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DONABATE COMMUNITY COLLEGE

A WORD
FROM THE
VIRTUAL
CLASSROOM
We have entered a new world in the
virtual classroom, one that is very
challenging, but also one that
provides great opportunities for
learning in new ways. With my two
first year classes I have focused on
assigning them projects to do over a
period of time, rather than tasks each
day. I have been so delighted by the
work that my first year classes have
produced and I wanted to find a way
to share it with a wider audience, so
hopefully this provides us with a
platform to share that work and to let
you see the kinds of wonderful
creativity and engagement that I am
witnessing. This, hopefully, is the first
of a series of reports from our virtual
classrooms. It is just a selection of
some of the work that my students
have produced. I already have enough
for at least one more volume!
Well done to our young contributors,
who have given me permission to
publish their work.
We welcome your feedback. Contact
us on mlowrycanva@gmail.com
We hope you enjoy!

MARY LOWRY, ENGLISH
TEACHER, DCC
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WHAT THE
STUDENTS SAID....
Students were asked for feedback on what they liked about
e-learning and project-based assignments and this is some
of what they had to say....

Lily O'Dea (Brennan) interviewed her
grandmother about her education.
Click on the link to listen to the
interview .

"

I liked working on the projects that we had to do for a week
because it was nice to have different options on what to do
on each section of the project.
The thing I liked most from English e-learning classes last
term was having a choice of what work you could do,
instead of just being told to do allocated work it was your
personal decision on what you were going to do.
The project where we got to choose from a rang of tasks
because it allowed me to make my own choice about what I
felt most comfortable doing.
I liked the options we were given. The project format was a
lot nicer to use than being sent a worksheet or something
like that. The way we could use our iPads was very good.
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Donncha Whyte (Brennan)
decided to make a podcast
about his favourite team and
he enlisted the services of
another Liverpool enthusiast to
make an authentic experience
for the listener.
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PHOTO
DIARY
One of the task
options for first years
was to keep a photo
diary and to write a
creative caption to
accompany it. Most of
the photos featured in
this report come from
the students' photo
diaries. This is one of
David Murphy's
photos which he
captioned 'A Lovely
Day at the
Playground'. It really
depicts how our world
has changed. A sunny
day and an empty
playground.

WE ARE
POETS
When will it end?

Everyday I wonder when it shall end,
Flattening the curve yet it continues to
bend.
The streets are quiet, not a chirp of a bird
And when people pass they have no words.
Our conversations are structured with
worries and fear,
Fearing the worst is ever so near.
Dreams have been cancelled and our
questions unanswered,
Thinking this was once meaningless banter.
Let’s just hope we will all play our part,
And come together yet so far apart.

Isolation

Staying inside,
You have to obey the laws.
The streets are empty,
Like a TV on pause.
You can’t go out with your friends,
It is kind of depressing.
I said I would like this,
But I was just messing.
So hopefully this ends soon,
I want to go outside.
And get out of this house,
So I can go and play, not hide.
By Elijah Spratt (Lynott)

Sinead Lee (Lynott)
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Mum’s Meet for Moët on
Mother’s Day
David Murphy (Lynott)

Just Chillin'
Evan Simpson (Lynott)
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SHORT STORY

There was a call out for short stories of
300 words or less at the beginning of
lockdown and here is one of those
stories by Caoilainn Doyle (Brennan)

Sound Doesn’t Travel in
Space
He’s sitting there, facing up, looking
at the stars. He strains his eyes to
look ahead, but he’s strapped down
and can’t move his head. His heart is
thumping out of his chest, and
sweat is dripping down his face.
There’s a distant humming of
crowds, but his heavy breathing
cancels it out. He closes his eyes and
takes deep breaths. “Eric this is
reporting officer Gordon, can you
hear me sir?” Says something in his
ear “Sir?” “Yes yes of course I can!”
Eric replies.“Cool, so we are gonna
get started in about twenty minutes,
okay dude?”Eric wasn’t listening.
This has been your dream. Don’t let
everyone in your life down. “You can
totally pull out if you want,” says
Gordon. Back home Eric was a
national hero. The crowds cheer his
name. But sound doesn’t travel in
space. He looks to his right and sees
his co-Astronaut, Ted. A weight is
lifted off his shoulders as Ted
approaches. “Hey pal how are ya?”
Ted sits down in his chair.
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Within a minute of Ted being
strapped in, the space craft
elevates, ready for take off. Eric
feels pressure and force on his
chest and the skin of his cheeks
stretching as they take off.
“Troposphere… Stratosphere…”
said the automatic voice.
“Mesosphere... 3, 2, 1”. Ted pats
Eric’s shoulder, smiling. Eric
opens his eyes and marvels at
the breathtaking, starry
view. Suddenly, an alarm goes
off, alerting Eric and Ted.
“Engine malfunction. External
tank rejection.” Eric and Ted are
lunged forward as their front
window opens. “Eric, Gordon
here. We are sending another
spacecraft, where are you?” Eric
fights to open his eyes as he
floats there. He sees a blurred
spacecraft in the distance. “I’m
here... I’m he-”.
But sound doesn’t travel in
space..
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Isolation Inspiration

Making a film in lockdown is not an easy task, but check out this film from Luca Downes
(Brennan)

FRWAITING OM THE MERCADO FAMILY

Waiting Patiently (like us humans!)
More Dog Captions from Evan Simpson
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WHAT
MAKES US
HAPPY....
My Magic Box
I will put in the box
The soft sound of waves coming in on
the shore,
The memories of holidays I had when I
was younger,
Pictures of the world for future
generations to see.

I will put in the box
The sound of the crowd when the dubs
score,
The most glorious sunset,
And the delightful aroma of freshly
baking banana bread.
I will put into the box
A winter wonderland with a slight chill,
Endless art supplies,
And a lifetime of lazy days.
I will put into the box
A library full of books and A starry starry
night.
The view from a plane window,up above
the clouds..
My box is fashioned from
the softest materials of a ballet leotard,
Leather from my football boots
and designed with pieces of my artwork.
I shall use my box to bring me around
the world, and see the most amazing
views.Or even dive into it when I am
bored and need cheering up.
By Jessica Hannigan (Brennan)

When students begin to create their own
poetry, I often ask them to model their
own poem on another. For this exercise I
used 'The Magic Box' by Kit Wright.
Students embraced the challenge and
produced some beautiful work. .

Ryan’s Magic Box

I will put in the box
My dog howling at the moon,
The sound of lawnmowers on
a Summer’s day,
The smell of the grass up my
nose.
I will put in the box
My Dads guitar that’s hanging
on the wall,
The sound of his voice forever
in my thoughts
His picture and notebook with
words he left me.
I will put in the box
The jersey I wore when I
played for Barcelona,
And the Gaelic ball signed by
the All Stars of Dublin,
A handful of dreams I hope
will come true.
My box is made of love and
hope,
Covered with memories and
dreams,
And tied up with a future as
bright as the moon.
I would travel the world with
my box in my heart,
Wishing and hoping for my
dreams to come true.
By Ryan Byrne (Lynott)
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WE LOVE
POETRY!
Strong Girls Don’t Cry
'Strong girls don’t cry”She said
As I tripped on the fallen log,
So I heaved myself up
With clenched teeth.
“Ladies don’t play that,”she sighed
As I plucked my guitar,
So with a heavy heart
I swapped it for darning.
“Women should be presentable” she
snapped
As I came to tea in my old serge dress,
So I excused myself
With tears in my eyes.
“Girls can’t play soldiers,”she grunted
As I watched Constance Markievicz
Marching through the streets
With her head held high.
But the Constance won’t listen to anyone
Who tells her what a woman should and
shouldn’t be,
Because strong girls do cry,
Ladies do play guitar,
Women don’t always have to be
presentable,
And most importantly,
Girls don’t “play” soldiers...
We are soldiers.
By Sophie-Victoria Byrne (Lynott)
Little bit about the poem: I set it in 1914 because I
was inspired the poetry of Natalya O'Flaherty and
by the book “Amelia” by Siobhán Parkinson. My
poem is about a young girl who can’t understand
why there are certain standards set for “strong
women” and “ladies”. An older woman is telling
her what she can and can’t do, but she sees
Countess Constance Markievicz and realises that
she’s been treated unfairly and becomes a
feminist.
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When students begin to create their own
poetry, I often ask them to model their
own poem on another. For this exercise I
used 'The Magic Box' by Kit Wright.
Students embraced the challenge and
produced some beautiful work. .

The Magic Box

I will put in the box animals long
extinct gone from this earth
forever,
an iron giant rusting away in the
wind,
a dying star trapped, frozen in
time.
I will put in the box a tree frosted
over in a paper thin layer of
crystallised ice,
a gold, silver and blue
pheasant, whose feathers shine in
a ray of colour.
I will put into the box a
whispering sliver of the last breath
of a once majestic, all powerful,
ancient beast, now withered away
to almost nothing.
I will put into the box the world’s
most comfortable chair,
a giant, immortal, all-seeing
ferret,
twice the size of a person and far
more intelligent.
I shall drift in my box in a misty
cloud of every colour imaginable,
with the cool breeze rubbing
against my finger tips, just me
thinking to myself .
Eoin Cowap, (Brennan
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