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Welcome to this Transition Year yearbook, a new
departure for our TY students. I admit I did baulk a
bit when Darren Grouse brought this suggestion to me
only three weeks ago. It is a testament to calibre of the
student we have in this year's group that here we are
now reading a printed copy in such a short time
frame.
A big thank you to all our contributors, but my biggest
thank you has to go to the team that made this
happen; Liam Troy, Martin O' Sullivan, Daniel
Chadwick and Darren Little. Their diligence,
commitment and willingness are the reason that this
publication exists.
Well done to all the students who have visibly
blossomed over the last year. It's been a pleasure.

Best Wishes In Senior Cycle.
Deirdre Carroll
TY Coordinator
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Introduction

By Cathal O’Sullivan

I wish to welcome you all to the St. Mary’s CBS Transition
Year Yearbook of 2014/15. This yearbook is a great
opportunity to bring the year together for one final project.
It also offers the Transition Years a chance to reflect upon our
time spent in the wonderful year that is Transition Year. It
also allows us to remind ourselves of some of the important
events, guest speakers and tours we went attended.
Creating a yearbook is far from an easy job and it doesn’t
come together overnight! It especially isn’t an easy job when
the idea comes to mind with six weeks to go. First we needed
some guidance and a path to follow and there was no better
person than Ms. Deirdre Carroll to show us this! Without her
this book would not have happened and we owe her huge
thanks for that. With everybody’s help and determination we
hit the ground running, crossed our fingers and prayed!
The whole team have done Trojan work writing pieces,
taking photos and chasing others down to get articles off
them and these efforts have not gone unnoticed. We are also
very appreciative to all the students who contributed articles
to this yearbook.
Finally, I hope you, the reader, get as much enjoyment from
reading our stories from the year as we did taking part in
them! We hope this is a very accurate account of the fun
filled, action packed year that is Transition Year here in St.
Mary’s CBS and it will certainly be cherished by all students in
years to come. Now it’s time for you to turn the page, delve
in and become engrossed by the best Transition Year has to
offer!
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What I Got Out of Transition
Year
By Ronan O’Sullivan
Junior Cert 2014 was finally over and I, as many others
were, was looking forward to an extended summer holiday.
No exams meant no stress and absolutely no need to work
hard. As far as I was concerned I had until September 2015 to
do as I pleased, a whole 15 months off.

I couldn’t be more delighted to tell you how wrong I was. Transition Year
hasn’t been the break I thought it would be and that is something I am over the
moon about. The hard work I thought I was avoiding came in the form of enjoyable
opportunities such as working with our schools successful debating team and
working tirelessly on producing a set for the TY production of “Philadelphia Here I
Come”. I’m not saying I worked as
hard in TY as I did in Third Year, I’m
saying there has always been
something to do in Transition Year
and working hard at the likes of minicompany,
work
experience
and Gaisce is the furthest thing from
the hard work you do in other years.
The work is enjoyable, fulfilling and
also beneficial. We have been given
opportunities to do projects on the
things that interest us, and try
subjects we’ve never done before.
However, as we all know it hasn’t been all hard work. We’ve had
countless outings, including overnight stays at Carlingford and Glendalough, trips to
universities and colleges like Trinity College Dublin, UCD and UL to explore third
level opportunities, recreational
days
out
including
racing
at Kylemore Karting, ice-skating in
Dundrum and sporting activities at
UL. Speakers such as Tony Sheridan,
John Bolton and Donal Ryan really
entertained us while we were also
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given chances to complete courses such as our recent First-Aid training and the
Drive for Life programme conducted by Pat McNeely.

I feel I have grown as a person from doing Transition Year. The
opportunities afforded to me and the rest of the TY group has been amazing.
Through work experience in O’Gormans restaurant and volunteering at Laois
Special Olympics as part of my community involvement for Gaisce I have gained
valuable communication skills and some great experience. Through giving
presentations in class I have gained some much needed public speaking skills and
confidence, and finally, through working in teams so much and the time given to us
to bond as a group on days out, TY has enabled me to turn some of the lads I rarely
spoke to in our previous three years together into good friends of mine.

It has all been so worthwhile and I want to thank all the teachers,
especially our Transition Year co-ordinator Ms. Carroll who made sure we always
had something to do or somewhere to go. Finally I just want to say that the
opportunity to be part of the production of this yearbook to commemorate the year
we’ve had is something that gives me great pleasure. In years to come I’ll always
have something to remind me of all the memories I made and all those important
experiences and skills I got out of Transition Year
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Zambia Immersion Project
James Spillane & Ruaidhrí Tierney
In February 2015, a team of 16 students and 5 teachers from St. Mary’s CBS travelled to
Zambia for charity work. These were Niall Gavin, Niall Gleeson, Seán Masterson, Paddy
Critchley, Pádraig Dunne, Martin Walsh, Pancha Owens, Conor Finnegan, Darragh
Hewitt, Shane Whelan, Jack Reddin, Cathal O’Sullivan, Barry Langton, Gavin Fitzpatrick,
Ruaidhrí Tierney, James Spillane, James Walsh, Brian Carroll, Emma Lynch, Caroline
Brennan and Willie Quinlan.

The Build-Up:
It’s an odd feeling, knowing your life is about to be changed. For over a year, the
sixteen of us were constantly and incessantly told how lucky we were, what a great
opportunity we’d be given, just what a life-changing event this would be. It was hard to
picture something so monumental, and the thought that anything could be was more
than a little intimidating.
The work everyone put in before the trip even began was immense. From
exhausting bag-packing to the unforgettable night of Strictly Come Dancing, together
the team managed to raise over €30,000. Over the summer of 2014, the pockets of
Portlaoise were hit hard, but I think we can safely say it was worth it.
Then September struck and before we knew it February was just around the corner.
Between summer shopping in winter, multiple trips to the pharmacy and the much
dreaded inoculation (all in the arm, thank God, despite the rumours), life post-Christmas
was very hectic. I think we’ll all remember the afternoon the sixteen of us trudged
through the snow to St. Paul’s for teacher training. Zambia became the number one
priority, schoolwork be damned!
(Schoolwork. In TY. Hah.)
Next thing we knew, it was February 6th. The bags were packed to bursting, the
money was stashed safely, and the passports were on hand. Ms. Foley led us in a short
prayer service with our parents, then the last of the photos were taken and the
departing sons were smothered with hugs. And with that, we were off into the great
unknown.
The journey itself doesn’t credit much of a mention, but I will say this; if you’re
planning on flying for 14 hours across the world, fly with Emirates. You won’t regret it.
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The Arrival:
We landed in Lusaka airport where Frank the bus driver was waiting. After
meeting the memorable Jackson at Manda Hill Shopping
Centre, we drove straight into the immersion and went to
visit the Mother Teresa orphanage. The children were all very
young (and very cute), but not all were orphans. The sisters
also ran a clinic, in which many kids had parents who were
too ill to care for themselves, much less their children. We
visited the male and females wards, and met with several
dying patients. Some were too weak to shake our hands, but
all were “fine”. Both the men and women sang for us, and we
tried to return the favour with The Fields of Athenry, “tried”
being the key word.

After that disconcerting awakening, we spent the
night at the Lusaka Backpackers hostel (formerly sharing a
name with the Zambian answer to the IRA), before travelling
to Livingstone the next morning. Our seven hour journey
afforded us a great view of the Zambian countryside, as well
as an interesting insight into Zambia television. When we arrived we went to our new
home for the next two weeks, Fawlty Towers. On our first evening there, the team went
down to the Zambezi River, for a reflection against the backdrop of the setting sun. After
that, it was time to get down to work.
The Work:
Every morning in Livingstone, we were up and out of Fawlty Towers by 7:15 a.m.
(5:15 Irish time). Phineas picked us up in his top-of-the-range school bus and drove us to
work in the local community schools: Linda, Lubuyu and Ngwenya. Ruaidhrí and I took
the fourth grade in Linda Community School. Let me paint the picture: 60 children,
ranging from seven to twelve years of age, slap bang in the middle of a hall, with a class
of similar size on either side. Every single morning.
Most fun I’ve had in ages.
Linda was originally built as a community centre before becoming a school. It’s
twinned with the Abbey Grammar School in Newry, and benefits greatly from this
connection. I remember one day, the co-ordinator arrived in with sacks of new uniforms
for the students. The way that their eyes lit up, you’d swear it was Christmas morning.
We took the class for Maths, English and Literacy, and even taught them a bit of
Irish. Their regular teacher, Mrs. Mulando was on hand to teach them Chitonga, their
local dialect, and Science, which mainly consisted of sex-ed. Let me tell you something,
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you have not lived until you’ve heard sixty young children all chanting “Gonorrhea!” in
unison. Brilliant.
One day Ruaidhrí and I were fortunate enough to be taken by the principal Cathy on one
of her home visits. In order to understand her students and their situations better, she
goes with them to visit their families and homes to learn and help in what way she can.
On this day we took Robert and Florence from the fourth grade, with Mr. Walsh in tow,
and walked to their houses. Both walk over an hour to school every morning, unfed
more often than not. They live in little more than shacks and sleep on the ground.
Florence lives with her grandmother, as both her parents are dead. Both Robert’s
biological and step-fathers are dead, and his mother is too ill to work. What little work
she could do was breaking rock at the nearby quarry. A wheelbarrow of crushed stone is
only worth six kwacha, which is less than one euro. In both cases we left money to try
ease the hardships of the families, but money can only go so far. Our eyes opened and
are moods reserved, we returned to school.
On our last day in Linda Cathy organised a bit of a send-off for us. The students were
gathered in the hall and the older grades sang and danced for us. It was a great insight
to their local culture, and a great way to end our time there. I must admit, I miss my
class sometimes, all sixty of them, shouting up at us and going mental for stickers.
The Clinic:
Each of us also spent a day off school, working in the clinic. St. Francis Healthcare Clinic
in Livingstone is run by Sr. Mary Courtney, a Cavan native. The day Ruaidhrí and I were
on duty we went to the psychiatric unit with Mr. Carroll. We drove across town to a
small clinic with wards for AIDS, TB, maternity and postnatal,
among others. The unit set up shop behind this building,
under the shade of the trees. All the nurses needed were a
table, benches, and their chest of supplies. They work on a
rotary basis, coming to that spot one Friday of every month.
Out of 90 on record, 25 patients showed up that day. All
suffered from epilepsy. We learned about the nurse’s work,
looked through files, and listened to patients’ stories. Carroll
even had a go at being a real doctor! We were lucky to have
the head of the department, Dr. Richard, with us, so we
learned plenty, and even got to visit the psychiatric ward in
the local hospital.
We discovered that there is a huge stigma surrounding mental illness is Zambia,
and many would rather live in undiagnosed and untreated denial than face the facts,
often until it’s too late. Faith can be wonderful, as it can help people through even the
toughest of times, but it can be harmful too; some rely on divine intervention that will
never come instead of seeking treatment. One startling fact we learned is that the local
clinics receive no medical supplies from the government. All they have comes from the
St. Francis Clinic and Sr. Mary. Without them, the people of Livingstone would be well
and truly done for.
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The Afternoons:
Every afternoon, between school and the orphanage, the team would visit a
different place. Different is the way to describe it, because it ranged from a crocodile
farm to a traditional village. We visited the farms of the St. Francis clinic, the Youth
Community Training Centre (set up by an Irish nun), the home of the Christian brothers.
We saw a massive Baobab tree, and reflected with clinic workers. We did everything we
could to see as much of the area as possible, to fully immerse ourselves in that world.
We didn’t waste a minute of our short time there.
The Orphanage:
We worked in the Lubasi orphanage each night; we went there
at 5pm each evening for one hour. There were a total of 47 orphans in
the orphanage. They were considered the lucky ones, as they got a hot
meal every evening, which was a dish of ground dried maize called
nshima, cooked outdoors in a big pot on a campfire with three large
stones to support it. The children were either in there because they had
no parents (who died from prevalent diseases like AIDS/HIV, T.B) or
their parents could not support them. On an alternative, darker side,
some parents resented their children and wanted nothing to do with
them, and there were some stories of orphans being abused before
they came to Lubasi.

The walls were big structures with broken glass set in concrete on the top to
keep the orphans in and intruders out. The kids were so kind-hearted and loved our
company. We played soccer, basketball or games with them each evening, but when all
that dropped away we had heart-to-heart chats with them that were invaluable, as they
shared their stories and worries with us and we comforted them. We educated them
about Ireland, some of them not even knowing where Ireland
was! Apart from a hot meal they also got an education, some
of them being educated in St. Raphael's C.B.S nearby, our
contact school in Livingstone. Orphans are also lucky as they
can go to university (a former resident had recently graduated
in engineering) or straight into the Youth Community Training
Centre, or Y.C.TC (set up by an Irish presentation nun Sr.
Josephine), at age 17, where they learn valuable skills like
woodwork, metalwork, sewing, bricklaying, cooking, physics
or electrics. This ensures that they get a job when they finish
up. So you can see that they do well out of the orphanage and
the level of care they get is unmistakably excellent.
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Obi and Chachi were two gorgeous little three year old boys in Lubasi, and one
night they were simply throwing a stone into a circle drawn in the sand, an act which
amused them to no end (no Xbox’s there!). I'm sure if one of us had room in our suitcase
we would have brought them home with us, they were so cute! Patience, a 12 year old
girl was another one I had great time for; she was so lively and showed us how to play a
lot of fun games. For example, one such game involved holding hands and clapping the
hand of the person to your left as we sang a song, and then counting to ten; whoever
we landed on got to “shoot” someone out of the circle. I played music on occasion and
they loved that as they were superb dancers and singers, and it was something that I
loved as much as them! Connecting with them through games and music, that was
where the magic of immersion lay, getting a smile out of the kids and making them
laugh and joke with us (and sometimes at us!). I won't lie, there were tears leaving the
orphanage, not just from the orphans but from us too.

The Weekend:
We took a break from working on the weekend, and focused on the cultural part
of our immersion. On the Saturday we
travelled across the Zambezi River into
Botswana, where we went on safari in the
Chobe National Park. We spent the morning on
a boat trip down the Chobe River, which
separates Botswana and Namibia. There’s a
small marshy island in the river with the most
wonderfully pointless Botswana flag on it, just
to claim this little strip of useless land. After
lunch we drove through the park to see the
wildlife. We saw hippos, wildebeest,
crocodiles, baboons, giraffes, impala and
elephants, so many elephants.
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On Sunday we went to visit the mighty Victoria Falls. We trekked down to its
base at the Boiling Pot, where a baboon joined us for lunch. We walked along the Devil’s
Cataract and got absolutely soaked from the mist off the Falls (thank God for Willie’s
GoPro!) and walked across the suspension bridge between Zambia and Zimbabwe,
where we witnessed a bungee jump. The waterfall was more beautiful and powerful
than I can describe a sight I’ll never forget.

The People:
The people we met working in Livingstone are some of the best this world has to
offer. Some were local, some came from the backwaters of Ireland, but all possessed an
unwavering desire to help those around them.
Cathy, the principal at Linda, is quite easily one of the most phenomenal people I
have ever come across. Not only does she perform these home visits during school, but
also after hours and on weekends. She buys nshima herself to feed the students as
many come to school still hungry. Although she has no children of her own, she has
several in her care, two of whom are orphaned students. She lives her life in the aim of
improving theirs, and she never waivers in her selflessness. She is a true testimony to
what difference just one person can make.
Sr. Mary is another of these people. As has been mentioned, she travelled all the
way from Cavan to work in Zambia. She is the driving force behind the St. Francis Clinic,
and helps out in the area in whatever way she can. She’s our school’s number one
contact in Livingstone, and is a pleasure to work with. All the workers in the clinic are so
diligent and resilient; their passion for their work is inspirational.
We spent an evening with Sr. Úna, another Irishwoman, where she told us all
about her work in the local prison. She has started initiatives such as a book club and
music group, and has changed the life of the inmate Florida by recording her music and
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selling it. She is also working to see that justice is done, as she believes Florida was
falsely convicted.
The Christian Brothers are a big influence in Livingstone. They run St. Raphael’s
Secondary School, where our very own Ms. Carroll taught. St. Raphael’s provides a great
education where there might otherwise be none for young people. An alternative to
school is the Youth Community Training Centre, or YCTC, which teaches young people
skills such as cooking, plumbing and carpentry. It was set up by yet another Irish nun, Sr.
Josephine. The courses offered have done wonders for the students, and greatly
improved their lives.
The work all these people do is truly amazing. They are living proof of what one
person from anywhere in the world can do, and how far just a little bit can go. Each and
every one of them inspired us all, and every one of the sixteen of us has seen what we
could achieve if we put our minds to it. It takes a truly selfless person to donate their
very lives to better the lives of others.
So the moral of this story is; nuns get stuff done.

Reflection:
Reflecting on our time in Zambia, it was a great booster for us as we all learned
about the kids and their day to day lives, but we also learned about ourselves. We now
ask ourselves when we see something nice "Do I really need that?", because the
majority of people in Zambia have no luxuries like us. Their main concerns are food and
shelter. They don’t worry about next week or next month, rather they worry about
tomorrow, and I think we all could learn something from that. In these tough times, we
all say that we are not well off, but in comparison to Zambia, we are spoiled! We felt
immensely proud, one: at the level of work the Irish are doing in Zambia, and two: that
we had been on the mission with those heroic people only aged 16/17! To bring a smile
to some child's face and make them laugh made all that fundraising and preparation
worthwhile. On behalf of all T.Y's who went on the trip to Zambia, I would like to thank
all the teachers who spent hours of their precious time organising the trip and I would
like to thank you for all your generosity through fundraising or helping us get ready for
our once-in-a-lifetime trip! What we witnessed in Zambia changed our lives for the
better and we were so honoured and privileged to have been chosen for this amazingly
adventurous experience!
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Philadelphia Here I Come
By Andrew Dalton

My name is Andrew Dalton and I played Master Boyle
in our production of the play ‘’Philadelphia Here I Come’’. We
performed our production on the 26th of March. There were
15 of us acting in it and 13 working on the set.
We prepared for weeks for the production. We rehearsed
every Monday and Friday after school for about three hours.
In the first few weeks in rehearsals we looked at each
character individually
and pinpointed traits and the emotions each
character has. Then we worked on our
characters to try and get our best impression of
them. We then worked on our chemistry with
each other and got used to one another’s acting
styles and characters. For the rest of the weeks
we went through dry runs of the play, working
on the little details and positioning of each
character, trying to make the play as close to
perfection as possible.
For many of us this was our first time ever acting
in a play or in any sort of production. At the start
we didn’t know anything about acting in a play
or the hard work it takes to do one, we were like
new born baby’s trying to learn to speak but we
caught on quick and soon enough we learned
the ropes and worked harder to get better. Just like anything in life there were a few
bumps along the road, with our limited time and
busy schedules , some days were a lot harder
than others due to people being absent from
rehearsals. This caused trouble because it’s hard
to do a scene when all the people you are
supposed to interact with are missing.
Nevertheless we got better and better learning
new techniques and little habits that seem so
obvious yet if you didn’t know them you would
pass over them which would make the show
harder to understand. As the time passed and
we got better the day finally arrived, it was show
time.
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I remember walking in that morning; we had two shows one in the morning for the TY
girls of Scoil Chríost Rí and one in the afternoon for all our parents and a few others. I
had my headphones on to calm my nerves and everyone was full of mixed emotions. We
didn’t know if we should have been excited or worried. Was all our hard work good
enough? We were about to find out. We got in our outfits and waited backstage. No one
could sit still. The moment of truth had arrived. How did we do? Absolutely. We were
atrocious. We let our nerves get the best of us and everything that we thought could go
wrong went wrong. People forgot lines, added lines, people forgot when to come on,
forgot when to come off it was brutal. After the show we all sat down and had a talk.
Our drama teacher, Ms. Quinlan, told us not to worry it because it happens to the best
of us. She pointed out what each of us messed up on and what we could have done
better, she told us just to not make the same mistakes and to relax and enjoy being on
the stage. We all knew we messed up big time but that
just made us determined not to mess up again and
hopefully do the play some justice. So we spent the
next two hours on a break and we all went home to
clear our heads and relax. Then the two hours were up.
I got my head in the game but when I arrived this time
it was different. The atmosphere was different there
was no worries, stress or fear. Everyone had cooled
down and relaxed. We took our time there was no
rush. The stage seemed different too. It was the same
stage but for some reason it looked more professional.
Everything seemed better this time. We got in our
costumes one more time and we waited backstage for
the cue. No one moved this time it’s like we were in a
trance, so focused. The first two went on; all we could
hear was silence from behind the stage. We waited and
we heard a huge roar of laughter. We knew we were doing well, we all smiled
backstage, we didn’t say a word but we all knew what we had to do. The time flew; one
by one, we went on and off that stage and the crowd loved every second of it. They
were engrossed in it laughing at the witty humor and cheesy jokes and nearly crying at
the depressing and heart crushing sad bits. We had done it and this time we did it the
right way. At the end we stood up on stage together took a big bow and thanked the
audience and everyone who helped and supported us and Ms. Quinlan who taught us
everything and of course we wouldn’t have been able to do any of it if it wasn’t for her.
As we walked off the stage it was kind of sad. I had been working with all these people
for so long and now we would be split back into our groups. We would still see each
other every day but it wouldn’t be the same, there would be no one thing bringing us
together that we could talk and laugh about. Those people became like a second family
to me and now we were being separated. One thing is for sure do, we may have had our
down hills and our moments were we really messed up, but we came together in the
end and put on one hell of a show. It is a night neither I nor any of the other actors and
actresses will ever forget. We became one big happy family and that’s all that matters.
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My Experience with 'Philadelphia, Here I Come!
By Conor Smith

My name is Conor Smith and for as long as I can
remember I've always wanted to act in movies, TV or on stage,
and I was finally given the opportunity to do so as I will be
playing the role of Gar (public) in our production of
'Philadelphia, Here I come!'
At first was cast as one of the American characters in a
significantly smaller part, but I believed in my ability and
strived to get the lead role which I ultimately obtained. My
character Gar is confused, aspirational and if you look deep
enough a little mad, but I assure you it’s not the psychopathic,
deranged lunatic kind of mad. His relationships with his
housekeeper, friends and most importantly his socially
awkward father, whom is very distant, are all explored within
the play, the scenes between father and son are some of the
most interesting and tragic of the whole play, and they were
definitely the most challenging.
The role contained many challenges, one of the biggest
which I'm sure many stage actors would agree with was the learning of lines which can
be tricky. Gar has many personality shifts, at times I had to dance and jump around as if
I was doing an awful impression of Michael Flately, and
while at other times the character is incredibly
subdued, trying to hide expression. Both of these areas
had their own difficulties, the dancing scenes could
become exhausting, and the quieter more raw scenes
were harder to act, but I relish the challenge.
Our rehearsals were a great help, the whole
cast was given great direction and it definitely
improved the performance as a whole. It was nice
being directed by a professional especially in the more
awkward scenes. It would be a crime not to mention
our exceptional director Ms. Evelyn Quinlan who was
so helpful and understanding with everyone’s scenes,
and of course the difficulties of the performance.
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When it finally came to our first
performance you could feel the anxiety in the air,
Of course our first performance had some hiccups,
but this only gave us more initiative to put on a
fantastic show for our very important 7 o'clock
night show. For the three hours before that
performance everyone was madly going over their
scripts making sure they had every fine detail down.
When I stepped up onto the stage for the second,
and most important show my legs were shaking
with fear, but as the first line flew out of my mouth
that all fell away, and what followed was one of the
most energetic and rewarding two hours of my life,
I was glad to say at the end, that the show had ran
as smoothly as I ever could have imagined.

I've had the time of my life working with the incredible people in this production,
unfortunately we may not get to put on another performance of the show but I will
savor and remember the experience for the rest of my life.
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SSPC Crystal Growing Competition
By Ryan Dowling

Towards the end of January 2015, I along with two others, Ruaidhrí
Tierney and Jack Styles, participated in a competition for the
Synthesis and Solid State Pharmaceutical Centre (SSPC). The objective
of the competition was for us to grown our own crystals from scratch,
using one of the materials they allowed us to use.

The first two days of the competition were mainly
preparation, in which we gathered all the
materials we needed and grew our seed crystals, which were tiny
crystals we began with and added on to over the course of the next
two weeks. The material we decided to make our crystals with was
copper sulphate, a light blue powder which turns in to a dark blue,
clear crystal when fully grown.

Over the next two weeks in the science lab, we added more of the copper sulphate on
to our seed crystals, and when they were completed, they ended up becoming massive
crystals. The two biggest crystals were both 9.3 grams in weight and were 3cm high by
4cm wide, which is pretty big if you hold them in your
hand.

After they were fully grown, we took pictures of the
crystals and sent them to SSPC. We eagerly awaited our
results for the next two weeks. Unfortunately, we did
not win the competition, but SSPC offered to put our
crystals on display in their building, which was very
exciting for us
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Debating Article
James Spillane & Peter Salmon

One of the many extra-curricular activities
offered this year was debating, an offer seized by
many students, which led to a strong and dedicated
team of speakers and the researchers and speechwriters behind them.
Round one was a team of me, Peter Salmon,
Conor Smith and Alex Burke going up against Scoil
Chríost Rí; Mairéad Brosnan, Laoise O’Connell,
Hollianne Phelan and the renowned debater Emily
Davis. The motion we were opposing: this house
believes that the pursuit of gender equality has ended
in failure. Although we lost to our much more
experienced opponents, I like to think we put up a pretty good fight (and we totally
would have won it with their level of experience, js).
Undeterred by our defeat, the debating team went on to compete in another
competition in Carlow IT. The speakers: Dillon Flynn and myself again (and I’d just like to
point out, I was roped in to speak at the last second. Thanks guys). This time we were
proposing the motion that this house believes that due to the lack of construction
graduates in Ireland, there will soon be a shortage of housing in Ireland. Two prop and
two opp teams went on to the semi-final, so oddly enough it was our fellow proposition
who were the real enemy. This time we debating rookies were introduced to the
concept of Points of Information (POI’s), which can be used to throw off your opponents
during their speech. Score! Once again, we failed to win, but the day was not without its
highlights. Namely, the merciless skill of SCR’s Saoirse Flynn and Orlagh Lyons, the
impossibly and wonderfully camp Tommy, and when the semi-final was opened to the
floor and Peter laid down the law with the “culchie-est” anecdote ever.
Debating was sidetracked for a while due to the teacher’s strikes, but after
Christmas the team was back working on proposing our next motion; this house believes
that the Leaving Cert is poor preparation for life. Possibly even more intimidating than
Emily Davis or Saoirse Flynn, Conor, Peter, Dillon and I were up against Heywood.
Despite some...passionate debating and sniping at poor Conor’s social life, the CBS
pulled through to our first victory! Not only that, but Peter was nominated for best
speaker (so was their captain Peter Hyland, but whatever. Our Peter is better than their
Peter).
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Peter
As my prestigious teammate, captain and friend James Spillane has already
covered, most of our extremely enjoyable and memorable experiences debating, I’m
just going to talk about what I did after our victory over Heywood in the last round of
team debates.
Myself and Peter Hyland were chosen to progress from that debate to the next
round, one for individual speakers. The topic was “Dear Me 2050”. Having been chosen
as a best speaker I was full to the brim with confidence (perhaps you might even say
cockiness) and why wouldn’t I be, with James Spillane as my right hand man, feeding me
witty ideas for my speech?
However, putting my speech together actually proved to be a bit of a last minute
job. To be perfectly honest, if not for Ms. Mulligan (God bless her) it’s possible my
speech might have been majorly improvised on the night.
The big night wasn’t long coming around, and like a boxer I had my number one
coach in my corner, Ms. Carroll. It even had the feel of a fight, because the standard of
those speakers was phenomenal. I was blown away, like a Salmon out of water! I was
delighted to see my friend Tristan Kavanagh winning first prize. I’m not even sad in the
slightest about losing, as it was an experience I’ll never forget.
Just for the craic, our patron saint of debating Ms. Carroll organised some
friendly action with our best friends and worst enemies, SCR. Two motions were put
forward; this house believes that all schools should be co-ed, and this house believes
that parents shouldn’t lie to their children about Santa Claus. We were proposing the
first and opposing the second. Personally, I think that the girls’ treatment of JB was a
little harsh, but they managed to put up a good fight for the wrong side of the argument
(come on, we’re all thinking it).
Even though we didn’t have the most victories, debating this year was certainly
worth it, and I think it did something for everyone involved (even if they did nothing).
On behalf of the entire team, we’d like to express our sincere gratitude to Ms. Carroll
and Ms. Brennan, as well as all the other teachers who helped us out, and especially to
all the lads who got involved and lent a hand.
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The Spinning Heart Review
By Alex Burke

This year all three TY classes studied Donal Ryan’s The Spinning
Heart. This award-winning novel, first published in 2012, is set in a
fictitious village in Ryan’s native County Tipperary. It follows the
story of Bobby Mahon, a construction worker in post-Celtic Tiger
Ireland. Each chapter is told from the point of view of a different local,
and the novel explores their innermost thoughts and feelings, as well as their
own personal stories, as the main plot unfolds.

Personally I would hold this book in high esteem. It is
packed with deep and relatable characters, with very
topical problems left in the wake of the economic crash of
2008. The dialogues and monologues are all incredibly
believable and true-to-life mostly due to the book being
for the most part filled with Irish colloquial terms and
typical Irish turns of phrase. Perhaps the most fascinating
and enjoyable parts of the novel is its unconventional
structure; the main plot serves almost as a backdrop for
each character’s individual stories, and we, the readers,
learn about it in a fractured manner as the characters
recall what they know about it, rather than the whole
story being narrated by a single omnipotent third party.
The manner in which the plot is delivered to us, bit by bit,
is almost as if we were within the village ourselves,
hearing gossip from here and there. The multiple POV’s also gives an interesting insight
into each character based on not only what people think of them but on what they think
themselves, a device Ryan employs to play our sympathies like a yoyo.

The plot itself is quite dark and sometimes twisted, while at the same time
dealing with subjects like depression, abandonment and child abuse. The way the
author managed to keep this gripping story going while still developing characters in
every chapter by having the characters tell us their story and their thoughts and views of
the people in the village and the current events only contributes to this already unique
story by piquing the interest of the reader with so many interesting characters. These
subplots somehow all weave together to paint this vivid image of the town and all its
inhabitants which makes it all feel like a living, breathing village and as you become
more and more invested in these subplots you can see how they tie to together with
other chapters to give a new perspective on the ordeals of the people
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We had Donal Ryan himself talk to us. He discussed
what he feels it means to be a writer and his experience with
it, as well as The Spinning Heart. He claimed he was always
told he had a gift for writing and always enjoyed writing
stories, but never really saw his own potential. He made many
attempts at writing a full-fledged novel, but never tried to get
any of his work published as he felt it was all below par.
However, his wife read some of his work and only when she
told him how good it was did he start to gain confidence and
believe it.
Thing about December, a prequel of sorts to The Spinning Heart, which wasn’t
released until after its sequel. Between the two, he was rejected by publishers 47 times
before getting published. He has since become incredibly successful, and in 2014 quit his
job to become a full-time writer. He’s a strong advocate of pursuing your dreams and I
feel like he might've given some of the students some inspiration to pursue what they
aspire to do rather than simply do something they don't enjoy doing, to no surprise,
looking at where it landed him.
As for the book itself I'd recommend this book to anyone looking for a unique
story with both a realistic setting and more mature themes because after the first
paragraph you most likely won't be able to put this book down.
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Project Sammich
By Sammich Himself

It started off as a simple joke to celebrate our TY production
‘’Philadelphia Here I come’’. We joked about having an after party and I
impulsively suggested we have it at my house. That was my first mistake.
The ‘Boys’ unfortunately took me seriously but I thought they were joking
so I played along. I planned to have a ‘few’ people over after the show. As
the days went by and the day of the play got closer I was persuaded to
invite more and more people. First there wasn’t enough people invited to
have a party, then there was too much ‘lads’ invited so to even the
numbers we decided to invite some of the ‘women’ we knew. By the time
we were finished around 60 people were invited and the party was given a
name ‘Project Sammich’.
I remember arriving one morning into school and all I heard was
‘’PROJECT SAMMICH’’ screamed through the hallways. It was at this
moment I had realised what I had done. I had created something bigger
than me. #projectsammich. It became the battle cry of TY. Everywhere I
went it was mentioned, it was all over facebook, twitter and Instagram.
Whispers of #projectsammich trended across town streets and school
corridors. The name Ham Sammich became hotter than the sun itself.
People didn’t know me but they knew the name. #projectsammich became
a symbol of our freedom.
Time passed and the day arrived. Judgement day had come. It was
hyped more than Christmas and it was bigger than Chuck Norris himself.
After the play was over I ran home got dressed and prepared for
Armageddon. One by one people arrived, everything was going smoothly.
That was until an hour past. Swarms came in, too many to count, the house
was flooded with people. It was estimated that over 120 people showed up.
It was chaos. A lot of people were refused entry at the door. It is rumoured
Kanye made a guest appearance and 2-Pac came back just for it. I won’t
name names but in the end the party had to be cut short. I sat in the mess
my house was left in. I thought to myself ‘What did I just do?’ and ‘How did
I turn a simple joke into a party for 120 people?’. All in all it was a good
night and from then on everyone knew the name Ham Sammich.
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Bogathon
By Barry Langton

On the 20th of March, my TY group and I went on a bog
run in Errill. It was a great day for everyone and we all enjoyed
it. When we got there we were directed inside to the changing
area, we got changed and some guys put tape around their foot
wear so they won’t lose a shoe in the running of the course.
When we were ready and changed we ran outside onto the
trampolines which were built into the ground, it was mad
crack, after about an hour of messing on the trampolines we
were called together with 2 other schools which we would be
competing against. We were given stretches and warm-ups
which included jumping jacks, lunges etc...
We tore off into the 7km muck run with no time to think,
there were obstacles such as bales to jump over, logs to climb
over/under, dykes to jump into and pools of much to drag
ourselves threw, ropes to climb across and they even had a
slide going into a thick muck pit it was tough going but it was
lots of fun. The course was tough as
there was so many obstacles but we
helped each other through it and
the teachers helped too which was
great! We were up to our eyes in
muck and slop. There were
volunteers at each stage making
sure that everyone ran the course
fairly, correctly, safely, and tried
every obstacle, there were a few
minor injury’s such as sore knees &
sore muscles.
When we finished the course
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there were facilities such as toilets and showers to use which
was a great relief. We got showered up and changed and had
soup and a roll to look forward to, followed by a tuck shop
selling coke, sweets, crisps & chocolate. We then relaxed
outside on the grass on the trampolines, got on the bus and
went home!
It truly was a course which entailed blood, sweat & tears!
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Amber Flag 2014-15
By Cathal O’Sullivan

Transition Year is far from what people imagine it to be. A wise woman and long
serving Transition Year co-ordinator, Ms.Gillson always said “If you enlist, You must
soldier” and at the start of this year I thought to myself that I might as well be a great
soldier rather than a lazy one who’d get shot!

Where I took my first steps as a soldier was on sunny afternoon in September,
when one Barry Langton convinced me to attend the first Amber Flag Team meeting for
the year. He had been at me all day
to go to it and I wasn’t that keen
but I decided to please him and see
what all the fuss was about! From
the moment I walked into the
meeting I knew I was wrong and
was so intrigued to be involved in
such a life changing group.
Everyone was so welcoming and
open to one another’s ideas and
views. It was really a great little
team they had going and I was glad
to now be part of it.

For me being part of this team was about making a difference and lending a helping
hand or a sympathetic ear. For others it was just about being part of something good
and positive. Throughout the year the Transition Year Amber Flag group ran focus
groups, educational programmes on mental health and also a breakfast club. Through
these we met lots of different kinds of people and we hopefully helped them in lots of
ways. When I first got someone coming to me personally with a problem I was shocked
and was a little happy inside. Not that he had a problem but that I had made a
difference and that he had chosen me and that’s what I had set out to do at the start of
the year. Without the help of my four colleagues; Ruaidhrí Tierney, Dillon Flynn, Barry
Langton James Spillane and our team leader Ms. Buckley I would not have gotten to
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experience the wild activities of International Mental Health Day, I would not have
“Dived into Life” and certainly wouldn’t look at life the same way! We worked closely
with Fionnbar Walsh this year, Donal Walsh’s father and to this day he carries Donal’s
message with him everywhere he goes! Donal was 16 when he passed away the same
age I am now and all I can do is reiterate Donal’s message in saying, ‘No matter how bad
life gets, help is always there’.

Never waste a day, joining the Amber Flag team in Transition
Year has changed my life totally!!!
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Quick Bits
Trips
By Gerard Ryan

Carlingford
We went to Carlingford in Louth for a bonding trip. We arrived early and the first
activity my group did was laser tag, which was incredibly fun! After the laser tag we
did rock climbing where they had different stages each one harder than the previous
stage. Then at about three o’clock, we went up the mountain for a group activity
which ended up to be just a walk, (Still don’t know what it was for!) We stayed
overnight and the first activity was kayaking in the lake, we then went onto diving
platforms and jumped into the lake. We then went back to the bus shortly after.

TCD + Karting
We got a brief tour of Trinity and the library. After that we went go-karting which
was incredibly funny and competitive. Definitely one of my favourite trips!

Ploughing Championships
We went on a school trip to the ploughing championships and we pretty much just
got to do what we wanted. The carnival was definitely the best part by far!

Young Scientist
We got to go to Dublin to the BT Science Exhibition to look at different stalls set up
by students from different schools. So we got to go off by ourselves and mix with
other schools.

Boyne Valley
We went to Dublin museum and looked at the equipment used for the Easter rising
and all them things. We then went to the Boyne Valley to stand on the very ground
where The Battle of the Boyne took place.

Library/Eurodesk
We attended a Eurodesk talk, where we found out among other things that we can
apply to live in a different European country all expenses paid for a year. Sounds pretty
cool!
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Self-Defence
By Morgan Scully

One of the activities I undertook during the course of Transition Year was doing a
self-defence class once a week for a six week course. We were taught by Darren
Mahoney from Portlaoise Kempo Karate. Each class consisted of Darren showing us
different defences for different types of attacks such as punches, kicks and different
types of holds. We also practised different types of throws using the crash mats and
strikes using the pads and kick shields. I thoroughly enjoyed the six classes of selfdefence that we completed and I gained a lot of valuable and useful experience that
you never know you might need some time in the future. For me, it was one of the
highlights of Transition Year.

Engineering talk
By Cian Hickey

On the 2/2/2015 two guys from Fingelton White came into our school to talk to us
about engineering. Their names were Tony Connelly and Dermot Costelloe. They
gave us a general summary of who they were and what they did as engineers. They
explained to us all the different principles of engineering such as civil, structural,
mechanical and electrical. They talked to us about past projects they were on such
as supplying fuel for the Guinness factory and future projects they are planning on
doing such as building a pipeline from Dublin port to Dublin airport for an easier
and cheaper way of bring fuel to the planes.
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UCD
By Darren Little

On the 14th of April we departed on our
journey to UCD. They gave us all a speech on the
college, what it has to offer and they had students to
tell us about their experience in the college. They
told us about all of the committees they had in the
college. After the talk, they brought us outside
where we were split into groups. There were
roughly 20 per group with one student as our tour
guide. We travelled across campus through the
buildings. Our first stop was a large building that
had a mill in it and a helicopter underground. This was a Mechanical Engineering
building. We then visited the building where they hold conferences; there were two
big conference rooms where they had glass that frosted with the press of a button!
They showed us that you need a special card to open the doors to get in and they
told us about their “librocop " whom gets really excited when it’s coming to exams
and runs around the library catching people that are eating or drinking things other
than water. They even made him his own Facebook page!
Next stop was the science buildings. In the science buildings, they have
different sections (North, East, South and west) each section had a different science
in it. There was even a hospital ward for practicing in it! We walked to the computer
science building where they told us about all of the “gadgets and toys” they have and
play with inside. They had a robot that holds your hand and walks with you, once
you stop; it looks up at you and holds its hand out!
They also told us about the forensics department
who had an exam on a Saturday when the building
is locked up and only PHD students can enter,
their exam started when they got to the front
door, where they had to hack the card scanner to
open the door for them so they could proceed to
doing their exam. We then walked by their sports
buildings in which their Olympic size swimming
pool and their archery room, as well as their
pitches. We then headed back to a restaurant on
campus where we met up with the other TY
students and went back to the bus.
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