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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

The Little Waves Of Breffny
The grand road from the mountain goes shining to the sea,
And there is traffic in it and many a horse and cart,
But the little roads of Cloonagh are dearer far to me,
And the little roads of Cloonagh go rambling through my heart.


A great storm from the ocean goes shouting o’er the hill,
And there is glory in it and terror on the wind,
But the haunted air of twilight is very strange and still,
And the little winds of twilight are dearer to my mind.


The great waves of the Atlantic sweep storming on their way,
Shining green and silver with the hidden herring shoal,
But the Little Waves of Breffny have drenched my heart in spray,
And the Little Waves of Breffny go stumbling through my soul

Eva Gore-Booth
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   Boys and Girls

The Fiddler Of Dooney
When I play on my fiddle in Dooney. 
Folk dance like a wave of the sea; 
My cousin is priest in Kilvarnet,
 My brother in Mocharabuiee.
 I passed my brother and cousin: 
They read in their books of prayer; 
I read in my book of songs 
I bought at the Sligo fair. 
When we come at the end of time 
To Peter sitting in state, 
He will smile on the three old spirits, 
But call me first through the gate; 
For the good are always the merry, 
Save by an evil chance, 
And the merry love the fiddle,
 And the merry love to dance: 
And when the folk there spy me, 
They will all come up to me, 
With 'Here is the fiddler of Dooney!' 
And dance like a wave of the sea.
W.B. Yeats
