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Dear students,
Thank you to everyone who submitted to our last issue of "Lantern".
All of the submissions were fabulous and a real testament to the many
skills and talents that we are lucky to have within our school community.
November is upon us and while all of our minds are reaching to December
and the 'C' word this is also a special month,. It is a time of remembering
those who are no longer with us. .
The school year often rushes past us at great speed so it is wonderful to
showcase some of the interesting and inspiring events that have been
happening in the background. I hope you enjoy this issue.
Keep watching for the next prompt for the December issue.

"BEHIND THE GARDEN GATES"
ANNA DUNLEA
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WE HAVE A CHOICE
Ms B O'Connor

Each day we rise and our feet touch the floor
We struggle with the time.. and the masks once more.
Hardly recognising faces which are hidden in part
How you greet the day will set the tone of your heart.
The morning is dark the weather is crappy
Oh I'd love to be at home ..then I'd be happy!?
Or .....Perhaps if you thought at least I have a job.
I am earning some money.. not short of a Bob.
I have classes too many and homework all wrong
Or ......it's great to have a school and the days not too long.
My friends are all grumpy and they never snap me back
Or ...I wonder are they stressed maybe that's why they feel slack
Always ask.. why is it people can be mean
Realise there is stuff you don’t know and troubles unseen.
Try to leave strife from where it did start
Remember they too have worries in the depths of the heart
Try to focus on all that you CAN do
FIND all the positives ..they will see you through.
Seek what you can... work at a steady pace
Life is a marathon not a fast race...
Perhaps you could keep a grateful journal beside your bed
Write all the good things straight from your head
This time will pass ..we are healthy and we are fine
AWAYS WEAR YOUR MASK......please don’t whine!

A mask is better than a ventilator for sure
Try find your happy place and you will endure.
MAYBE read a book…. listen to your favourite song
Bake something nice….paint or walk long
If you are distressed there are ears that will listen you
Reach out send a message to those who can help you through
Do not criticise yourself or expect perfection
Nobody is coasting ..we are all STRUGGLING IN SOME direction.
Go out in the air ..move your body to heal your mind
A better headspace after exercising you will find
Also learn to be still and sit quietly with yourself
You are singular wonderful, so full of HIDDEN Wealth
We have a choice on how to live each day
We can criticise and blame or ..say it's ok!
Smile if you can..we can still see your eyes
If we choose to be positive ALL our moods will rise
We can ELECT to rise up and strive to achieve
Get better... know more ..be at the top.. no reprieve.
Or ...could we bring someone up, along with us too
What a feeling to help another, to get through!
Choose to find meaning in THE LITTLE THINGS in your life
Try not to dwell spend less time on you and your strife
What if you were grateful for every small lift ?
Would your mind alter and recognise you as a gift ?
We have a choice.

THE WINNERS OF THE CHRISTMAS
CARD COMPETITION ARE AS
FOLLOWS;
1ST YEAR: AOIFE M O CALLAGHAN
2ND YEAR: SADHBH TEAHAN
3RD YEAR: AISHAH AKTAR LITU
4TH YEAR/TY: YEN LENISTON
5TH YEAR: SUWEN LIN
6TH YEAR: ANNA MCGRATH.
These cards are
available from LCA
Room 32 or Ms
O'Riordan

Angel Tears
As woeful weeping fills the air,
And baleful cries of “No fair! No fair!” The soulful
stars are blotted out
By lances of lightening lashing out.
The tears of angels are flooding down,
Upon our horribly human towns.
The fears of men are never ending,
The fears on which their sorrow is depending.
Our rivers run on these tears solely,
These tears of angels most unholy.
They cry for sinners one and all,
On sinners all of these tears shall fall.
The currents of rivers, brooks and streams;
They run for all our broken dreams.
They run because of the angel’s crying;
For all our trickery and lying.
Another sin, another crime!
And the angels shall weep for a very long time.
I cannot say much, but what I can tell,
Is for all of eternity our rivers will swell.
-S.E.B

My Hero Academia is a Japanese superhero
manga series written and illustrated by Kōhei
Horikoshi. Izuku Midoriya (Deku) is the
protagonist in this manga series. (the boy in
the photo) Deku attends a school for heroes
in training called U.A. He and his classmates
go on daring missions to try and take down
the League of Villains.
Lucy Guerin
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Roman Gods
Diana

The flowers are the wild plums as they
mean independence in the language of
flowers.

The Owl of Minerva pictured with
the wild plums of Diana
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Roman Gods
Minerva

She is drawn with hellebore. It is one of
her symbols but it actually means
bitter memories in the language of
flowers.

Roman Gods
Jupiter

Jupiter is drawn with a garland of
roses as it means superior merit in the
language of flowers.
Sarah Byrne

Try this Sudoku Puzzle!

Women in Science
Science Week - TY

LISE MEITNER WAS BORN IN 1878 IN
AUSTRIA.
LIKE ALL GIRLS IN THE 1800S, SCHOOLING
ENDED AT AGE 14. EVEN AS A CHILD LISE
WAS ACADEMICALLY INCLINED. SHE
ENJOYED MATHEMATICS, AND HER FATHER
EMPLOYED PRIVATE TUTORS TO HELP HER
LEARN MORE.
SHE LATER WENT ONTO UNIVERSITY. IN
1938, LISE MEITNER DISCOVERED THAT
NUCLEAR FISSION COULD PRODUCE
ENORMOUS AMOUNTS OF ENERGY. SHE
MADE THE DISCOVERY IN SWEDEN, AFTER
ESCAPING A FEW MONTHS EARLIER FROM
NAZI GERMANY.
WHEN WORLD WAR 2 ENDED, SHE WAS
ACCLAIMED AS THE MOTHER OF THE ATOM
BOMB. HOWEVER, SHE DISAPPROVED OF
THE BOMB. SHE BELIEVED NUCLEAR
ENERGY SHOULD BE USED SOLELY FOR
PEACEFUL PURPOSES.
ALTHOUGH, CONTROVERSIALLY, LISE
MEITNER WAS NEVER AWARDED A NOBEL
PRIZE, IN 1997 HER WORK WAS
ACKNOWLEDGED IN A MORE EXCEPTIONAL
WAY WHEN CHEMICAL ELEMENT 109 WAS
NAMED MEITNERIUM IN HER HONOUR.

Ireland's Average Autumn
I was walking down the path feeling frosty.
It was a cold, damp, and dull day.
I could hear the leaves crumbling beneath me.
The air was cool, the sky was grey.
The ground was the only colourful thing
around, because of all the leaves.
They were in all different colours.
There were golden brown, rich red, gorgeous
yellow and warm orange leaves.
It was a delightful day to go for a walk, yet all I
wanted to do was to relax in the cosy sitting
room, drinking hot chocolate, next to the
warm crackling fire.

Tara Bowler

In November We Remember
November first and second are known as ‘All Saints Day’ and ‘All Souls
Day’ respectively in Christianity.
We remember and celebrate all those who have died, no matter how
small or large of an impact their lives had on the world we live in. I
n the world we live in today, sometimes we get so caught up with
school, work and materialistic items that we forget to slow down and
remember the people who played an important role in our
development that have passed away during the year.
When November comes around, the world starts to go into a frenzy
with the celebration of Christmas around the corner and exams
looming. The remembrance of those we have lost allows for a muchneeded reflection of the past year. Anytime that we can reflect should
be taken with open arms as we can always do with some time to
think. This year it is especially important to remember those who
have died. Unfortunately, we have lost far too many people both in
our local community, nationally and worldwide due to the Covid-19
pandemic. It has claimed over 2,000 lives in Ireland alone this year.
Although it can be a solemn time thinking about the loved ones in
your life who have passed away, it can also be a time for you to
appreciate those who are still in your life. It reminds us to hold our
loved ones close, although a lot harder this year and to cherish the
memories we have made with those no longer with us.
Ar dheis Dé go raibh a anam.
Fiona O’Leary – 4 Red

Farewell to the ones we love, cherish and
hold dear,
But may we celebrate their lives this time
of year.
We recall their memory with smiles not
tears,
Rather laughs and joy than worries or
fears.
We remember their smile and glimmer in
their eye,
And cry with joy instead of crying with a
sigh.
They are with us every day their love hasn’t
died,
As we pursue their morals and follow their
guide.

Chloe Casey – 4 Red

