle Mead, the Simon 

Snow trilogy by Rainbow Rowell and The Mortal Instruments by Cassandra 

Clare (the only other vampire series I will tolerate). Twilight is proof that 

books don’t have to be written perfectly or be a masterpiece in any way, they 

just have to be written in the right place at the right time.  

 This series was written as an escape for teen girls during the supernatural 

book era and through the years, it has aged like fine wine. Yes, no one thinks 

it’s good anymore, but it has such good joke material in it that you can’t not 



 

51 

talk about it. Judging by the way gen z’s humour is today Twilight is the best 

thing we could possibly have. With the bluntness of our main lead Bella Swan 

who is the person Y/N is based on (if you don’t know what Y/N means, then 

you’re either over the age of 40 or don’t have social media. Possibly both) and 

the oh so cringy Edward Cullen, their personalities just reflect the broken and 

absurd humour of today. Like, who can actually watch the Twilight movies 

and not burst out laughing at the terrible acting and dialogue?  

 On Goodreads, the Twilight books are ranked the top four ‘Worst Books of 

All Time’ to read which is understandable. But then for contrast, Goodreads 

also placed Twilight as the fifth most popular ‘Best Book Ever’. I feel like this 

just shows that everyone in our generation mutually agrees that Twilight is 

both peak fiction, but also the bane of the earth. I guess we have Kristen Stew-

art and Robert Pattinson to thank for that.   

 Books or movies don’t have to be Jane Austin or Stephen Spielberg standards 

to be considered good anymore, they either just have to be so bad they’re fun-

ny or entertaining enough for people to want to continue watching. Of course 

they are still amazing and well made books and movies made today by very 

talented authors and directors but it’s always fun to fall back on the good old 

Twilight Saga by Stephenie Meyer.  
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Coachford Coyotes 
Kevin O’Donovan & Donnacha McSweeney, 4th Year 

 

Founding 

T he Coachford Coyotes were founded in 2020 due to demand for the sport, 

as well as the fact that it seemed like the perfect time to initiate the sport. 

They were founded by Ms Walsh, Ms Stout, Ms Doody and Mr Williamson. 

Since the founding, there have been a total of six teams - The girls and boys 

teams in Junior, Cadet and Senior levels. 

 

Training 

All of the teams do intense training which is proven in their success. The Jun-

ior boys/girls train on a Wednesday and Cadets/Seniors train on Thursdays 

after school. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Season 

For this year the volleyball season has completely finished for all of the teams, 

however training and recruitment is ongoing in preparation for continued 

success in the upcoming season. 
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Accomplishments 

In this academic year the teams have won multiple titles. The Junior girls won 

the All-Ireland final against Loreto College Swords, with Rosaleen Drennan 

being awarded MVP for the match. Both the Cadet boys and girls finished as 

quarter finalists in the u16 Nationals. 
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Race Season  
Liam Murray, 2nd Year 

As I await anxiously  

For just about any little sound 

My legs begin to feel weightless 

As I look all around. 

 

The sudden sounding 

Of the starter’s mark 

Sending shivers down my spine 

As on this journey, 

I must embark 

 

The boat feels light and smooth 

Cutting the water, like a knife 

Oars gripped tightly in my hands 

Holding on for dear life. 

 

Halfway through now, 

Feeling frozen in time. 

No matter how hard I push 

Time still won’t pass by 

 

 

 

Across my hands are only 

Blisters, bursting, blooming and 

bleeding 

Water splashing me in the face 

Reminds me, to keep going 

Keep pushing 

Keep breathing 

 

As I cross a certain threshold 

Reality, it begins to twist 

As painlessly I power through 

Not a single stroke is missed 

 

As I cross over that line 

My mind still in a trance 

The pain settles in now 

But on to dry land,  

 

I must advance 
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Someone Looking Back 
Writer Elma McCarthy & Artist Ciara Fox, 5th Year 
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Dead Poets Society: Lovable Ensembles 
Isobelle Ronan, 3rd Year 

 

A n evocative drama at its core, Dead Poets Society is known as one of the 

most beautiful films of the early 1990’s. Starring the late Robin Williams 

and a baby-faced Ethan Hawke, the movie is overflowing with charm and col-

our. Directed by the artistic Peter Weir (known for the alluring feature “The 

Truman Show”, the film is a gem for lovers of the dark academia aesthetic. 

His admirable directing-skills complemented by the writing of Tom Schulman 

give the audience an Oscar-winning, enjoyable watching experience, that is 

sure to leave the oldest of audiences feeling youthful again, and the youngest 

of audiences feeling bewitched by the story of the Dead Poets. 

 

Dead Poets Society is not necessarily a film that is “cool” to admit loving. It is 

uncynical, idealistic and hopeful, with sprinkles of romance across its 2 hour 

run time. Viewers will find it comforting and easy to relate to our main pro-

tagonists, as throughout the movie they are weighed down by the pressures of 

their parents, academics, and even how they’d go about asking out a girl for 

the first time. Despite all this, the boys find solace in the one adult they feel 

understands them in the world, their English teacher Mr John Keating (Robin 

Williams). A stunning performance by Williams, Mr Keating gives the Dead 

Poets a new perspective on life not previously offered to them by the pre-

existing adults in their lives. This statement applies particularly in the cases of 

our 2 main characters, the ever-entertaining and expressive Neil Perry (Robert 

Sean Leonard), and the more timid, introverted Tod Anderson (Ethan 

Hawke), who, alongside their own budding bromance and sweet comfortable-

ness with each other, discover themselves through the assurance of their lova-

ble English teacher and their even more lovable group of friends. 
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For me, the film was an intimate and beautiful watch. The movie itself is an ir-

resistible adaptation of the novel by Nancy .H. Kleinbaum. Paying homage to 

the excellent writing of Kleinbaum while also combining the quirky writing of 

Tom Schulman leave me starstruck every time I watch the film. What I find 

with Dead Poets Society is that there is not much like it, and unlike most other 

movies in the Dark Academia genre, Dead Poets Society can genuinely be en-

joyed by anyone. Despite the original bashing by reviewers during the films 

initial release, these days the film is worthy of every good thing that is said 

about, and in my opinion will go down as one of the most charming, stun-

ning, and heart-breaking films of all time.  
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The Usual Suspects: Memorable Endings 
Isobelle Ronan, 3rd Year 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

R eleased in 1995, The Usual Suspects, while initially overlooked by audi-

ences, is known as one of the most ingenious thrillers to surface for 

many, many years. The movie itself gives us grisly insight into the deeper in-

tellect of the minds of criminals and the world they occupy, accompanied by 

the outstanding filmmaking techniques of the director Brian Singer (known 

for X-men and Valkyrie) leaves the viewer with a movie of such fine story tell-

ing that it’s a shame that we don’t see movies made like this too often. 

 

A talented cast consisting of the likes of Gabriel Byrne, Kevin Spacey and 

Chazz Palminteri combine to give us the riveting story of a quintet of crimi-

nals, who are forced to come together under the hands of mystery criminal 

mastermind, Keyser Sozer. Our main group of criminals somehow work well 

together onscreen every time they appear together, and each character is given 
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enough on screen time which, strangely enough, compels you to feel favoura-

ble towards the ensemble of delinquents. Credit to Singer here for keeping 

this large cast of characters captivating for the entirety of the movie’s dura-

tion. While the movie’s narrative propels you through its short run time of 100 

minutes, it’s not until the movie’s 3rd act that it really takes a firm grip on 

your viewing, and leaves you with an ending that is still talked about nearly 

30 years after its initial release. 

 

Personally, I found this movie to be an alluring watch. It hits the nail on the 

head of the neo-noir genre, giving us a sense of constant mystery around eve-

ry corner while also being complemented by the exciting thriller-themes 

throughout. A formidable story line with gripping dialogue and narrative, 

this is a must-watch for fans of the mystery/thriller genre, but can also be en-

joyed by anyone interested in movies under the crime category. The Usual 

Suspects remains one of the greatest 90’s films to this day, and is worthy in all 

aspects of the praise it receives. 
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Inculpate 
Ellen Healy, 3rd Year 

Straighten your shoulders, don’t look down 

Fear is a discernible scent, 

Wafting slyly away into the concrete alleyways of the minds nearby 

Your skirt is too short, your top too low, 

The catcalls are waiting, flying across the street like doves with steel feathers 

Insults, clothed in cheap cotton compliment. 

Heels, echoing on cold ground. 

Humiliation waits, behind closed doors 

Closed fists. 

 

You can like what you want, 

Be who you want… 

But remember 

It will still be seen as funny. 

You’re a girl who likes makeup, a girl who likes sports, a girl who likes cars. 

But here, you are just another body to leer at, 

Another thing, a beautiful object, 

To be admired, and broken. 

Not delicate, but tameable, in need of teaching, needing to learn your place. 

 

You say “It’s not a problem. Not anymore.” 

“Why can’t I say that to her anymore?” 

You say “It’s safer now, than it was back then.” 

When we were beaten down freely, without need for secrecy. 

Safe? When aerosol cans of cayenne are lifelines? 

Safe? When the clothes you wear are an excuse to hurt you? 

“He couldn’t control himself. 

He made her feel as if she were dirty. 

He made her feel as if she wasn’t worthy of life. 
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Invisible 
Lea Linehan-Nolting, 4th Year 

Lips sewn shut. 

My head underwater. 

A knife in my chest; 

Scraping at my heart. 

Eyes staring, 

Blank and unfocused, 

Searching the distance; 

Far beyond, 

Where the sky shakes hands, 

With the sea. 

People rushing, 

Taking, whispering, 

Sounds just a blur. 

Slowly dying, 

While people watch. 

My blood on the floor. 

They haven't noticed, 

And jumped right over, 

My body washed ashore. 

Still, silent, peaceful, 

Waiting for light. 

Wake me; 

Free me; 

Help me; 

I'm in a room, 

There are no doors. 

Locked in darkness, 

Gone forevermore. 
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An Eternal Love Story 
Elma McCarthy, 5th Year 

 

A s the sun dawned for the very first time she opened her eyes. Soft green 

curves stretched and stirred as rivulets of water wound their way down her 

limbs. Flowers bloomed and birds sang and she basked in the warmth of her 

world. Settling back into her warm cocoon she raised her eyes to the sky above 

her- and there he was. Gleaming a pale blue in the early morning sun he was the 

most beautiful thing she had ever set her eyes on. 

For years she agonised over how to get his attention- she knew that she possessed 

a beauty unlike any other but evidently that was not enough as he was yet to ap-

proach her. He sat above her blazing in bright azures and deep navies but  all she 

could do was gaze from afar and try to make herself as eye-catching as possible 

(although where else he could possibly be looking she couldn’t fathom). For three 

months she decked herself in soft pastels, pale pinks and blues that brought out 

the green in her soft skin, dotted with tiny white daisies throughout. For another 

three she brought out her brightest yellows, richest greens and endless blues. 

They melded together in a joyful celebration of life, a symphony of colour that 

highlighted all of her most pleasing features but still, nothing. In a final effort she 

burned bright for three months in deep reds and burnt oranges, all offset by dark 

browns that peeked through here and there.  

But all of this was to no avail- still he didn’t so much as glance in her direction. Fi-

nally she had to admit defeat, and after months of trying and trying she was ex-

hausted. Draping herself in a blanket of pure white she turned over onto one 

shoulder and drifted off into a deep slumber that was to last three months. 

When she awoke it was to a very different world than the one she had left- no 

more was she greeted by the gentle burble of birdsong or the tippling sound of a 

stream falling over a ledge. There were no bees to buzz softly at her ears, no 

lambs to butt their heads against her hand and bleat softly in an attempt to get her 

attention. The world she had once known was cold and tired, devoid of the 
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warmth she had trusted he would continue to provide in her absence.  

Incensed, she opened her mouth for the first time in centuries and screamed, a cry 

that tore through the sky and finally caught the attention of the one person she 

had been trying to talk to for centuries. But her failed romance be-damned - he 

clearly was not the man she had believed him to be. Two twinkling eyes gazed 

down at her, blinking the final remnants of sleep away as he slowly came to his 

senses. And then he spoke, a deep rumbling voice that shook her to her very core. 

So quietly that she almost felt it rather than heard it; ‘You’re back’, he murmured.  

And suddenly she was even angrier than she had been before. How dare he. How 

dare he ignore her for years and then suddenly seem to care as soon as she was 

gone. How dare he suddenly deign to speak to her, suddenly decide that she was 

worth his attention. She had pined after him for years but she did not revolve 

around him- he revolved around her and it was about time he was reminded of 

the way things worked. 

Opening her mouth once more she screamed again, and as she did volcanoes 

erupted and geysers shot ribbons of hot steam straight up into the air. This at last 

got his attention in earnest- any traces of sleep left his face and his focus landed 

directly on her. She screamed and she screamed until it echoed through towns 

and villages, from the deepest ravine to the highest hill. And when she stopped 

screaming she didn’t pause for long. 

“Only one thing has ever been required from you; to keep my world warm and 

safe. And you couldn’t even do that. I have watched you for years from afar, 

watched as you sat there too far above us to ever grace us with your presence, fix-

ing each and every one of your own jewels, ensuring they stay pristine and spar-

kling. You have always thought yourself too good for us- too good for me- and I 

am tired of it.”. 

His brow furrowed and as she paused her tirade to draw in a breath he interjected 

quickly. 

“ I am a prisoner. Not a king”. 

This stopped her in her tracks and he took advantage of her surprise to continue 
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speaking. 

“ The only thing I have ever wanted is to be down here, to be with you. But for 

years I kept going because every morning I knew that you would be there when I 

woke up, smiling up at me. And then one morning you weren’t. And over time I 

stopped believing you would ever return. I am truly sorry that I have hurt you- 

you must know that this was never my intention. I promise you I will never let it 

happen again. Please believe me.”. 

Lost for words, she raised her hand up to his face. She trailed her fingers along his 

cheek, learning the feel of the dips and contours of his face. She curled a cloud 

around her finger and sucked in a shaky breath. All this time she had spent alone, 

believing that he did not see her when in actuality she was everything he wanted- 

and everything he could never have. 

And so that is how their story goes; year on year they will circle each other, des-

tined to gaze at the one thing they can never have, the one thing they truly want- 

each other. From the beginning of time till eternity they will stay that way, long 

after generations have come and gone. The myth of Uranus and Gaea- an eternal 

love story. 
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Modern Witch 
Sinéad O’ Callaghan, 4th Year 
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Think Languages in  Coachford College 
Mia Gilbert & Róisín Corcoran, 4th Year 

 

In November, TYs all over Ireland participated in a Think Languages Day 

organised by Languages Connect. Ms Fitzgerald and a team of TYs organised 

the day’s events in our school. We watched an opening ceremony in the 

morning, where we learned of the opportunities and benefits that speaking 

foreign languages can bring you. Then, we had a mix of teachers and students 

teaching us basic phrases in Polish, Japanese, German, Spanish, Italian and 

Irish Sign Language. We had a taste of French cuisine at break, including 

croissants, then went to the workshops we had chosen. We were given an 

option between Arabic and Belly Dancing or Portuguese Martial Arts for our 

first workshop. For our second workshop, we had the choice between French 

and Fashion, Danish and Design or Russian and Ballet. The day was 

thoroughly enjoyed by all, and a great educational experience. It convinced 

some students to do a third language for their leaving certificate, and we can’t 

wait to see where it brings them!  

 



 

67 

In the vast Arctic desert, 

The polar bear lies its white, velvety 

fleece 

In the fluffy white snow. 

 

The white frantic speckles being 

manipulated by  

The strong gale is an everyday 

occurrence 

For the placid polar bear 

As it sits unbothered in a protective 

trance  

Watching everything rushing around it. 

Its long woolly limbs glued to the deep 

carpet  

Like an old man in his armchair near the 

fireplace. 

 

Suddenly, dusk fell and the moon rose 

as a  

Luminous globe that was stranded by 

choice in the sky. 

 

The polar bear’s silky-smooth skin 

covered its cottony coat 

Insulating him further. 

He shut his droopy eyes and 

 Slowly, closed out everything as far as 

the eye could see, 

Everything acting with purposeful 

movements,  

As if they had to make it home before 

the clock struck midnight. 

The bear was the Polar opposite. 

 

It slumbered softly with the comfort  

Of a promise in its head that in the 

morning, 

Everything would be the same. 

From the tremendously sharp, distant 

icecaps  

To the pattern of the gust engraved in 

the powdery carpet. 

 

The polar bear lies until he is in his 

casket. 

The Polar Bear Lies 
Áine Golden, 2nd Year 
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And so the sun begins to rise 

School is over, this is our prize. 

I frantically run out the door. 

When will I be back? I wasn’t so sure. 

 

I met my friends a couple blocks down 

Where to first? How about town? 

No, we’ve been there before 

I was thinking of somewhere more. 

 

So off we go, we start to wander 

We’ll go to the building over yonder. 

We went over the endless hills 

Finally arriving at the wooden mills. 

 

We pick a spot to sit down and rest, 

Glad to have finished the summer 

tests. 

And so I’ll try not to let this moment 

pass by, 

For the rest of the summer, this shall 

apply. 

 

As the afternoon approaches 

I reflect and cheerfully say 

If I’d only one more day to live 

I’d live it like today. 

 

So, if you're still in any doubt 

Summer has to be the best season 

My favourite by far, 

And this is my reason! 

Summer 
Autumn Nagle, 2nd Year 
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Citrus 
Edana Murphy, 4th Year 
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Athletics in Coachford College 
Róisín O’ Riordan, 4th Year 

 

2022 was a very successful year for Athletics in Coachford College. 

Here are the successes the school has achieved in both Cross Country 

and Track and Field Athletics Competitions this year. 

 

Cross Country 

 

On the 4th of February 2022, athletes from Coachford College took part 

in the South Munster school Athletics Cross Country competition at the 

Cork Athletics Grounds, Slieveroe, Riverstock. In the Minor Boys 2000 

meters, Daniel Golden came in 13th place. In the Junior Girls 2000m, 

Eanna Duff came first with a time of 7 minutes and 3 seconds. Both stu-

dents are now progressing to the Munster competition. All our students 

performed well at the events with a number of personal bests.  
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Track and Field 
 
 
On the 10th of May 2022, some Coachford College students competed in the 
Track and Field Athletic Competitions in M.T.U. Here are some photos of the 
great day out! 
 

Long Jump 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Athletes with Mr. Campbell 
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Quotes from the Team 
 

 

Róisín Corcoran, Co. Editor; “Oisín, language. What am I supposed to 

do?” 

 

 

Lea Linehan-Nolting, Artist; “I'm Lucky.” 

 

 

Ryan McDermott, Head Artist/Only Adult; “Breaking stereotypes one 

day at a time.”  

 

 

Edana Murphy, Artist; “Me and Lea are the best team.” 

 

 

Róisín O’ Riordan, Writer; “It always seems impossible until it’s done.” 

 

 

Méabh McCarthy, Co. Editor; “If at first - Can you let me finish? - you 

don’t succeed, blame the editor.” 
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Mia Gilbert, Head Writer; "Oisín, you did nothing, you’re not the Edi-

tor." 

 

 

Siobhan Barrow, Head Artist; “I don’t know what my quote will be.” 

 

 

Carmel Nyhan, Researcher; “Nothing is impossible: the word itself says 

I’m possible.” 

 

 

Kevin O’Donovan, Professional Hobbit; REDACTED—NOT SCHOOL 

APPROPRIATE 

 

 

Eoghan Foley; “Quotes are for dumb people who can’t think of any-

thing to say on their own.” 

 

 

Donnacha McSweeney, Writer;  “No one asked you Kevin!” 

 

 

Oisín Au , Editor; “ Get to work Minions!” 
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