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I was lucky enough to be asked to be involved in this wonderful initiative again
this year. Using an amazing skill like creative writing to tell a story about the
“Mysterious Deep” is a fantastic example of how we can all find ways of
engaging with environmental action and have fun at the same time!

There is such power in the written word - our talented poets and writers bring
joy, reflection, emotion and connection to the marine environment to all who
read their work. 

Thank you to all who entered this competition, and congratulations to the
winners. I hope you are all inspired to keep writing and using your wonderful
imaginations to create poems and stories.

We are so grateful to everyone who has worked with us on this initiative
including the Department of Housing, Local Government and Heritage, and
Poetry Ireland and all those who supported the students in making their entries.




Foreword

Cathy Baxter 
Director,
An Taisce Environmental Education Unit



Green-Schools National 
Marine Creative Writing Competition 2023

"The Mysterious Deep"
This annual competition, which is proudly supported by the Department of
Housing, Local Government and Heritage, encourages primary and secondary
school students working towards (or previously awarded) their Green Flag for
Global Citizenship Marine Environment, to explore the ocean through a short
story or poem. 

The theme for this year's competition was "The Mysterious Deep". The "deep
ocean" refers to depths over 200m, from the Twilight Zone where the light
starts to dwindle, to the deepest points of the ocean in the Hadal Zone,
reaching a depth of 10,935m at Challenger's Deep, in the Mariana Trench.
Although it is our planet's largest habitat, the deep ocean still largely remains
a mystery, with only 20% of the seafloor mapped by scientists to date. We
received over 300 imaginative entries, in which the writers explore this
enigmatic habitat, why we should care about it, and pose the question -
what may still remain undiscovered in the mysterious deep?

1st & 2nd class  
3rd & 4th class  
5th & 6th class  
Secondary School 

CATEGORIES
There were four age categories for entries: 

Assumpta Manning, Department of
Housing, Local Government and Heritage 
Moira Cardiff, Poetry Ireland 
Cathy Baxter, An Taisce 
Sheila McCormack Cooney, An Taisce

JUDGES

PRIZES
The prizes for four national winners
include a trophy, a €100 book token, a
whale/dolphin adoption from the Irish
Whale and Dolphin Group and a free
writing workshop for the winning
student’s class from Poetry Ireland. There
are also prizes for 2nd and 3rd place in
each category! Winning entries
were shared as part of Green-Schools
Marine Week in April – a week of online
activities celebrating our oceans!  



WINNERS

1st Place: ‘Ceann Caillte’ by Amelia Booth, 
Wesley College, Ballinteer, Co. Dublin

2nd Place: 'Seaweed' by Zoe Diamond,
St Colmcille's Senior National School, Knocklyon, Co. Dublin

3rd Place: 'The Mysterious Deep' by Emilie Draper,
Knockskeagh National School, Clonakilty, Co. Cork

1st Place: ‘The Mysterious Deep' by Ellie Bugler,
Scoil Náisiúnta Naomh Eoin, Birr, Co. Offaly

2nd Place: ‘The Mysterious Deep' by Fiadh Cooney,
St Mary's Junior School, Blessington, Co. Wicklow

3rd Place: ‘The Mysterious Deep' by Brian Cosgrave, 
Carnaun National School, Athenry, Co. Galway
 

1st Place: ‘The Mysterious Deep' by Maura Moore-McCune,
The King's Hospital School, Palmerstown, Co. Dublin

2nd Place: 'Come one come all, to see the famous Ocean' by
Sabha Bennett, Rathdown Senior School, Glenageary, Co. Dublin

3rd Place: 'More than a weed' by Mary Kate Cahill, 
Ursuline College, Thurles, Co. Tipperary

1st Place: 'The Fake Mermaid' by Saoirse O'Brien,
Nagle Rice National School, Milltown, Co. Kerry

2nd Place: ‘The Mysterious Deep' by Amelia Harding Fogarty,
Cloughjordan No. 1 National School, Cloughjordan, Co. Tipperary

3rd Place: ‘The Mysterious Deep' by Rían Guy,
St Conleth's National School, Kilconly, Co. Galway

1st & 2nd
CLASS

3rd & 4th
CLASS

5th & 6th
CLASS

SECONDARY
SCHOOL



The Mysterious Deep



I see the ocean in my dreams,
I seek the mysteries of the deep.

The angler is weaving a clever trap
to catch the fish and go snap.



The glowing light of jelly fish,

guide in the deep, dark ocean night.
Watch out for the frilled shark

especially when it is dark. 



The ocean floor is full of life,
where crustaceans live and lie.
The mystery of the ocean floor,

makes me want to explore more.


By Ellie Bugler
Scoil Náisiúnta Naomh Eoin

1st & 2nd Class Category
1st Place Winner



The Mysterious Deep



Sometimes I think,
What it's like in the sea,

Where dolphin's play so cheerfully.



I want to swim,
I want to dive,
But I'm scared,

What I might find.



I went to explore,
In the deep mysterious sea,
It was as scary as can be.



I looked left,
I looked right,

And I got a big fright.



Pollution, pollution everywhere,
Injured fish are in-despair,

Help me, help me 1,2,3,
It's as easy as can be.



Clean up clean up,

Clean with me,
You do your part and I'll do mine,

Then our seas will be just fine.







By Fiadh Cooney
St Mary's Junior School

1st & 2nd Class Category
2nd Place Winner



The Mysterious Deep



One stormy night, a boat and an ocean were put
together. Minutes went by as the boat trailed east. An
iceberg approached. They finally realised after the
boat snapped in half, not much survived as most of
them died.

Many years later it was a lot more fainter, but the
shipwreck was still to be found. It was put in a museum
and it was revealed as the Mysterious Deep.








By Brian Cosgrave
Carnaun National School

1st & 2nd Class Category
3rd Place Winner



The Fake Mermaid

“I saw a mermaid,” shouted Emma. 
“Really?,” said her sister Chloe in a smug voice. 
“Yes, I did. I was swimming in the sea and I saw it. It had a grey, well more of a brownish
grey tail and I took a picture, look!”.

Soon enough I was in the local paper and I was on the news. Everyone at school and
everywhere was saying “What did it look like?”, “Did you catch it?”.
“What – STOOOOOOOOP!” I shouted at all the people who were screaming at my face
with questions. 
“First, I am trying to eat, second, if you watched the news you would know what it looks
like and third, why would I catch it? Nobody should try and catch it – just because it’s a
mythical creature does not mean we should try and capture it, ok? Now leave me alone
please!”

The next day, I went back to the sea in the same place and what I found, well, it was
definitely NOT a mermaid. It was a grey… um, an elephant with a fin!? I don’t know what it
is. 

So I took a picture and went home to scan it on my phone, and this is what I found:
centuries ago manatees were confused as mermaids. They are more related to an
elephant than to other marine creatures. Manatees are endangered because of habitat
loss and collisions with boats and ships. They have been endangered since 1973. When I
told everyone there wasn’t a mermaid I went back to being just normal Emma, not famous
Emma, but that’s ok and don’t forget to SAVE THE MANATEES!








3rd & 4th Class Category
1st Place Winner

By Saoirse O'Brien
Nagle Rice National School



The Mysterious Deep



One hundred and fifty feet under the deep blue surface, 
Scuba diving lower and lower.
Shiny glittering scales glide by. 
Friendly, playful silver dolphins. 

Luminous gentle clownfish playing,
Timid starfish hiding in the rocks.

Colossal beastly sharks
Hunting for their prey. 

Bright beautiful pearls glow in their clam shells. 
Ascending towards the ocean waves. 

See through jellyfish float past.
Time to leave the mystical, magnificent, 

mysterious deep blue ocean.









3rd & 4th Class Category
2nd Place Winner

By Amelia Harding Fogarty
Cloughjordan No. 1 National School



The Mysterious Deep



Once upon a time there was a beautiful island where a bale of turtles lived. One little
turtle called Travis was very happy and had lots of friends. He always carried three things
with him; a ball of string, a little basket of fruit and a little penknife. One day when Travis
was at turtle school he learned about pollution, but he didn’t really believe it. He thought it
was silly that anything bad could ever get into his beautiful ocean. How wrong he was…
One day he was swimming with his friends. They also played and relaxed in the sun, in the
end they all had to go home. Travis swam along happily when out of the blue a giant
whirlpool sucked him in!! He twirled and whirled and when he finally got out, it was very
very dark…

Travis had no idea where he was. He had never been that far away from home. He didn’t
even know which way was up or down. He started swimming in what he hoped was the
right way. Then he came across a cave. He thought he saw a light so he swam in. He froze
when he saw a movement. An old crusty octopus emerged from the darkness. Travis
noticed he was tangled in a bunch of old rope. 
“Little one, can you help me?”, he croaked. 
Travis hesitated. He was so scared but the octopus looked kind so he took out his penknife
and cut him free. 
“Thank you. You are very kind” said the octopus and off he swam. 

Travis continued swimming until he heard a moaning sound. He saw a seal clutching his
stomach. 
“What’s wrong?” Travis asked. “I ate what I thought was food but it was actually plastic!”
moaned the seal. 
“Here, have some fruit” offered Travis. 
“Thank you” replied the seal “Maybe it will heal me” and away he swam. 
Travis began to wonder maybe, just maybe was pollution real after all.












3rd & 4th Class Category
3rd Place Winner






As he swam through the dark he saw a mighty blue whale. He was dying. Travis was
shocked! 
“What happened?” he asked. 
“I came across something toxic and it is killing me” groaned the whale. “Find it and get rid
of it” the whale pleaded. 
Travis looked and found a barrel of toxic waste. He tied the barrel with string and dragged
it away. When he was dragging it away he saw light. 
“Home!” he gasped. He continued to drag the barrel as he swam towards home. His mum
swam towards him. 
“Where were you? I was worried sick.” said Mum. 
“I’m fine but some other creatures aren’t” said Travis and he told his mum everything. They
put the waste in a toxic waste bin so it couldn’t harm anyone anymore. They both agreed
that if every sea creature and human helped they could make the ocean cleaner and
better. Travis had learned a valuable lesson that day.












By Rían Guy
St Conleth's National School



Ceann Caillte

Madison sits on the edge of the bouncing speed boat trailing her hand in the water.
Paying more attention to the creatures that roam her thoughts, than the ones around her.

She thinks of the great black sea-monster that roosts in her nightmares, not the calm
basking shark that meanders alongside the boat. Madison is not here to see dolphins and
whales. She is searching for something else.

As if summoned by this thought, monsters stir. Agitated that people of the land dared sail
above them. Has their power been forgotten?

Madison stares into the water. Determined to see past the glittering waves, where are the
mysterious creatures her dreams had promised? The ones that brought her deeper and
deeper into their world each night, the ones that had shown her wonders that she could
not remember?

They swim up towards her, those so-called monsters, circling ever upward.Towards this
small unsuspecting boat that seemed to call them. Away from the dark oil that stained
their bright tails brown, away from the tangling plastics that killed their young, away from
the crushing pressure that had long reduced their palaces to sand and scattered them to
the currents. But, these mermaids are made of stronger stuff than mere rocks and steel.
They will not be crushed.

5th & 6th Class Category
1st Place Winner



A hard hand grasps Madison's shoulder, “Away from the edge missy, the mermaids’ll come
and I ain't divin’ in to git ye”. 
The man has a rough accent that’s almost musical. The mermaids hear the man and
seethe, they have been reduced to stories to keep children from the sea. They will show
this man. They are goddesses, not fairy-tales. They are here to take what was stolen.

Deep down the man’s words spark a tiny light of hope in Madison. She turns away, hiding
her excitement for what is to come, for what is slowly circling beneath the boat.
A mermaid reaches up, her own scaled, wrinkled hand grasping Madison’s smooth white
one, and Madison slips almost gracefully into the depths.

Madison does not scream. The man doesn't either, because he refuses to believe that the
orphan girl had been dragged into the water by a mermaid. To him she was never there.

The mermaids swarm around Madison, they are delighted, they know this small, slight girl,
the one whose lungs were weak because she was never supposed to breathe air.The one
who called them from the boat without realising. The one whose dreams led her to the
depths of the Atlantic ocean, to her family.

For the first time in her life, Madison feels strong, the body that had always failed her, now
slips through the water with ease. The ocean fits around her like a second skin, almost
warm.

The mermaids continue to circle, tails flashing. One swims up to Madison, deep blue eyes
staring into her soul. She gestures at her in a language Madison had never known but
understood clearly.

“Welcome Home Ceann Caillte".

By Amelia Booth
Wesley College



5th & 6th Class Category
2nd Place Winner

Seaweed



Slippery slimy tangled threads
Emerald green floating gently

Abundant strings beneath the surface
Waltzing wavily in the endless blue

Enduring flow of salty scents
Everlasting forest of fantasy
Drifting among the waves.










By Zoe Diamond
St Colmcille's Senior National School



The Mysterious Deep

Sammy the Seahorse had always been told “Stay away from the canyon, Sammy, it’s very
dangerous!” But one day, Sammy got curious.
Sammy was sitting down at the sea bed when suddenly a thought hit him. 
“Why don’t I just take a look at the canyon, then I’ll stay well away from it.” 
So that is exactly what he did. He sneaked through the coral, around the rocks and under
the underway archway. When he finally reached the canyon, he peered over the edge. 
“They were right”, he thought. “This is very dangerous!” Sammy thought he heard a faint
voice saying help, but he took no notice and went home. That night, Sammy couldn’t stop
thinking about the voice but eventually he fell asleep. 

The next morning, Sammy decided to go to the canyon again. He went through the coral,
around the rocks and under the underway archway. When he finally reached the canyon,
he peered over the edge and said “Hello? Is there anyone down there?” 
Then he heard a voice, a little louder this time, saying “Help me please! I’m stuck”. 
Sammy asked “How are you stuck?” 
The voice said “One of my tentacles is stuck under a rock and I cannot lift it.” 
Then Sammy said “but I’m just a little seahorse, I can’t do much, not even lift a rock.” 
“Yes you can, you just have to believe in yourself,” the voice said encouragingly. 
“Can you wait here for a while; I’m going to go get help.” Sammy swam away as fast as
he could, under the underwater archway, around the rocks and through the coral. Then he
went to the strongest person he knew, Harry the Hammerhead Shark. He knocked on
Harry’s door and Harry answered. 

5th & 6th Class Category
3rd Place Winner





“Oh, hello Sammy”, he said. 
“Hello Harry, I need your help. There is a sea creature stuck in the canyon and I need your
help to get them out”, Sammy said. 
“Okay Sammy”, said Harry, “I’ll help you but I want to know what you were doing in the
canyon?” 
“Oh I was just looking for sea shells when I stumbled upon the canyon”, Sammy said
nervously. 
“Oh, okay”, said Harry. Then they went to the canyon. They went through the coral, around
the rocks and under the underwater archway. 
Then the voice said again “Oh good, you came back, my tentacle is really starting to hurt.”
Then Harry bravely started swimming down the canyon but got stopped by a barricade of
rocks. 
“Oh no, I can’t get through!” said Harry. “Sammy, I’m going to need you to be really brave
and swim through the crack in the rocks.” 
“I can’t do that”, said Sammy, “I’m just a little seahorse!” 
“You can do it, Sammy”, said Harry and the voice in unison. 
“Okay”, said Sammy. “I can do this.” 
So Sammy swam down the canyon and through the cracks in the rocks and found the
octopus and freed her. Together they swam back through the cracks and out of the
canyon. 
“Well done, Sammy”, said Harry. 
“Thank you for saving me Sammy”, said the octopus. 

And it turns out that just because you’re a little seahorse doesn’t mean you can’t do big
things!

By Emilie Draper
Knockskeagh National School



The Mysterious Deep



What an unknown world
Is the mysterious deep!

Full of creatures and monsters
For centuries asleep



The world was at peace

At least, for a while..
Then the humans came

With a toxic lifestyle



We came with our nets,
Our plastic and litter,

Our poison and oil
turned the sea dark and bitter



How deep will we go?
How far will we push?

Until the oceans fight back -
The damage too much



Man versus Nature
Why should it be?
Will we remember,

We share the same sea.



Imagine our oceans,
What they could become,

From land or from sea,
Living as one













By Maura Moore-McCune
The King's Hospital School

Secondary School Category
1st Place Winner



Come one come all, to see the famous ocean



She dances around me out of breath,

as oxygen floats to the top of her skin like sweat.

Entranced by the deep blues of her bohemian dress,

swaying through the beams of stage light glistening as

it hits the beads of coral and fish.




If only I could melt the concrete that made me,

and shape-shift the way she can. Blow kisses of salt to

the crowds and collect the sand castles made in my honour.

I've always wondered what dance she does off stage.

What lies underneath the foam grin she displays.




I’ve heard rumours she fights with swordfish, and takes

part in sea horse races. That she swims with fishes to

all sorts of different places, and rests starfish out to mimic

the night time phases.















Secondary School Category
2nd Place Winner








If my job wasn’t to guide sailors through the theatre to

their seats, I would be on stage with her, splashing those

who forget to turn their phones to silence.

Sadly I am a lighthouse. Simple as that. I do not know what

secrets she holds, just what she shows me from

my ticket booth of rocks below.









By Sabha Bennett
Rathdown Senior School



More than a weed



I am born from the sand beneath the sea
in masses of brown and beige and green.
Together we sway and dance in the water
Like a large flora family, but I want more. 



I want to explore the dark depths of the deep

with the fish and the creatures who pitifully weep
about their desire to be still. 

But they don’t understand the feeling of being trapped in sand,
solitaire

against their own will.



I want people to marvel at my beauty and power
like they marvel at the ocean, yet they cower

away from my touch, much prouder than I.
Yet despite their fear, they attack when I’m near, 
pulling and cutting until the sheer remains of me

are more alone than ever.



But most of all, I want to be more than a weed,
and I think that’s all I really need.












By Mary Kate Cahill
Ursuline College, Thurles

Secondary School Category
3rd Place Winner



Congratulations to all the
winners and well done to

everyone who entered this
year's competition!
- Green-Schools Marine Team
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