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Event 66  Year 8 Boys

Emotions

I am a volcano, ready to erupt,
I am a three year old child at a Shakespeare play,
I am a caged bird, kept away from the world,
I am a squirrel in a field of nuts,
I am a child, at his first day at school,
I am a dog, trying to learn algebra,
I am all these emotions bundled in one, but most importantly
I am a person trying to finish this poem
Before the teacher kills me.

Rory Gleeson



Event 67  Year 8 Girls

She Moved Through the Fair

My young love said to me, ‘My brothers won’t mind,
And my parents won’t slight you for your lack of kind.’
Then she stepped away from me, and this she did say,
‘It will not be long, love, till our wedding day.’

She stepped away from me, and she moved through the fair,
And fondly I watched her go here and go there,
Then she went her way homeward with one star awake,
As the swan in the evening moves over the lake.

The people were saying no two were e’er wed
But one had a sorrow that never was said,
And I smiled as she passed with her goods and her gear,
And that was the last that I saw of my dear.

I dreamt it last night that my young love came in,
So softly she entered, her feet made no din;
She came close beside me, and this she did say,
‘It will not be long, love, till our wedding day.’

Padraic Colum



Event 68  Year 9 Boys

What Then?

His chosen comrades thought at school
He must grow a famous man;
He thought the same and lived by rule,
All his twenties crammed with toil;
‘What then?’ sang Plato’s ghost. ‘What then?’

Everything he wrote was read,
After certain years he won
Sufficient money for his need,
Friends that have been friends indeed;
‘What then?’ sang Plato’s ghost. ‘What then?’

All his happier dreams came true --
A small old house, wife, daughter, son,
Grounds where plum and cabbage grew,
Poets and Wits about him drew;
‘What then?’ sang Plato’s ghost. ‘What then?’

‘The work is done,’ grown old he thought,
‘According to my boyish plan;
Let the fools rage, I swerved in naught,
Something to perfection brought’;
But louder sang that ghost, ‘What then?’

W B Yeats



Event 69  Year 9 Girls

Stony Grey Soil

O stony grey soil of Monaghan
The laugh from my love you thieved;
You took the gay child of my passion
And gave me your clod-conceived.

You clogged the feet of my boyhood
And I believed that my stumble
Had the poise and stride of Apollo
And his voice my thick tongued mumble.

You told me the plough was immortal!
O green-life-conquering plough!
Your mandril strained, your coulter blunted
In the smooth lea-field of my brow.

You sang on steaming dunghills
A song of cowards’ brood,
You perfumed my clothes with weasel itch,
You fed me on swinish food

You flung a ditch on my vision
Of beauty, love and truth.
O stony grey soil of Monaghan
You burgled my bank of youth!

Lost the long hours of pleasure
All the women that love young men.
O can I stilll stroke the monster’s back
Or write with unpoisoned pen

His name in these lonely verses
Or mention the dark fields where
The first gay flight of my lyric
Got caught in a peasant’s prayer.

Mullahinsha, Drummeril, Black Shanco-
Wherever I turn I see
In the stony grey soil of Monaghan
Dead loves that were born for me.

Patrick Kavanagh



Event 70  Year 10/11 Boys

My Land

She is a rich and rare land,
Oh she’s a fresh and fair land;
She is a dear and rare land,
This native land of mine.

No men than her’s are braver,
Her women’s hearts ne’er waver;
I’d freely die to save her,
And think my lot divine.

She’s not a dull or cold land,
No, she’s a warm and bold land,
Oh, she’s a true and old land,
This native land of mine.

Could beauty ever guard her,
And virtue still reward her,
No foe would cross her border-
No friend within it pine.

Oh, she’s a fresh and fair land,
Oh, she’s a true and rare land;
Yes! she’s a rare and fair land,
This native land of mine.

Thomas Davis



Event 71  Year 10/11 Girls

Duffy’s Circus

Once Duffy’s Circus had shaken out its tent
In the big field near the Moy
God may as well have left Ireland
And gone up a tree. My father had said so.

There was no such thing as the five-legged calf,
The God of creation
Was the God of Love.
My father chose to share such Nuts of Wisdom.

Yet across the Alps of each other the elephants
Trooped. Nor did it matter
When Wild Bill’s Rain Dance
Fell flat.  Some clown emptied a bucket of stars

Over the swankiest part of the crowd.
I had lost my father in the rush and slipped
Out the back. Now I heard
For the first time that long-drawn-out cry.

It came from somewhere beyond the corral.
A dwarf on stilts. Another dwarf.
I sidled past some trucks.  From under a freighter
I watched a man sawing a woman in half.

Paul Muldoon



Event 72  Year 12/13 Mixed

And will the flowers die?

And will the people die?

And every day do you grow old, do I
grow old, no I’m not old, do 
flowers grow old?

Old things - do you throw them out?

Do you throw old people out?

And how you know a flower that’s old?

The petals fall, the petals fall from flowers
and do the petals fall from people too,
every day more petals fall until the 
floor where I would like to play I 
want to play is covered with old 
flowers and people all the same 
together lying there with petals fallen
on the dirty floor I want to play
the floor you come and sweep
with the huge broom.

The dirt you sweep, what happens that,
what happens all the dirt you sweep
from flowers and people, what 
happens all the dirt? Is all the 
dirt what’s left of flowers and 
people, all the dirt there in a 
heap under the huge broom that 
sweeps everything away?

Why you work so hard, why brush
and sweep to make a heap of dirt?
And who will bring new flowers?
And who willl bring new peole?
 Who will
bring new flowers to put in water
where no petals fall on to the 
floor where I would like to
play? Who will bring new flowers
that willl not hang their heads
like tired old people wanting sleep?
Who will bring new flowers that
do not split and shrivel every
day? And if we have new flowers,
will we have new people too to
keep the flowers alive and give
them water?

And will the new young flowers die?

And will the new young people die?

And why? 

Brendan Kennelly

Poem From a Three Year Old


