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Foreword 
 
 The first Unfinished Book of  Poetry was published in 2005 as part of  the 
programme celebrating Cork as European City of  Culture. This year we 
celebrate the 17th edition. The series has adapted and changed over the years 
with last year seeing The Unfinished Book published as an eBook for the first 
time. As the Covid-19 pandemic continued, the process of  putting the book 
together in 2021 demanded further change. All workshops were held over 
Zoom this year which was very challenging for all involved making this a very 
special edition of  the book. 
 
 The Unfinished Book again features new poems from young writers across 
the city. This year's edition showcases voices representing four schools. The 
work these writers have produced comprises a wonderful anthology, 
illustrating an impressive variety of  subject and style. The finished product is 
testament to the versatility of  the assisting writers and the talent of  the 
students from Coláiste an Phiarsaigh faoi chúram Colm Ó Ceallacháin, St. 
Francis Capuchin College with Niamh Prior, St. Aidan's School with Lani 
O'Hanlon and Coláiste Éamonn Rís with Paul Casey. 
 
 I extend a very special thanks to Paul Casey of  Ó Bhéal for the editing and 
curation of  this book, as well as guiding the students of  Coláiste Éamonn 
Rís. His resilience, spirit, and ability to face all challenges in a creative way has 
ensured the continuation of  the anthology during this pandemic and has also 
ensured our continued enjoyment of  original works from exciting young 
voices. 
 
 

Patricia Looney 
Cork City Librarian 
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Assisting Writers’ Biographies 
 
Colm Ó Ceallacháin 
 
 Tá Colm Ó Ceallacháin i mbun na ceardlainne scríbhneoireachta 'Peann agus 
Pár' i leabharlann Shráid an Chapaill Bhuí ó 2018. D'fhoilsigh Cois Life a 
chéad chnuasach gearrscéalta, I dtír mhilis na mbeo, i 2017. Foilsíodh dánta leis 
in Strokestown Poetry Anthology 4 agus Aneas i 2020. 
 
 Colm Ó Ceallacháin has been facilitating the Irish language writing workshop 
'Peann agus Pár' in the Central Library, Grand Parade, since 2018. Cois Life 
published his first short story collection, I dtír mhilis na mbeo, in 2017. Most 
recently he has had poems published in Strokestown Poetry Anthology 4 and Aneas 
in 2020. 
 
 
 
 
Lani O’Hanlon 
 
 Lani O' Hanlon is an award winning poet, writer and movement artist work-
ing in Arts and Health with Waterford Healing Arts Trust, The Molly Keane 
House, Waterford City and County Arts Office and Libraries.  
 
 Author of  Dancing the Rainbow: Holistic Well-Being Through Movement and The 
Little Theatre (poetry), she has an MA in creative writing from Lancaster 
University, with poetry published various journals including Poetry Ireland 
Review, Poetry, The Irish Times, Southward, The Stinging Fly, Orbis, Abridged, Mslexia 
and in various anthologies including Bloodaxe's Staying Human, Vanguard’s 14 
magazine, The Munster Literature Centre’s Pandemia and regularly broadcast 
on RTE’s Sunday Miscellany. 
 
 Poetry films with director Fiona Aryan have been selected for the Zebra Film 
Festival in Berlin and the first Irish winner of  the Ó Bhéal International 
Poetry Film Competition. 
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 Assisting Writers’ Biographies 
 
Paul Casey 
 
 Paul Casey is a writer and facilitator of  poetry. His poems have been 
published in journals and anthologies across Ireland and worldwide over the 
past two decades, most recently in Days of  Clear Light (Salmon Poetry), Live 
Encounters, Pratik and New Coin. His most recent collection is Virtual Tides 
(Salmon Poetry, 2016), which followed home more or less (Salmon, 2012) and a 
chapbook, It's Not all Bad (Heaventree Press, 2009).  
 
 He edited A Journey called Home (Cork City Libraries, 2018), an anthology of  
poems and stories from immigrant writers with translations in 20 languages. 
He has taught creative writing since 2003 and works with writers of  all ages, 
via Poetry Ireland's Writers in Schools scheme, UCC's ACE programme and 
since 2013 through the annual Unfinished Book of  Poetry project. He 
promotes poetry in his role as director of  Ó Bhéal in Cork -  www.obheal.ie. 
 
 
 
Niamh Prior 
 
 Niamh Prior is from Kinsale. Her fiction and poetry has appeared in journals 
including The Penny Dreadful, Southword and The Stinging Fly. Her poetry has 
been shortlisted or highly commended in competitions including The Patrick 
Kavanagh Award, Cúirt New Writing Prize and The Dermot Healy Award.  
 
 She discovered a love for teaching creative writing when she began facilitating 
workshops for teenagers around her kitchen table in 2007. She continued to 
do so every Saturday morning until 2013 when she became one of  the 
inaugural MA in Creative Writing students at UCC. For her thesis she wrote 
a poetry collection, the title poem of  which, Lagan, won the 2016 iYeats 
International Poetry Competition. In 2019 she was awarded the John 
Montague poetry mentorship bursary by the Munster Literature Centre. 
 
 She enjoyed doing her MA so much that she went on to do a PhD in Creative 
Writing for which she focused on fiction. Her doctoral studies were funded 
by a scholarship from UCC and a Postgraduate Scholarship from the Irish 
Research Council. She has taught creative writing on the undergraduate 
English programme at UCC.  

3



 
Coláiste an Phiarsaigh 

Poetry by 

Seán Ó Conaill    Sadhbh Ní Shúilleabháin 

Tess Sexton Kiela Ní Dhochartaigh 

Ruth Nic Pháidín Oisín Ó Luanaigh 

Tess Nic Cárthaigh Caoilinn Ní Bhuachalla 

 

  

Assisting Writer: Colm Ó Ceallacháin 
  
School T.Y. Coordinator: Celine Ní Scollaí 
  
 
 
 
 Bhain mé an-taitneamh as a bheith ag obair leis an ngrúpa breá seo ón 
idirbhliain i gColáiste an Phiarsaigh. Ní raibh rudaí go héasca acu i mbliana 
agus gan iad ar scoil in aon chor ar feadh cuid mhaith den am, agus is ar líne 
a bhí ár gceardlanna á reachtáil, ar ndóigh. É sin ráite ghlac siad páirt go 
fonnmhar sna ceardlanna, agus chruthaigh siad go léir go bhfuil mianach 
iontach iontu, mar is léir óna gcuid iarrachtaí sa chnuasach seo. 
 
 Phléamar réimse leathan ábhar agus sinn i mbun na gceardlann, agus léamar 
dánta ó chuid mhaith scríbhneoirí, na filí is mó iomrá ina measc, gan amhras, 
ach roinnt mhaith guthanna úra chomh maith. 
 
 Nuair a thug ár ngrúpa faoina gcuid dánta féin a chumadh, bhí rogha na 
n-ábhar chomh leathan céanna. Tá dánta sa chnuasach seo a théann i ngleic 
leis an nádúr is le héifeacht an truaillithe air, le huaigneas, brón is grá agus, 
chomh maith céanna, le huachtar reoite, le caife is le pis talún. Is léir gur 
ghoill na srianta atá curtha i bhfeidhm le breis agus bliain anuas ar na scoláirí, 
ach tá le feiceáil freisin gurb é an dóchas, thar rud ar bith, is treise i gcur 
chuige na scríbhneoirí óga seo. Tá súil agam go bhfanfaidh an dóchas sin leo 
ina saol i gcoitinne, mar go bhfuil bua na scríbhneoireachta is na samhlaíochta 
ag gach uile dhuine acu. 
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 Gabhaim buíochas ó chroí le scoláirí na hidirbhliana as páirt a ghlacadh sna 
ceardlanna go léir, is gabhaim buíochas freisin le Celine Uí Scolaí is leis na 
múinteoirí eile as an deis sin a thabhairt dóibh siúd agus domsa. 
 

Colm Ó Ceallacháin 
 
 
 

 I have thoroughly enjoyed working with this fine group of  young writers 
from Coláiste an Phiarsaigh. Things have not been easy for them this year, 
having missed out on so much of  what normally takes place during 
Transition Year in school. Our workshops took place online, of  course, which 
wasn't easy either, but the students embraced the situation and the poems 
featured in this anthology reflect the efforts they have all put in. 
 
 We covered numerous topics during the workshops, and read from the work 
of  many poets, both well-established and up and coming. 
 
 When our group began creating their own work the choice of  subjects 
covered was just as wide ranging. There are poems here that deal with nature 
and the effects of  pollution on it, with travel and weather, with loneliness, 
sadness and love but there are also poems that speak of  the simple joys of  
ice cream, coffee and tiramisu. 
 
 The restrictions that have been placed on people's lives for the past year 
have obviously affected the students, but if  there is one underlying theme 
present in the work they have produced I feel that it is hope. They have 
displayed talent and imagination which I am sure they will continue to 
develop, both in their poetry and in their lives in general. 
 
 A big thank you to them all for the effort that they have put in, and many 
thanks also to their teachers for facilitating the workshops, and to Paul Casey 
for overseeing the whole project.      
       

Colm Ó Ceallacháin 
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Poems 
 
 
 
 
 

Coláiste an Phiarsaigh 



TY Sciobtha Uainn 
Seán Ó Conaill 

 
TY sciobtha uainn !! 
Obair ón mbaile tugtha dúinn 
Briseadh croí, is easpa comhluadair 
Gan caint, gan spraoi, gan aon fhuadar 
 
TY sciobtha uainn !! 
Turas ar bith ní raibh ann dúinn, 
Taithí oibre – Cad é sin? 
Ceolchoirm – gan deis canadh go binn! 
 
TY sciobtha uainn !! Ó mo léan, 
Is pleananna móra beartaithe agam féin 
Spórt is spraoi is caint is craic 
Ag gabháil linn, ag tógáil raic!! 
 
TY sciobtha uainn !! Crá mo chroí 
Turas gaeltachta níor chualamar rud faoi! 
Saoirse teorainn – níl trácht ar ceann a fháil 
Is Micheál, gan cinneadh deánta, is é sa Dáil 
 
TY sciobtha uainn !! Is trua ár gcás 
Cuimhneacháin TY- is cuid é dár bhfás 
Ach mo léan tá na figúirí covid ag fás 
Teorainn fós orainn – is trua ár gcás 
 
TY sciobtha uainn !! Cabhraigh linn 
Is scaoil ar ais díreach ar scoil sinn ! 
Tá ár ndóthain de ‘Level 5’ curtha isteach 
Tá sé in am dúinn briseadh AMACH!!!
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Grá don Trá 
Seán Ó Conaill 
 
Is fada ó bhí mé cois trá 
Ag luí ar an ngaineamh sa bhá, 
An t-aer úr ag séideadh go séimh 
Na tonnta ag briseadh ar dhromchla an Aigéin. 
 
Is fada ó bhí mé ag ligint mo scíth 
Ag siúl ar bhruach na farraige gan bróga nó stocaí, 
meangadh gáire orainn go léir 
gan trácht ar víreas ar bith faoin spéir. 
 
Is fada ó bhí mé in ann léimt ón gcé 
Is amuigh ar an uisce lá i ndiadh lae, 
Ag seoltóireacht is ag lapadáil thart 
ár gcairdeas ag dul ó neart go neart. 
 
Is mé suite i mo sheomra ag scríobh an dáin 
Smaoiním siar ar an tírdhreach gorm is bán, 
Is cinnte go bhfuil mé ag súil leis an lá 
Go suífidh mé arís, cois trá.
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Sa Bhaile Arís 
Sadhbh Ní Shúilleabháin 

 
Ag éirí go luath 
Go moch ar maidin 
Ag pacáil na málaí 
Chun dul suas san aer 
 
Ón teas go dtí an fuacht 
Bhíomar ag dul abhaile 
Lenár mbróga lán go béal le gaineamh 
 
Bhíomar brónach bheith ag imeacht 
Ach bhí mé sásta bheith thar n-ais i mo leaba féin. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Sneachta sa chlós 
Sadhbh Ní Shúilleabháin 

 
An Geimhreadh a bhí ann 
Sa bhliain 2010 
Bhíos suite i seomra 
Le beirt chairde liom. 
 
D’fhéach duine amach 
Agus chuala mé an scread 
Bhí an sneachta ag titim 
Agus ní raibh sé chun stopadh. 
 
Ritheamar amach sa chlós 
Ní raibh aon ní chun muid a stopadh.
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Mo Dheartháirín Óg 
Sadhbh Ní Shúilleabháin 

 
Tá deartháirín beag agamsa 
Donagh is ainm dó, 
Nuair a bhíonn sé ar a sháimhín só 
Ní bhíonn aon ghleo. 
 
Níl aige ach seacht mbliana 
Ach caithfear a rá, 
Gur buachaillín beag cliste é 
Gach nóiméad don lá. 
 
Nach ionadh a bhí orainn 
Nuair a scread sé amach os ard, 
“Mol an óige agus tiocfaidh sí” 
Le meangadh ar a aghaidh. 
 
Nuair a bhímíd le chéile 
Cuireann sé gliondar ar mo chroí, 
Nach álainn é mo dheartháir 
Lena chroí mór groí. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Haikú 
Sadhbh Ní Shúilleabháin 
 
Spórt is spraoi 
Screadaíl is canadh 
Amuigh faoin aer
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Looking 
Sadhbh Ní Shúilleabháin 

 
Sitting down 
Looking at a screen 
Looking out a window 
Rain running along the patio 
Wind whistling through the branches 
Nothing to be heard 
Except the sounds of  nature 
Big trees and little trees 
Swaying in the wind 
Of  all different colours. 
 
Sitting down 
Looking at a screen 
Looking out a window 
Waiting and waiting 
For something to happen 
Hoping to meet people on your daily walk 
Just to get that little bit of  social interaction 
Waking up and doing the same thing 
Day after day. 
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A Trade 
Tess Sexton 

 
A bargain with such a dealer seemed all too sweet. 
His ashy hand left an imprint in mine; I was his. 
The sky above burned orange and I tasted the heat on my skin. 
Up above, liquid sun poured onto the bright orange canvas. 
I followed his cloak down the deep steps, 
it seemed cooler down here.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Sand 
Tess Sexton 

 
She took me to the beach one day. 
I didn’t know where we were. 
The floor turned my feet a crisp cold, it stung. 
Little specks in my hair, my teeth, in my eyes. 
Tiny rocks, crunching and burning. 
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No Fishing 
Tess Sexton 

 
If  I let you go, 
You will be free to see the world. 
To taste new cultures and breathe experiences. 
I will stay, on my throne of  thoughts, 
Surrounded by a pond of  busy fish. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
she cried on a train. 
Tess Sexton 

 
the tears – a stream down her face 
her hand – moved to cover them 
the window behind her – passed in flashes of  gray and ugly white 
where she was going -  i don’t know, but i knew where she had come from 
close to My home – We boarded at the same stop.
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Bogha Báistí 
Kiela Ní Dhochartaigh 

 
Ag stealladh báistí, 
Is an ghrian ag scaladh. 
Bogha báistí leis na dathanna éagsúla 
Pota breá mór ag deireadh, 
Faigh é. Beidh tú lán sásta.

15



Green 99 
Ruth Nic Pháidín 
 
A national treasure 
An iconic delicacy 
the Green 99 
an annual indulgence 
 
Tell me why this simple treat 
tastes different dyed green 
more succulent, more scrumptious, more fulfilling 
 
Oh Green 99 
unveil your secrets 
was it St. Patrick himself  who blessed you with such 
flavour and mystery 
 
Green 99 
you will be missed this year 
the memories we had, will never be forgotten 
I hope to unmask you one day 
 
Farewell thee Green 99 … 
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February 
Ruth Nic Pháidín 
 
The wind begins to howl 
the grass, crisp as ice 
Snow tumbles down 
Raindrops, small as grains of  rice 
 
This February is different 
not like ones before, 
it's colder and wilder 
there's definitely something more 
 
Maybe she is angry 
with what the world has become 
She sees all the destruction 
and feels there is nothing that can be done 
 
This February is different 
we're all stuck inside, 
no faces to see, no places to go, 
but at least I have you by my side
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Haiku #1 
Ruth Nic Pháidín 
 
Cailín ag suí cois uaighe 
Crobhaing bláthanna ina lámha 
Deoir ag sleamhnú síos a haghaidh 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Haiku #2 
Ruth Nic Pháidín 
 
Thosaigh an mac tíre ag rith 
Leoithne san aer 
É ag creachadh 
An t-ocras ag dul i méid 
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Brionglóidí 
Oisín Ó Luanaigh 

 
Lá breá brothallach a bhí, 
Amhrán na n-éan á chanadh go binn, 
Bhí mise, mé féin, im aonar im luí, 
Go ciúin, go séimh ag ligean mo scíth'. 
 
Is mé im aonar ag ithe mo cheapairí, 
Chualas ceol aláinn ó leaidín, 
Shiúlas thart chuig an fhuaim, 
‘gus is beag nár thiteas im chodladh go buan, 
Níorbh ann ach brionglóid faoin leaidín, 
A thit ina chodladh go tobann, gan phian. 
 
Deacair an rud é treabhadh ar aghaidh, 
Nuair nach bhfuil teannas ar a aghaidh, 
Gan anáil 
Gan solas 
Gan grá a thuistí 
Ní féidir ach smaoineamh air i mo bhrionglóidí. 
 
A Sheáinín, a Sheáinín, a Sheáinín beag óg, 
Tógadh uainn tú gan aon agóid, 
Is tú id luí sa bhosca óir, 
Mé féin is do mháthair tógtha ónár leaid óg, 
Ní raibh tú ach trí bliana d’aois, 
Ag troid i gcoinne do shláinte. 
 
Ar deireadh bhuaigh an ailse scámhógach, 
Is muid fágtha anseo ag brionglóideach. 
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Cappuchino 
Tess Nic Cárthaigh 
 
Once we shared a coffee 
A Cappuchino, with maybe a toffee 
out would come an employee 
bearing gifts 
little treasures to seal every rift. 
Now that's ended a year since 
April. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Oighear Iodálach 
Tess Nic Cárthaigh 
 
Piazza iltíreach plódaithe 
le daoine, siopaí agus bialanna 
Cailín beag ag suí 
le caipín bán 
agus gúna buí 
Oighear Iodálach 
i lámh amháin 
Tiramisu agus granita 
de ardchaighdeán. 
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Pis talún agus sceaimpí 
Tess Nic Cárthaigh 
 
Scáilphrionta timpeall an bheáir 
ar an Cian ar na gloiní 
scáil taobh thiar den bhord 
brioscáin stálaithe ar ghoile folamh. 
Brioscaí sceaimpí á malartú 
ó lámh go lámh. 
Pis talún faoi stól ard. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Soilse fluaraiseacha 
Tess Nic Cárthaigh 
 
Soilse fluaraiseacha ag scaladh anuas 
púdráil ar an bhfuinneog 
marc ar an gclár bán 
lá tar éis lae 
gan ábhar seachráin 
gan dámhachtain. 
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Truailliú 
Tess Nic Cárthaigh 
 
Siúl síos na bóithre 
Boladh géar i mo shrón. 
Éiríonn deatach liath 
ó thúr fuinniúil. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Expectations 
Tess Nic Cárthaigh 

 
In primary school I was smart 
Good at writing, History and art 

 
Expectations were held of  me so high 
So overpowering I could cry. 
At a higher level I was kept 
The days grew harder and so I wept 
At a higher level I was kept. 
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Mo Ghrása 
Caoilinn Ní Bhuachalla 

 
Shiúil tú isteach go tobann 
Mo ghrá duit níos mó ná éinne eile 
Ní rabhas ag súil leat ach 
táim chomh sásta go bhfuil tú anseo 
Mo Ghrása 
 
Bíonn tú ann dom i gcónaí 
Chun suaimhneas na mara a thabhairt dom 
Ní thógfainn éinne eile 
Mo Ghrása 
 
Nuair a fheicim d'ainm 
Athraíonn mo mhothúcháin 
ar an bpointe 
Is tusa an duine domsa 
Mo Ghrása 
 
 

23



Neirbhís 
Caoilinn Ní Bhuachalla 
 
Neirbhís 
Neirbhís 
An t-aon rud ar m'aigne 
An mbeidh cairde agam? 
An mbeidh mo mhúinteoir go deas? 
Smaointe ag rith agus ag rith 
Mo chéad lá. 
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