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LEAVING CERTIFICATE BABY PHOTOS

37. Kate Doyle, 38. James Flynn, 39. Ethan Taylor, 40. Laura Dillon, 41. Micheal Finnegan, 42. Jessalyn Jennings, 43. Jacob Flanagan, 
44. Molly Browne, 45. Isabelle Cox and Ciara Reynolds, 46. Isobel Coggins, 47. Harrison Collins, 48. Paulina Koralewska, 

49. Carlagh Mullarney, 50. Alex Leva, 51. Alice Curran, 52. Chloe Byrne, 53. Jake Glavey, 54. Emma Doran, 55. Sean Moran, 
56, Emma Colleran, 57. Daria Zota, 58. Conor Henry, 59. Caolan Boyle and Alicia Cleary, 60. Anna Murray, 61. Emer Gill, 

62. Stas Vaitiekus, 63. Eoghan Conlon, 64. Roisin Glynn, 65. Alice Sullivan, 66. Cara Keavney, 67. Emanuel Tolic, 68. Daire Caulfi eld, 
69. Dean Reidy, 70. Alesha McGarry, 71. Cillian Kinnarney, 72. Trystan Folliard, 73. Ella Gormley.
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MEMORY LANE 2018-2024
In the blink of an eye, for the class of 2024 our time here at BCS has come to an end. Although the time has flown, these years have proved 
incredibly valuable with the opportunities we have received, experiences we’ll never forget and most importantly the friends we have made 
along the way.

All those years ago when we first came through these doors, we sat in the canteen for the most part as strangers. As Mr. McDonagh 
addressed us on that very first day he assured us how quickly the years would fly but of course as first years we all thought we knew better. 
Although we hate to admit on that occasion he was completely right. First year was a blur of which highlights included our retreat and school 
tour. Of course, coming in from primary school we were daunted having to do “so much” homework, but Huzefa provided light entertainment 
through Coldest Gaming.

Second year started out strong as we all came back ready to run the show. We came back with a bang as the lads proved their newfound 
maturity getting in the biggest trouble, they ever have to this day for the unforgivable crime of jumping in puddles. On the f﻿lip side the second-
year girls basketball team were on the up before covid came along and put a stop to it all (rumour has it we were shoe ins for the All-Ireland). 
From then on, we all worked incredibly hard in online classes especially, Rhian, who once spent 7 hours tuned in to a maths call. Our teachers 
put their all into keeping us tuned in with teams calls, well some more than others but we won’t name names.

When we came back to school in 3rd year talks of whether or not we would have to sit the Junior Cycle exams were as uncertain as ever. 
We all grew remarkably close as class groups as covid measures left us in our base classrooms for the majority of our days. Of course, we 
found many ways to keep ourselves entertained once we discovered the power of hand sanitiser as a weapon in battle. Those of us who 
did TY were lucky enough to not sit the Junior Cycle. Our usual semester tests formed part of our predicted grades. Although the cohort of 
us who sat the Junior Cycle might have felt hard done by at the time, they proved their worth as we arrived into 5th year with at least some 
recollection of what we learned over those three years.

As always, TY was undoubtedly the main highlight of our school career. With restrictions easing we made sure to make the absolute most 
of every single day of TY (oftentimes to the annoyance of our teachers). Our prefabs were our home for the year, and we found many ways 
to keep ourselves entertained, with Daniel making a few quick escapes and the air quality monitors giving us 2-minte breaks at suspiciously 
convenient moments. We were incredibly lucky to get so many great opportunities in TY with highlights such as Killary, Roosky (where 
there was a very unfortunate case of mistaken identity between Rhian and Mr. Ryan), St. Brigid’s Gardens, Tayto Park, Croagh Patrick, and 
Knocknarea. One of the standouts from our TY year was of course our TY Musical. We were shocked by the effort that was put in by all 
involved in the end. Of course, there were a few slip ups on stage - most notably when Neil showed us his true feeling towards Aoibhin’s 
Norma Foley but, we’ll let you look on the YouTube yourself if you want to find out what they were. We were incredibly lucky to take part in 
an Erasmus exchange programme with trips to France, Italy, and in case you somehow managed to forget Réunion Island. Rumour has it our 
TY year were so rambunctious Mr. McGarry hasn’t set foot in a classroom since but not before a bit of intercontinental travel.

5th year was the first time we came together as our graduating year group. Although it was a bit of a shock having to get back to the books 
our bonding trip to Achill helped to ease us back in. The “new kid” Cillian made sure to make himself known managing to break his leg 
before setting foot out of the sleeping quarters. The days were filled with incredible activities such as surfing, paddleboarding, kayaking, and 
hillwalking but, the most memorable part was most definitely our last night. Spirits were high starting the evening off with a makeshift rave 
until it was stopped by an ill-timed fire alarm, followed by an incredibly wholesome singsong greatly appreciated by our teachers but not 
so much by the staff. Another standout was our Italy trip. We had the opportunity to visit a plethora of sites such as Lake Garda, Venice, and 
Verona. Mr. Mitchell and Mr Murray had to put their security skills to use in order to fight off a group of Italians but, differences were put aside 
when BCS took on the Italians in an incredibly serious soccer game refereed with an iron fist by Mr. Mitchell. As the year came to a close, we 
were terribly busy keeping ourselves entertained with Kamile “losing” her phone, Emma losing her bag and the rest of us losing our patience 
at last year’s Grad. Our last week of school was one of our best. Despite semester tests, we spent most of our time on the astro or in the 
fishbowl enjoying in the words of David the “Tropical” weather.

We have had quite the busy Leaving Cert year, starting off with our trip to Dublin for higher options in hopes of finding our future careers, 
which for Alice Curran def﻿initely won’t include anything that resembles a self-service checkout. Now with our careers chosen it was time to 
get our heads in the game and hit the books but, before that there was the small matter of the Musical. Whether we were jocks, cheerleaders, 
brainiacs, skaters or of course the two lovebirds (we’re looking at you, Jacob and Isobel) almost all of us were involved in one way or another. 
It was a great production and a fabulous addition to our leaving cert year. Stormy weather left a lot of us without electricity in the days leading 
up to our leaving cert photos so apologies if we’re not looking our best. In no time at all the mocks were upon us and in truth we were nothing 
but cool calm and collected, that is until the Friday after when the lads decided to enlist the withholding of their speaker in a new form of cruel 
and unusual punishment. The senior boys team ended their school football career on a high taking home a Connaught championship and 
instilling immense pride in the school community. As we approach exams, graduation and our lives ahead of us it’s key to stay focused on 
what’s important, namely who will win in the ongoing rivalry between Mr. Ginty and Mr. Gormally’s maths classes. Of course, we mean making 
the most of the time we have left here in BCS and appreciating all our lasts before moving onto to all the firsts that are to come.

It goes without saying that each and every one our teachers are owed a huge thank you for putting up with us throughout our time here. Most 
notably our year heads over the years; Ms. O’Reilly, Ms O’Loughlin, Mr. Noone, Mr. McGarry, and Ms. Mooney. We are incredibly grateful for 
everything that has been done for us and the care we have been afforded in this school.

It has often been commented that we are remarkably close as a year group and we have no doubt in the truth behind this sentiment. As said 
earlier we entered the school for the most part as strangers but we can confidently say we are leaving as true friends.
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
























