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l'li.e find Fathers, who have f/ic management of this College, seek, above all things, to educate the 
Pupils in the principles of the Catholic Iteligwrc, and to habituate them to the faithful observance of its 
precepts. Special at/cation is i1  to the iinproieinent of manners and the forman lion, of character. 

Iii the higher classes the course of studies is specialty arranged to prepare the students for the 
Mimtriculatiom and other Examination in Arts, required for the degree of BA., iii the Royal University. 
In these Examinations Mungret has htlely la/-en a high place among the Colleges of Ireland. A large 
number of the Students have obtained lionours and Exhibitions, and several have received the University 
Degree of Bachelor of Arts. 

In the Preparatory School the younger, or less advanced boys, are thoroughly grounded in Classics, 
French, English, and Mathematics. 

The College is beantifulll a.mid healthfully situated on (t gentle emnhlaeuiCv, a little to the south of the 
Shannon., and less than three miles west of the City of Limerick. A splendid new wing, capable of accom-
modating a ivundred Pupils, and some other important additions have lately beea erected at the cost of 
.id/)OO. There ale several spacious, well lighted, and well ventilated dormitories, lecture halls, and class 
rooms. /1150 lavatories and bath rooms, constructed on the most improved principles. The Natural 
Philosophy Department has a very large and valuable collection of instruments. in addition to the play 
ground and cricliet field, there is an extensive amnbulacrumn for exercise and gaines in wet weather. 

The Superiors will at once resign the charge of any pupil who seriously violates the Rules of the 
College, or whose general conduct, or neglect of study, is such as to af!brd  no reasonable hope of amendment 
or p1-ogress. 

The Academic Year consists of about ten mnoaths, beginning early in September, and ending about 
the .1st July. There are two short vacations, at Uhristmas and Easter, and during the former of these 
intervals no pupil is allowed to remain, in the College. 

Punctuality in returning on the appointed days after vacation is required under pain. of being 
refused re-admission. Those who enter during the year, or leave for just cause before its conclusion, pay 
proportionately for the time they are in the College; but as a rule no one will be received for less than half 
a year. 

The Pension is. L1,30 a Year, payable half mjearly in advance. Two pounds yearly are paid for 
washing. All necessary books and stationery are provided by the pupils at their own expense. 

Each pupil will bring with him at least two suits of clothes, a great coat, six shirts, eight pairs of 
stockings, eight poclet handkerchiefs, six towels, three pairs of sheets, four pillow cases, three night shirts, 
three pairs of strong boots, two pairs of slippers or house shoes, two hats or caps, and a furnished dressing-
case. 

Further particulars may be had on application to time Rector: 
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7 ransla fed htera//y /row. the Irish. 

MUNGRET, ANCIENT ALMA MATER, 

TO HER ChILDREN IN ERIN, AND IN 

LANDS BEYOND THE SEA. 

I. 
Dispersed, far from home, and remote though 

ye be, 
\Vhcrc mcii are wont to forget friends and 

associates, 
Yet the honourable mention of your names 

fills with satisfaction 
Me, your loving, kind, and aged mother. 

II, 

I love to hear accurate tidings of each one of 
you, 

I desire that your fame should be without 
sorrow or insecurity, 

My heart is ever flooded with delight, 
When I hear your success and your moclest• 

recounted. 

 

III, 
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III. 
Wideplains that lie between us do not dimin-

ish my love for you, 
Nor the rough great waves of the drowning 

sea; 
The wolf is not bolder to guard her young 

than I, 
Nor is the eagle more watchful to protect her 

eaglets. 

Iv. 
It is not to seek worldly success or pleasure, 

r to hoard up treasures of money, 
But to imitate the privations and the labour 
Of Christ, and of Mary, that I sent you far 

away. 	 . 
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SOME ms-I STUDENTS OF '11111 FIRST YEARS OF THE COLLEGE (see page 38). 
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V. 

It was for Christ and for Mary that I trained 
your youth, 

That you may light the wax candles of the 
Apostles, beyond the sea 

Liberating souls with the doctrine of the 
Great Spirit, 

And saving flocks from sin and bitter grief. 

'-I. 

And you, as many of my staunch, good-
dispositioned band 

As are in Erin, so successful and high of 
character, 

Follow ye all righteousness in life and in 
words, 

Ihat ye may rescue your country from sor-
row and pressing evil. 

VII 

Imitate ye with independence every choice 
virtue 

Be your lives free from grievous suspicion or 
Shaine, 

As was wont to be tile state of my children in 
the days of Patrick, 

Under Nessan, who was mild and modest and 
illustrious. 

VIII. 

From the margin of the Shannon, which runs 
on with mighty force, 

From the lovely city that foreign brigades did 
not overthrow, 

From the bright plain of Munster that was 
not silent when the battle raged, 
With a thousand blessings do I greet 

you without woe 

We have to thank our l)tIst  students warmly 
for the staunch loyalty which has made this 
journal a success from every point of view--
literary, pictorial, and financial. Their gene-
rosity of purse as well as of pen is a touching 
proof of the love they bear their Alma Ma/er, 

a proof she will ever think on fondly. 

We again beg to remind our friends over 
the waters of the genuine pleasure they will 
give their o'd school-fellows and of the solid 
benefits they will confer on the present 
students by publishing some of their ex-
periences in the ANNUAL. If these some-
times seem to themselves humdrLlrn and 
unpicturesque, let them remember that the 
contrast which they offer to the present life of 
the boys here and the enchantment of dis-
tance will give them a great interest, and will 
open many a well of thought. 

Our columns on the past arc still far too 
meagre, and we shall, therefore, be very grate-
ful for any notes on the doings and sufferings 
and successes of any old Mungret boys. 

Since editors also have to descend froin the 
heights of Helicon into the market-place, we 
venture to reiflilld the few, whose subscrip-
tions have not yet appeared, that in this 
matter too the Alma Mater relies LiO1l 
them. 

Procrastinators are the bane of an editor's 
existence. We therefore appeal to our sup-
porters' mercy not to acid further to our grey 
hairs, and to send in their literary contri-
butions not later than the first week of 
November. 

A past student in the States suggests the 
formation of a College Album—an excellent 
idea. It would give us intense pleasure, and 
would greatly lighten the burden of future 
eJitors of the Annual. Hence we beg all our 
past students to lend us the light of their 
coulltellances ouce again by sending on their 
photographs. Their fondly - mindful Alma 
Mater will thus have a life-like souvenir of all 
her children, 	- 

141 iJ H.. - ... 

The present meets the past 
The future, too, is there.' 

' HE air which blows about the hilltop 
of Mungret has again proved its 
reputation for imparting health and 
vigour to all youngsters. Here is 

our little magazine now just turned its third 
year, and we can confidently ask our readers 
if it be not as strong and hardy as any other 
of its years. 

THE e MUNGRET o  ANNUAL 
rr_1 	 ........... 

CHRISTMAS, 7899. 

Editoria1. 
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Cu th5) 

N the land of Fly Connel, on a 
slope rising up from the broad-
flowing and fish-abounding Shan- 

 ) 

	

	
non, there stood an Abbey called 
\l ungret, founded by Ncssan the 
Deacon,  him whom Patrick 
blessed, saying 

Nessan, the holy deacon, 
Angelic, pure devotion, 
Never came outside his lips 
What was untrue Or guileful."  

In its stone church 500 monks sang the 
Psalmody all the day and all the night, and the 
birds often ceased to sing for shame that the 

nit) STONE CHURCH NEAR MtiN(iRET. 

monks sang God's praises better than they. 
Round about the great stone church and the 
five small churches lay many cone-shaped dwell-
ings of monks, and a great hedge of strong 
stakes girt them in. Outside were many white 
botlues, made of wattle and clay, where abode 
the students, a thousand in number, who had 
come to learn within the sound of Nessan's bell-
And many trading folk had come there, too, and 
had fixed their stalls, wherein was much dyed 
stuff and silk vestures, and bracelets and 
brooches, and dulcet-corded harps and speedy 

arrows, such things as young warriors like to 
buy. 

On the high ground above the Monastery 
there were green, sweet-grassy fields, where 
grazed fat kine and white-fleeced sheep, and 
much tillage land, where the white-robed monks 
dug and ploughed, for they held no bondmen. 
Jar off were great forests of oak and beech, where 
roved inany red deer and hogs that fed on the 
ankle-deep mast. Great marshes stretched down 
from the village to the river, where dwelt herons, 
grey birds, standing lonely with uplifted legs in 
the water all clay, and a great number of blue-
grey seabirds that fished for their prey in the 
shallows, with many screams. 

One autumn morning, the kalends of October, 
in the year of our Lord $40, a great white mist 
had come up from the river and had covered the 
Abbey and the village and the marshes, shutting 
out the sun from shining. The young students 
who had slept in the village had risen from their 
beds of rushes and straw, and were coming forth 
front their bothies into the cold fog, and had 
wrapped themselves about in their great single-
coloured cloaks of green or red or yellow. One 
could see there the sans of all the clans of 
Munster, and even others from distant parts. 
Many wore red and black tartan trews, and 
these were of Clann-Connel. There were many, 
too, of Clann-Riain, whose colours were green 
and black, but the greatest number were of the 
great Clann-Brian, and their colours, feared over 
all Munster, and Leinster, too, were red and 
green. 

The children of the same clan kept together 
for the most part, for not even the Abbot or 
Coarh of Nessan could persuade an O'Donovan 
or an O'Cuinn to trust to an O'Brian, and so of 
many other clans who had a blood-feud. There 
they stood about among the hothies, talking as 
boys will of their last red-deer hunt in the wood, 
or of the catching of fish, or of the fight of 
Achilles and Hector, which Brother Aodh taught 
them out of Homer's book, and some took the 
part of Achilles, and some liked Hector more. 

While they loitered on the way a young man, 

whose garb was not like the others', walked on 
by himself in front. He wore a tight-fitting 
tunic of one colour, crimson, and in his leather 
baldric, richly adorned with gold, he had a short 
bright sword. He did not wear his hair as the 
sons of the Gaedhil, whose glibbe, or heavy 
fringe, reached to their eyebrows, but his golden 
coloured hair was brushed clear back from his 
brow, as the Saxons wear it, and flowed down on 
his shoulders. His form was goodly and tall, 
but he walked ever apart from the others, and 
seemed to nurse dark thoughts in his heart. 
Siward the Silent was his, name, and his father, 
Gurm, a noble in the land of the Saxons, had 
sent him to Mungret to learn the wisdom of the 
Gaedlhi I. 

When he came to the opening in the Abbey 
enclosure, an old man was standing there, afraid 
to enter, owing to the great wolf-dog which 
showed its white teeth. His hair was long and 
white upon his shoulders, and a gold ornament 
was fixed in the glibbe on his forehead. His 
short cape, made of the plumage of mallards, 
which once had glittered as snow in the sun-
shine, was now dirty and ragged, and a five-
stringed harp was in his age-palsied fingers. 

'I'Iic Saxon speaks to him words of welcome, 
and calls out to the other students to come 
quickly and see. " I have spoken to this man. 
He can sing you a pleasant song You must he 
wearied to death of the dull songs which the 
monks teach us, but this man has made many 
verses about Red Aodh of the Hill of the Slice, 
and about Riveen of the Grey Rock, and Cleena 
of the Wave, and Fionn. He will pour light 
over our dark hearts." Then the Druid said his 
name was Len, that his blood chanted melodies 
as it coursed in his veins, for he was of the race 
of Malachy, the bard of Heber, who had taught 
the spring winds to sing to the trees. He had 
conic from the land of Deisi, but had cursed its 
King, Angus, for he was foolish and slept during 
the song. 

All the students then call to him to sing 
them a sweet song, but lie said he had walked 
far and was weary, and that he would sing to 
them when he had refreshed himself at the 
Monastery. Thereat the young Saxon sighed 
and said :-" Then had you better fare onward, 
for the monks like not your kind. They give 
them neither honey-meedl nor wine nor bread, 
nor allow tlieni to stand on their threshold. So 
go on to the Biatach at Adare, where men will 
give you good cheer." 

Then the Druid was angry. " What harm 
have I done these Friars that they turn me, a 
great bard, an ollav of Erin, from their door? 
They boast and claim that no king or chief in 
all Erin gives warmer welcome to the wayfarer  

than they, but may the lie stick in their throats." 
Siward made answer:-"  fhcse monks say that 

you bards are limbs of the great Dhoul, that you 
praise only those that give you costly food and 
raiment, and judge not between good men and 
bad men, but praise the old gods and heroes 
that Patrick's sons have banished from Erin,---
Manannan, and Lir, and Dana. They say that 
the whole order of bards should be banished 
from Erin, and that their candles should be 
drowned." 

Then the gleeman's eyes flashed wickedly, 
and, striking fiercely on his harp, he cursed the 
monks of Nessan. " May the red winds of the 
Druids wither them up. May their bread be as 
sand under their teeth, and their wells be as 
vinegar. May they feed the wolves with their 
own flesh, as they feed not the bard ; and may 
they hear the scream of the vultures tearing at 
their hearts, since they have not listenedto the 
voice of the gleeman." Many more curses, 
horrid to repeat, did he sing, and his chant was 
growing wilder, and his voice more cruel, when 
three monks, who had been taking in fish-nets 
on the river, came on the crowd. Their habits 
were tucked up to their knees and dripping wet, 

rita SHANNON UNDER MUNIiRRI'. 

for they had waded up through the marshes. 
They drove off the bard, but not before he had 
cursed them and said :-"The great god Man-
annan, whose white horses ever gallop on the 
sea, sets before mine eyes many red-haired 
monsters, with bright scales about them, that 
will come forth from the sea this very day, and 
will kill many hard-hearted monks--and you 
three will be among the number—and many fair 
youths of Erin, and these shall be my eric for 
the wrong I suffer this day." And so it came to 
pass, for the spirit of evil prophecy was on him. 

On their way to the Abbey one of the monks, 
Brother Egmond, himself a Saxon, said to 
Siward :-" Siward, it grieves me to the heart 
that thou art weary of singing of Christ our 
King, and of Muire of the Sorrows, and of holy 
Patrick; and Nessan, who have taught us the 

THE e FORT OF Th 	TRA1Toi. 
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wisdom of truth. Thou art still a pagan at 
heart, and hankerest after the demons we have 
driven from Erin, and which these wicked glee-
men sing of,--Cleena of the Wave and ])an of 
the Vats of the Sea, as they call them ; and thou 
thinkest over much of thy own heathen gods, 
Balder and Odin and the great Frost Giant." 
But Siward said naught, and fixed his eyes on 
the ground. 

The students were cold and very sad with 
pondering over the bard's strange words, but 
when they entered the great dining-house of the 
monastery, built of wickers and smoothly pltib-
tered with white lime within and without, the 
rich milk and sweet honey and white corn-bread 
made them forget their gloominess, and there 
was a pleasant warmth in the house, for four 
fires at the four corners sending up thick smoke 
through holes in the roof kept out the marsh 
fog. At the upper tables sat the nobles' sons 
who dwelt with the monks within the monastery. 
Their tunics of silk and satin, dyed with their 
clan colours, were covered with plaits and many 
cunning devices of needle-women. On their 
white supple arms were bracelets of laced gold 
and silver and precious stones. Round their 
necks were slung their curved swords of flaming 
brightness, and behind them the long heavy 
cloaks of the Gaedhil, each of three colours—
green being in most—swept the ground, caught 
on their broad chests with brooches of burnt 
gold. Among them was young Connor O'Brianri, 
son of Donough the Earl of Thomond, who was 
afterwards the most eminent man in Erin for 
hospitality and prowess, who never gave hostage 
to chief of Leinster or to chief of Connaught, 
who was the rivetting hammer of every good 
law, and who founded twelve churches. He 
was the noblest youth of the company, but there 
were many other sons of famous kings and 
chiefs whom it would be long to tell of. Now 
they were all making merry and their Gaedhelic 
chatter was as the humming of bees in a hive, 
or as the rushing of waters at Doonass. Sudden 
a pale-faced monk stands in the doorway and 
pierces the dull noise with his screaming voice, 
"the red-haired nation of the Gentiles are 
coming to attack us and are even now at the 
river Maigue." And a great silence fell on all, 
and the monk told them that Brother Conn the 
humble and Brother Kieran of the sheep, who 
were on watch at the hill of the New Town, 
had come galloping in on garrons crying out that 
four-score ships were at hand. They had not 
seen them because of the fog till they were close 
at hand. They were big ships with three banks of 
oars, with bronze eagles and dragons and fishes 
at their sterns, and at their prows were the black 
banners of the red-haired Gentiles who care not  

for the rights of the Sanctuary and obey not the 
Law of the Innocents, but slaughter women and 
little children without warning. "Therefore the 
wise Coarb of Nessan tells you to go and 
bring all you possess and bestow it in the five 
raths which we made after the hosting of the 
foreigners last Mary's day, which cost us sore. 
We have built around them a goodly ditch and 
mound and a strong hedge thereon, and there, 
by the help of God, and Muire, and Patrick, and 
Nessan, we shall be free from harm." 

And all the youths rose up and obeyed the 
word of the Coarb. The monks, too, had 
been summoned from the great church where 
they were singing God's praises, and some were 
now running down to warn the folk of the 
village, some were in the strong built sacristies 
gathering the mass-chalices and reliquaries and 
gold ornaments, gifts of pious kings, some were 
putting the corn into carts, some were filling 
skins with water from the wells, some, too, were 
grinding battle-axes and tightening bowstrings, 
and sharpening stinging arrows and long dark-
hafted spears. The young nobles eagerly shar-
pened their bright swords and axes, and painted 
their shields red for the battle and slung them 
about them, glad that their first fight would be 
against the enemies of Christ and Muire and the 
family of Nessan. 

While these things were preparing the Coarb 
Angus, son of Namara, who, before he had l)tit 
on the Lorica of Patrick, had stained his hands 
with the red blood of the Ui.Maine in fair fight, 
sent down Brother Dove and I3rother Benignus 
and Brother Brandon, and many others of the 
monks who had worn crested helmets before they 
Put on the cowl, with many of the young nobles, 
and many kerns from the village folk, to wage a 
fierce, crushing battle against the bright-crested, 
iron-clad Gentiles when they landed. 

The Coarb himself, who was wearied and 
feeble with fighting against the powers of dark-
ness, knelt in one of the forts with many of the 
monks, and prayed the prayer of Colomkillc, 
who brought destruction on the head of Dermot 
McCarroll in the famous fight of Cill-Drena, in 
the year of our Lord 697 

"0 God 
Why dost Thou not ward off he mist, 
That we night reckon the number 
Of the host Thou .settest beneath the feet of the righteous? 
A host that observe not the Law of the Innocents, 
But murder old man and maid and tender child, 
My Druid—He will not refuse me—is 
The Son of God. With us He will act." 

In the marshes by the river they were striking 
and slaughtering each other, and did not weary. 
When night came on two score monks had dyed 
their white robes with their hearts' blood, and 
many young nobles and students and kerns had  

fallen in the blood-litter, but the Viking was fain 
to retreat to his ships, for he had lost many of 
his people. There fell in this fight Brother 
Egniond, and Brother Aodh the Bold, and 
Brother Connie-I, the son of the King of Cairbre, 
who had been a mighty warrior before he fell on 
his knees to the holy Coarb. And many were 
troubled, and thought it strange, for they re-
membered that these three 13rothers had been 
specially cursed by Len, the Druid, in the 
morning. 

That night the watch-fires burned brightly in 
the five raths. The white monks moved like 
ghosts in the faded light from one to another of 
their people, shriving them from their sins, for, 
though by God's help all 
would yet be well, who could 
tell what net of doom the 
black night might cast upon 
them all. Brother Cataldus, 
the Stooped Servant of the 
Angels, and Brother Flann, 
and Brother Se-nan the Soft- 	.. 
Handed, and many others  
who were cunning in the 
knowledge of healing herbs,  
staunched and bandaged the 	4. 
wounds of those who had 
fought with the Gentiles in 	 ' 
the river-marshes, and they 
added thereto the healing L. 
force of strong prayer. Other 
monks were speaking to the 
watchmen by the gates and 
on the mound, making their 
hearts hopeful with words of 
blessing. Soon all but the  
watchmen had wrapped 	. ........ 	;•5 

themselves in their great - 	- 
cloaks, and were sleeping or 	 FORT OF 

else looking up at the steel- 
blue sky, with God's candles shining brightly, 
and watching the heavy black clouds rushing 
by, and listening to the wind that mourned for 
their dead comrades, and shrieked awful warnings 
to themselves. And the words of Len the Bard 
knocked at their hearts and would not be driven 
away. And the cattle tied to the stakes within 
the raths were lowing, and the sheep penned 
together were bleating so as to put sadness and 
fear into all hearts. Often, too, a vulture would 
float about in the storm above, to see if his hour 
was come, and the wolves came tip to the very 
ditch, and had to be driven away with arrows by 
the watchmen. 

But the Viking had captured the Saxon 
Siward, who could speak his tongue, for he had 
known many Norsemen in his father's house at 
Whitby in the land of the Saxons, and his black  

heart made hlin seek audience of the leader of 
the Gentiles and say to him —"I am Siward, 
son of Gurm, a Saxon noble, and a friend of the 
Norsemen in the land of the Saxons, and my 
father sent me, sore against my will, to this 
place. I hate these monks as much as you, for 
they have laid heavy hands on me, and cursed 
the prayers I sent forth to my gods and yours,---
Odin and Thor and Balder. My heart yearneth 
to go far from them. Therefore, do you clothe 
yourself as the kerns from the village whereof 
you killed so many in the tens beside the river, 
and I will lead you at night, and will bring you 
into one of their forts, where they sleep in 
foolish peace. You will kill many, and take 

much booty, and you will bring me back with 
you to dwell among my own kinsmen in the 
land of the Saxons." 

The cunning Viking's heart leaped within 
him for joy, and that night they all approached 
the fort nearest the Monastery and close by 
Lough Mor, which was afterwards called the 
Fort of the Traitor. And Siward stood afar off, 
with his following hiding their sharp axes behind 
their hacks, lest the moon might gleam on them, 
and he cried aloud :-" Watchman, tell the 
gracious Coarb of Nessan that I am Siward, 
the son of Gurm, and have escaped from the 
ships of the red-haired foreigners,—I and two 
score villagers. Let us in quickly, for we would 
warm ourselves at your watch.fires." 

Then did the silvery -gray -haired Coarb 
come forth to the gate, and he cried out :—" I 



ThHE MUNGRFI' ANNUAl 

welcome thee, Siward, son of Gurm, to my heart, 
for I had thought thee dead, and was sore 
grieved. Therefore, come in and fear not. The 
guards have heard your voice, and will not 
mistake you and the brave kerns for foes. There 
are many warm sheep-skins in the forts, and you 
can lie down and rest yourselves after your 
heavy labours." 

Then the foul serpent and his following 
approached, not in manly courtesy of fair fight, 
but as low night murderers, and Siward with his 
own hand clove the skull of the holy Coarb, 
who is now a Saint in Heaven, and the foreign-
ers slew the guards at the gate and entered in as 
butchers into the shambles, and slew the defence-
less monks and youths sleeping heavily around 
the watchfire, and suspecting no guile. Some, 
however, escaped over the ditch to the other 
forts, and others, seizing their axes, died as true 
Sons of Erin, but most in that fort rose not for 
ever from their night couches. Siward was slain, 
cut down by some Angel of the Lord in the 
darkness for his foul treachery. 

That night there happened by God's will, a 
most marvellous sign. In that fort there was 
Brother Conan the Friend of Muire, into whose 
keeping the Coarb had given the Gospel of 
Barn, the most precious relic of Nessan's Mon-
astery. It was full within of beautiful many-
coloured images, and it was adorned without 
with fair jewels and stones of gold, and the 
Saint had spent two score years in its making. 

Brother Conan had pressed it to his bosom 
among the folds of his robe and was sleeping by 
a watch-fire. The noise of the slaughtering 
awakens him, and lo!—he sees a fierce, dark-
faced foreigner with his bright axe raised to kill 
him. But God inspired him quickly, and rais-
ing his hands over his head with the Holy 
Gospel, he throws it from him so that it might 
not be sullied by blood. He is stricken down, 
and joins his brethren in Heaven, but the book 
rises aloft in the air, and descends into the next 
fort on the bosom of Brother Branclan the 
Tanist, who was afterwards heir of Nessan, and 
he understood what had happened and gave 
thanks to God ; and those who know the forts 
can testify that the book flew over the space of 
two arrow-flights. 

The Northmen went back to their ships with 
much booty, their hearts glad with slaughter. 
They wiped not the blood from their axes, 
but swore to wash it away in the fresh blood of 
the monks when they should come back. And 
in truth this hosting was the drop before the 
shower, and the beginning of tribulation, for the 
sea vomited forth many more hosts of the black 
grim Gentiles for the burning and reiving of the 
family of Nessan. 

The monks and lighting men in the other 
raths could not follow, for the darkness hid their 
foes from their eyes. But they called that fort 
the fort of the traitor, and so it is called to this 
clay. 

X. 

FROM THE GREAT KAROO. 	 13 

- 	 T  E 4.,6 GREAT KAROO. 

"Tur GLORY AND THE FRESHNESS or A DREAM," 

Beneath my vine tree's scanty shade 	 And drowsing in the shimmering haze 
I Sit, as slants the westering sun: 	 I 	The doors of mem'ry gently ope, 
No limpid waters crooning run 	 And changed is all my vision's scope; 

Sea trending, nor the emerald blade 	 I lived again the olden days: 
Of genial verdure, but the glearn 	 So fair, so fresh, so blithe it seems, 
Of yonder red sun's burning beam. 	 Like dulcet music heard in dreams. 

A SUMMER MORNING IN '8.—MUNGRE.T BOYS LEAVING THE BOATHOUSE. 

It flames on Krantz*  and scar-seamed bill 
And on the mystic great Karoot 
That blindly stretches where the blue 

Far-looming berg stands dreaming still. 
From oriole's § breast of golden woof 
A stream-song bubbles in the idoof. II 

I trod th hall's well-worn ways 
I hear the old bell's strident clang; 
And down the field the young"voice rang 

In cricket, or in football maze. 
But, hark the anthem's strong refrain, 
0 bliss in Mungret once again. 

Krantz—a. rugged hill crowned with rocks. 
Karoo—one of the vast half-desert) plains peculiar to 

South Africa. 
t Berg—a high mountain. 

p 	 § Oriole—a beautiful plumaged bird whose song resem- 
bles the bubbling of water from a fountain. 

11 Kloof—a wooded cleft in the slope of a hill or moun-
tain. 

I saw the Shannon murmuring glide, 
The shearing prow, the flashing oar, 
The fleet foot sporting on the shore, 

The sinewy arm that cleft the tide, 
While joy as bright as morning's rays 
On every Gaelic feature plays. 
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Or gathered where the master ranged 
Discursive on a classic theme 
Or fabled some illusioned scheme 

Of Thought opposed to Faith unchanged, 
And trained the young mind's upward flights 
To Learning's dazzling sapphire heights. 

I sat among the jocund throng 
And saw the actor strut the stage, 
Or heard forensic tourneys rage, 

Then revelled in the Irish song 
While mirth and wit and joy abound, 
And here were old friends all around. 

HE 25th December, 496, 
ME: - 	thousancls were seen wend- 

ing their way to the Church 
of Sainte Marie in the quaint 

, old tow n of Rheims. The 
city and its inhabitants were 

1' arrayed in gala dress for a 
great festival—the baptism of 

Clovis and the birth and baptism of France. 
The narrow and dirty streets had been trans-
formed into long, glittering vistas of flowers 
and fairy lights, whilst the little church was 
decorated with whatever the limited wealth 
and primitive tastes of the Franks could allow. 
St. Gregory of Tours, in his own inimitable 
style, has given a brilliant description of the 
whole ceremony -"  Veils deplelis," he says, 
"adumbrantur piaeae eccieslue, corthils aibenz'lbus 
adornaniur, baisarna ds)'Junduiztur, rnican fra-
grantes adore cerel Eoiurnque Iernpiun2 Bap/isi'e' 10 
divino respergilur ab adore." 

In the battle of Tolbiac the Franks had 
been sorely pressed by the Alamanni. They 
were on the point of yielding to superior 

I stretched my hand with fervid grasp, 
Old friends long parted meet we here; 
The autumn now falls brown and sere, 

Once more a long and lingering clasp; 
'I'hcn reapers to the corn we bend, 
And glean and garner to the end. 

The landscape doffs its tawny hue, 
The red sun hides his gloated eye, 
While shafts of glory frame the sky, 

Then evening sleeps on the Karoo. 
And with the day this dream of mine 
Fades out beneath my kindly vine. 

M. MACMArION S.T. ('87). 

numbers and strength, when Clovis bethought 
him of his saintly wife and her religion. 
"Jesus Christ," cried he, "Thou, whom Clotilde 
calls Son of the Living God, . . . 
implore Thy aid. If Thou g vest me victory 
over my enemies ... I promise to 
believe n Thee and to receive baptism in 
Thy name." Scarcely had he finished this 
short prayer when the tide of battle changed, 
and the Franks won a decisive and brilliant 
victory. It is in fulfilment of this promise 
that we see Clovis and his warriors around 
the baptismal font. Saint Remi, Bishop of 
Rheims, poured the regenerating waters on 
the head of the great soldier of Christ, founder 
and first King of France. After the ceremony 
the sainted bishop ascended the altar steps, 
and addressed a few words to Clovis—words 
that have since received their accomplish-
ment. He foretold the progress of his arms, 
the creation of his kingdom, and its glorious 
future. France, founded on the anniversary 
of the Redeemer's birth, would become pre-
eminent among the nations of the world as 

the Upholder of Justice and true liberty, as 
the Right Hand of God and the Sword of His 
Church. It would flourish and increase as 
long as it remained faithful but the day 
unbelief became rampant and vice rife its 
glory would wane. God, however, would try 
and recall it by untold punishment. 

No one who has read the history of France 
can call in question the truth of this prophecy. 
Her deeds of heroism, her devotedness and 
unflinching courage in the cause of justice and 
truth have rendered proverbial the saying, 

Gesia Del per 4'ancOs." In the past God 

overwhelmed her with gifts such as He gave 
to no other nation, and now His hand weighs 
heavily on her. 

The 18th June, 1899, crowds were hurrying 
up the slopes of Montmartre to assist at 
another great-ceremony in the Basilica of the 
Sacred Heart. The prophecy of St. Remi 
had been fulfilled. Decline and ruin had 
closely followed in the train of atheism, sid, 
and religious intolerance. Far below, in the 
busy streets of Paris, was the whirr and bustle 
of a feverish excitement, for people thought 
themselves On the eve of a revolution. But 
still the crowded omnibuses and vehicles that  

carried thousands to the great shrine flowed 
on. " Quaee3'iista reiijo?" ("What is this 
ceremony? ") asked the people, as did of old 
the children of Israel. "Renovation of the 
baptismal vows and consecration of France to 
the Sacred Heart," was the invariable answer. 

The nation saw that her iniquity, as pre-
dicted by St. Remi, had brought her to the 
brink of ruin and dissolution. The clear, blue 
sky which had canopied Paris in happier days 
was becoming more and more sombre, and 
a dark cloud, similar to that which broods 
over a volcano on the eve of an eruption, was 

gathering round her. " When God was with 
us no one could resist us now God is against 
us and nothing can save us," came the cry 
from every side. And the tide of humanity 
rolled up the Hill of Martyrs, exclaiming with 
the Apostles : "Save us, 0 Lord, or we 
perish." As they passed into the great Byzan-
tine Church each looked upon the façade and 
read the words "Sacratissimo Cordi Jesu 
Christi Gallia poenitens et devota "—words 
more potent than the empty " Liberlé, Egalilé, 
Fra/ernife'," which emblazon the pediments of 
their public buildings. 

Some weeks after this event, as I was passing 

THE AS1LICA Of THE SACKED HEART, MONTMARTRE. 
IL' P. C, (',.) 

La France, agenouilkc au hard du Baptstcre, 
Oh Clovis se courba sous ha main de Remi, 
Dii A l'avcn r Sombre ou grand e le ,nystre 
Passe q ui quc tu sois noes avons en ami. 

V. De/apor!e, S.J. 
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through Paris, I asked a Frenchman what 
he thought of the future of France. He shook 
his head, and then pointed to the horizon. 

See that white monument," he said, "that 
crowns the heights of Montmartre and over-
looks Paris. It enshrines our only hope. You 
can read its history in abbreviated form on 
the façade :—' Sacralissimo C'ordi Jesu Christi 
Gallia poaiiziens el devota.' 

The month of August, 1689, Blessed Mar-
garet Mary wrote these words :—" Our Lord, 
wishing to make use of France to repair the 
outrages which He has received since His 
passion, solicits the erection of a monument 
for the glory of His Sacred Heart, where He 
may receive the consecration of France." He 
desired also"that the image of the Sacred Heart 
should be honoured in every family, and that 
it should be placed on the military standards." 
But it was reserved to the nineteenth century 
and the disastrous war of 1870-1877  to rouse 
the nation from its torpor and stimulate it to 
this generous act. 

Attilla, the scourge of God, had a second 
time crossed the Rhine, and there was 110 

Genevieve to ward off his countless hordes. 
After the battles of Wissenlbourg and Reishof-
fen, in which the French were defeated, Père 
Ramière, S.J., and Pêre de Boylesve, S.J., 
urged the consecration of France to the Sacred 
Heart, and the dedication of a basilica. They 
were soon joined by M. Legentil, M. Boudon, 
and M. Beluze. Pius IX. and Cardinal Gui-
bert, Archbishop of Paris, warmly encouraged 
the enterprise. But the sanction of the Gov-
ernment must be obtained in order to give it a 
national character, as desired by the Sacred 
Heart. Accordingly, the question was moved, 
and the 25th July, 1873, after one of the most 
memorable debates in history, the National 
Assembly, with a majority of 244, declared 
by a special law that it was of public interest to 
erect a monument to the Sacred Heart. 

Montmartre (mans mccrtyrum), consecrated 
by the heroic death of St Denis and his three 
companions, was chosen as the site of the new 
church. This mountain, "predestinated in 
the order of nature and grace," said Lacor- 
daire, is the cradle of the order which has 
contributed so much to the glorious monu-
ment that crowns its summit. During the 
Great Revolution it changed its name to 
Montmarat, in memory of Marat, that 
myrmidon of hell. At the same time the 
Benedictine Abbey, founded there in 1 133 by 
Louis VI., was destroyed, and its Abbess con-
demned to death and the Church of St. 
Peter, at whose consecration, the 21St April, 
1147, Eugene III., St. Bernard, and Pierre de 

Cluny officiated, was transformed into a temple 
of Reason. 

Everything was now ready for beginning the 
Basilica, and a competition was opened the ist 
February, 1874. Of the seventy-eight plans 
presented only five or six had adopted the 
Gothic style; all the rest had chosen the 
Byzantine dome. It was a remarkable 
unanimity, which can only be explained by the 
architects' right conception of the national 
vow and the national aspirations. Gothic 
architecture is the expression of beauty and 
mystery Byzantine of power and majesty. 
If France is to rise in renewed strength and 
vigour by a true devotion to the Sacred 
Heart, both those ideas should be embodied 
in the basilica of Montmartre. But to feel 
fully the power it manifests, we must remem-
ber it is built on eighty-three giganlic 
columns that descend a hundred and seven 
feet into the ground, and then see it from 
afar off, as it commands all Paris from its 
lofty position. Thus viewed, it is great and 
majestic, but with an orderly and expressive 
greatness not to be found in that hideous 
obelisk, the Hiffel Tower. 

As I read the story of this Basilica, and the 
long list of donations which have come from 
every part of the world, my mind was carried 
back to the days when we read the exquisite 
odes of Horace in the Alma Mater, and I re-
membered the beautiful legend of Amphion- 

Mercuri (nam Ic docilis magistro 
Sovit Amnphion lapicles canendo) etc. 

In our own days the voice of another Am-
phion was heard throughout France, and 
under its thrilling influence the stones began 
to move. They came from every part of the 
country, and even in other kingdoms—beside 
the cedars of Lebanon, the plains of Basuto-
land, and the pine forests of Canada, the spell 
was felt and obeyed. 

Around the central figure, the Sacred Heart, 
began to range themselves the many chapels 
that commemorate almost every walk in life. 
There are the chapels of the army, the navy, 
commerce, agriculture, etc. The different re-
ligious orders have erected altars to their found-
ers or patrons. St. Francis of Assisi and St. 
Dominick, whose magnificent shrines are in 
the crypt, seem to uphold the great edifice as 
they upheld long ago the Church, whilst the 
Chapel of the Society of Jesus is adorned 
with two superb marble statues of St. Ignatius 
and St. Francis Xavier, the work of Brother 
Besquent. S.J.  But there is one shrine still 
wanting, the shrine of St. Patrick, which is to 
be the gift of Ireland. "Lan/el de Saint  

.Pafrice est concédé a l'Zrlande, /a nation soeur, 
ce/fe terre classique die denouement ci de ice fai, 
aussi JCconde que /a France pour produire le 
prC/re ci /e so/dat, /e missionare et la soeur de 
charité," said R. P. Jonquet, O.M.I., in his 
grand book on Montmartre. 

It is difficult to judge the building, as it 
is not completed and as the scaffolding is yet 
around it. But one is struck by its magnificent 
proportions, its unity, and its majesty. It is a 
poem written in stone to mark a sorrow for 
the past and a hope for the future. We see it 
rise like a vision from out the depths of Mont-
martre, glorious in its beauty, charming in 
its immaculate whiteness, bewildering in its 
forests of pillars and cupolas. It has not yet 
the wealth of pure marble, porphyry, and 
sea-green serpentine which adorn that other 
masterpiece of Byzantine architecture, St. 
Mark's of Venice. The ages have not clothed 
its porches with stately sculpture of saint or 
angel nothing but the nakedness of free-
stone, yet with a sense of strength and 
majestic concord not to be found in every 
building. Perhaps one day we may see the 
high places and recesses of its architecture 
illumined with the gleaming of an involved 
tracery and variegated foliage, and its fair 
front " charged with wild fancy and dark 
hosts of imagery." 

Neither can Montmartre boast of that 
peculiar mystery and sacredness which broods 
over buildings of historical fame--buildings 
on whose stones is written the history of the 
generations who have passed at their founda-
tions and entered at their porches. No; but 
011 its stones are graven the names of those 
who gave them--and who gave them for a 
great end. Ihere is a grand unity in the whole, 
like concerted music, which incorporates 
one sublime idea—the salvation of France 
L)amine salve nos, perimus. l'liis cry rises 
from out its deep foundations, and is sent 
Over Paris by the harmonious ringing of  

its gigantic bell. 	In the hear future two 
equestrian statues will be placed over the 
porch, and over all the statue of Him Who 
came to cast fire upon the earth, Who came 
to reconcile the rich and the poor, in Whose 
doctrine is to be found a solution to every 
vexed question that burns and agitates 
mankind. 

From the campanile will float the ban-
ner of the Sacred Heart—the new /abarum, 
which saved the honour of France and her 
army at Loigny, and which shall lead her to 
victory ill the future. God seems to have 
said to the nation, as He said of old to Con-
stant ine, "In hoc signo vinces." The 2nd of 
December, 1870, two regiments refused to 
charge the Prussians at Loigny. For the 
glory of their religion and the honour of 
their country, General de Sonis ordered the 
Pontifical Zouaves to charge and cover the 
retreat of the army. Beneath the banner of 
the Sacred Heart,t the soldiers of the Pope 
showed a heroism almost unparalleled in the 
annals of history. 

In ages yet unborn people will ask the 
history of the white Basilica that overlooks 
Paris, and they will be told of Ilie wave of 
religious enthusiasm which swept over the 
Country after the Franco-German war, of the 
processions of the 18th June, 1899, and of the 
good they wrought. 	Its stones, in their 
stern magnificence will tell the history of the 
past, and in their serene sublimity the story 
of the future. It is an imperishable monu-
nient, that shall for ages testify to the great-
ness and nobleness of an impulsive character. 

* La Savoyarde, the most artistically wrought and 
the second largest hell in the world. It is the gift of 
Savoy. 

f The ordinary tn-coloured banner of Fiance, with an 
image of the Sacred Heart in the centre. It was niade by 
the nuns of the Viitatjon of Paray-le. Moii ial , and is now 
in the possession of General Charette. 



To Caecilia, music's queen, 
Once in Gmiincl the burghers stout 

Built a shrine—its like unseen, 
Tho' you'd searched the land throughout. 

II.  

Like the moonlight silv'ry gle amed 
Lilies clear before the Saint, 

Golden roses round her seemed 
Morning-red the air to paint 

III.  

Golden eke each dainty shoe, 
With a mantle silver fair 

Bore she fearless hearts, then, too, 
All of gold and silver were 

IV.  

Many a stranger-pilgrim held 
To her shrine his pious way, 

Welcomed by the strains that welled 
From within, the live-long day. 

V.  

Once a fiddler wand'ring came--
Poor he was, as mayn't be told, 

Weary, and with walking, lame, 
In his scrip nor bread nor gold. 

VI.  

'Fore the Saint's fair form he stands, 
Fiddles forth his woes to her, 

Till she hears his sad demands, 
Hark her robes sweet music stir 

VII.  

Smiling sweetly, down she stoops, 
Starting out of stony calm 

From her foot the gold unloops-
Throws it to the son of song 

VIII.  

Quickly he, with joy nigh mad, 
Seeks the nearest goldsmith's sign, 

Counting pleasures to be had 
Thro' his golden shoe divine. 

Ix. 

But the goldsmith, faithless, sneers, 
As the wondrous shoe he eyes; 

To the judge, 'mid jests and jeers 
With the fiddler straight he hies. 

X.  

Ab thou hapless son of song, 
Now no more thou'lt play or sing, 

'Mid the birds the whole clay long, 
Thy dead body now must swing 

XI.  

List unto the bells dull toll, 
Whilst the black train comes in sight, 

Wending towards that fatal goal 
Whence he must begin his flight 

XIL 

Monks and nuns in solemn choir, 
Psalms of penance grimly chaunt, 

But a fiddle's strains rise high'r 
Than their notes significant 

XIII.  

That he might his fiddle take, 
Begged the bard as latest grace; 

"Where so many music make 
Fit's the fiddler take his place." 

XIV.  

When the sad procession came 
Where Caecilia's chapel stood, 

Loud before the open fane 
Played he in right doleful mood. 

is 
	

ri-IE MUN(;RET ANNUAL. 	 THE FIDDLER OF GMUNI) 	 19 

	

.XV. 	 i 	 Xix. 

Moved with pity then they sigh : 	 Crowned with flowers from the mead, 

" Ali 1  thou luckless fiddler wight ; " 	 I .oacled well with gold and wine, 
Singing, answers he : " May 1 	 'l'hro' their town the bard they lead), 

Once more of the Saint have sight." 	 Favored thus by powers divine. 

XVI. XX. 

'Fore the Saint again he stands, 	 Hut, when all the town had drunk 
Fiddles his new woes to her, 	 Deep and well to grace the day, 

Till she hears his sad demands : 	 In the moonlight forth he slunk 
Hark 	her robcssi\i'''r music I i ' 	 To ' :11 i, t iii liiI away.  
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XVII. XXI. 

Smiling sweetly, clown she stoops, 	 Since in Glrnindl all fiddlers sure 
Starting out of stony calm 	 Are of hospitality 

Quick the other shoe unloops.—. 	 - 	Collie they rich or come they poor, 
Throws it to the son of song ! 	 They by Gmbndl must feasted be 

XVIII.  

\VhilsL the crowd doth gape, I ween, 	 - - - 	---. 
L'ich tulle Christian hcic will s,.c 

How e'en music's sainted queen 	 -- — 	-- 	. 
Loves the minstrel's melody. 

i THE FIDDLER OF G/LJND. $l- 

By R]cv. W. F. H]iADLIcv, ('88), LINCOLN, NEll. 

(1'soI TIM GERMAN OF JUSTINUS KEENER). 
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N account of the working of one of 
the Colleges of the Society in the 

United States may prove not un- 
interesting to the Irish readers of 

i THE MUNGRET ANNUAL. We 
have selected as the subject of our 
sketch Spring Hill College, near 
Mobile, Alabama, in a visit to 

( 	. 	which we invite our reader to ac- 
company us ; and offering him our 
services as guide we straightway 
begin our journey. 

The College being situated some 
'p 

	

	six miles from Mobile, in one of 
the suburbs called Spring Hill, we 
take the electric car at the foot of 

' I 	St. Francis Street. Passing through 
- - J 	the city, note the evidences of its 

Catholic origin, as signified by such 
ij 	street names as St. Francis, St. 

Michael, St. Louis, St. Anthony, 
St. Joseph, St. Emanuel, and Con-

ception street. If you are keen-eyed you may 
catch a glimpse of the McGill Institute, a free 
Catholic High School, indebted for its existence 
to the pious beneficence of the gentleman 
whose flame it bears. We mention it in this 
sketch because its present Rector is a former 
student of Mungret, the Rev. James E. Coyle. 

We are soon on the outskirts of the city, and 
in a little time in sight of St. Mary's Church. 
In the adjoining rectory were written some of 
the saddest, sweetest poems of Abram J. Ryan, 
the Poet-Priest of the South. At the foot of 
the hill, we begin to breathe the pungent air 
of the piney woods; and as we move more 
slowly we have time. to admire the solemn, high-
waving pines, rising up like haughty giants from 
out the darksome, vine-entangled undergrowth. 
If all goes well we shall be in a few minutes at 
the summit of the hill, when our visit to the 
College really begins. 

The buildings are about 300 yards from the 
Springhill road, and are reached by the new 
bridge over the ravine on the College grounds. 
The first object that strikes our vision is the 
glittering golden cross crowning the lofty dome. 
The belvedere above the dome is the highest 
point of view in Southern Alabama. We will  

not fix our attention on it for the moment, for 
we shall have occasion to mount it shortly. 

We go up to the central door, noting as we 
pass the bicycle track, which has been the wit-
ness of much expert riding. It is oval in shape, 
about six laps to a mile, accurately graded, and 
shaded throughout by avenues of broad-spread-
ing oaks. At the upper end of the track stands 
a statue of our Blessed Lady, within a hundred 
yards of which no Spring Hill boy will ever pass 
without doffing his cap. At a lower end a 
fountain plays incessantly amid a garden of 
semi-tropical plants and flowers. 

We come next to the Rotunda, a spacious 
hall used as the College museum. The col-
lection is said to he the finest in the State of 
Alabama. On the walls hang the portraits of 
the deceased Bishops of the Diocese, benefac-
tors, fornier presidents and distinguished pro-
fessors of the College ; and looking at these we 
naturally drift into the history of the College. 

It was founded in 1830 by Cardinal Joseph 
Fesch, the uncle of Napoleon I., and chartered 
in 1836 by the Legislature of Alabama, with all 
the rights and privileges of a University, and 
empowered to confer academic honours in every 
art and science. Spring Hill ranks among the 
very few colleges in America that have been 
authorized by the Sovereign Pontiff to grant 
degrees in Philosophy, Divinity, and Canon 
Law. 

Between the years 1839 and 1849 the College 
passed through different administrations, being 
successively directed by the Fathers of Mercy 
and the Eudists. In 1847 it was taken in hands 
by the Society. On the night of February 4th, 
1869, the College buildings and practically every-
thing within them, including the priceless library 
which had been the gift of Cardinal Fesch, were 
destroyed by lire. There were at that time over 
250 students on the rolls. Such is a very brief 
history of Spring Hill. 

We have mounted the winding stairs that lead 
to the cupola. Far as the eye can reach in every 
direction there looms up before it a vision of 
pines. This is truly the land of the pine,—of 
the straight-bodied, sky-invading, dagger-leaved, 
balsamic pine. The air is heavily laden with its 
perfume; you breathe it in with the sunshine;  

at night its drowsy aroma lulls the tired spirit 
to rest. To the south-east we sec the city of 
Mobile, and can distinguish its principal build-
ings. It is situated at the mouth of the Mobile 
River, just at the point where it empties into the 
beautiful land-locked bay of the same name. 
At our feet lies the flower garden, at the end of 
which we see the Sodality Chapel, nestling in the 
shade of a giant-gnarled oak. 

Let us descend to the third floor, and as both 
wings are almost identical in every detail, we 
will inspect that on the west, occupied by the 
Seniors. This whole floor is taken up by two 
open dormitories. Under the dormitories we 
find thccabinet of physics, the chemical labora- 

tory, and the science class-room. Next to these 
are three music rooms and the editorial office of 
the Spring hi/i Review. We pass from room to 
room by means of the open-air gallery or piazza. 
On the ground floor we find the study-hall and 
class-rooms. In the middle of the College, on 
this floor, is situated the office of the Prefect of 
Studies, or the Vice-President, as he is always 
called here. Needless to say, this room is an 
object of great respect, particularly on the part 
of the small boy. 

The course of studies in the College extends 
over a period of six years, embracing three gram-
mar classes, poetry, rhetoric, and philosophy. 
Not being bound down by competitive public  

examinations, the College is able to carry out 
the ideas of the Ratio Studiorurn of the Society 
in so far as they are applicable to modern con-
ditions. The mind of the boy is not over-
burdened with an indigestible mass of facts, 
figures, and statistics. The master's aim is to 
unfold, enliven, and broaden the student's intel-
lect, and to develop all his faculties, so that 
there may be laid the solid foundations on which 
he may after graduation build up the edifice of 
any art or profession. A great amount of mat-
ter is not set before the student, but thorough 
analysis is insisted on. The stduent is taught 
to think for himself, to begin independent 
research and investigation. 

13Y 

As public speaking is practically an essential 
in American life, great attention is given to 
oratory and elocution. For this end, besides 
the weekly elocution classes, two literary socie-
ties exist, which have for their object the culti-
vation of eloquence by means of debates, 
dramatic readings, and declamations. There is 
also published a magazine, The Spring Ri/i 
Review, whose aim is twofold : to keep alive 
among the students a high literary spirit, by 
exercising them both in critical and creative 
composition, and to link more closely the past 
with the present. 

We might remark here that the Latin and 
Greek grammars used in Spring Hill, and in 

n-7 . 	.... 
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fact in the great majority of Catholic Colleges 
throughout the United States, have for author 
Rev. Dominic Yenni, Sj., who for forty-one 
years taught the element,; of grammar in 
this College. He spent fifty-one years of his hip 
in teaching grammar, and that, too, with such 
marvellous success that the then General of the 
Society, Fr. Anderledy, writing to him on the 
occasion of his golden jubilee of priesthood, 
said :------" Ex ca/alois nos/ris cum admiralione 
cogitovi Revercn/iam z'cs/ra ui annum ;iui quill- 

neglect to mention 1"r. Peter Ladavière, who 
brought from Rome to Paris in 1809 the decree-
of excommunication against Napoleon Bona-
parte. He lies buried in the College cemetery, 
where you may any morning meet a venerable 
priest of fifty-one years' standing, telling ardent 
heads for his fallen comrades. 

In a sketch intended for Irish eyes there is  
one name on the list of past professors that is 
worthy of more than ordinary notice. 	Richard 
Dalton Williams, " Shamrock " of The Na/ion. 

Poet and 	Patriot, taught 	poetry 
and rhetoric in Spring Hill for five 
years. 	Forced to seek a home in 
a foreign land, owing to the failure 
of the '48 movement, he came to  
America in r 81, and immediately 
joined 	the 	Spring 	Hill 	faculty.  
His love of poetry did not here 
desert him, for many were the son- 

- 	.i nets that came from his pen, as he 
sat 	in his little room 	in 	the old 
College, 	or walked 	beneath 	the 

- spreading oaks or towering pines, 
listening to the song of the thrush 

- 	-I or mocking bird, and breathing in 
-. the deep perfume of the magnolia 

and jessamine. 
But 	to 	return 	to 	the 	living 

- 	- present, apologizing 	for this slight 
digression into the past,—which, 

- however, it has been more than a 
pleasure to us to 	make,--let 	us 
resume our tour of inspection. 	It 
is Thursday on the Hill, that is to 
say, it is the usual weekly holiday; 

• -; 	-t'i for, not being obliged to adopt the 
policy of 

College "Nine," for to win a place on this is 
possibly the highest ambition of every one of 
the boys. 

But presently a bugle call rings out clear 
above the din and noise, and is soon answered 
by a similar call from the "big yard." They are 
the signals for the assembly of the members of 
the bands for their regular practice. The brass 
bands have ever been a prominent feature of 
Spring Hill, and great is the rivalry when the 
Juniors, in their uniforms of gray and gold, clash 
arms in the musical arena with the gold-and-
blue-clothed Seniors. 

At nine o'clock the bell rings for study-hall, 
for the "mens sana" is by no means altogether 
neglected on this day. And while the boys are 
industriously doing their morrow's tasks, we will 
take a stroll out into the woods and to the lake. 
We move down the hill towards the farm, and 
soon suddenly find ourselves in one of nature's 
Edens. The hillside is picturesquely wooded 
with the fragrant pine, the great-leaved mag-
nolia, whose cream-white, bell-shaped flowers 
spread their perfume all about, the oak, the 
hickory, dogwood, sassafras, the beech, the 
catalpa, and the holly, thickly interspersed with 
the sombre cedar, and azaleas of colours the 
most gorgeous and the most delicate, while 
flowers and ferns fringe with beauty "the banks 
and braes and streams around." Before us 
lies a placid sheet of water, beautiful with blue 
inverted sky. The lake is fed by a number of 
springs that rise in its basin, but principally by 
a large one situated in its northern extremity. 
This is the chief of the springs which give the 
hill its name. 

Soon the still solitude of the lake is broken in 
upon by the sound of many voices, and the 
Juniors are seen rushing down the hill, all eager 
for their swim. If they had to forfeit either 
their morning bath or their evening game of 
ball, it were hard to say which would be sacri-
ficed. In a few minutes they have raised an 
ocean of waves where all was still before, and 
it is not difficult to see how thoroughly they 
are enjoying themselves. 

Dinner at noon is followed by recreation till 
1.30 p.m. Then the word for the Juniors is:—
"All down to the plains." The ball game begins, 
and we notice with admiration how lively the 
ball hounds over the hard, smooth ground. If it 
were some Sunday evening we might witness one 
of the fine games which the College nine puts 
up against the visiting Mobile teams. Seldom 
it is that the wearers of the purple and white 
(the College colours) do not carry off the 
honours of the evening. 

And so the joyous day rolls along till the 
great sun dips down behind the western sky in 
all the golden splendour of a Southern summer's 
evening. Supper comes, and night prayers and 
reading in the church, and then the smaller 
boys, wearied and worn with the playing of the 
day, find sweet relief in rambling down the lanes 
of slumber-land. Soon they are followed by 
their elders, and over the woods and halls of old 
Spring Hill reign peace and silence, unbroken 
save perchance by the barking of the watch-dogs 
baying the silvery moon, or the monotonous 
cry of the whippoorwill, the night-bird of the 
Southland. 

quagerimum in sc/zolis, idque in scholis gram-
ma ticis decurrere. Res peru aza, aique ad memo-
u-lam a exemplum inszssis." He rests in the 
little Community graveyard, where the breath of 
the southern air waves the mournful pines and 
chants the solemn requiem of the dead. His 
portrait hangs on the walls of the museum, and 
its sight is naturally a cause of mingled feelings 
of admiration and sorrow on the part of the 
boyish beholder. 

Speaking of former professors, we must not  

Ram it in, cram it in, 
Children's heads are hollow 

Slam it in, jam it in, 
Still there's more to follow," 

the College can afford to devote 
one day each week to the building 
up of the "corpus sanum." After 
Mass and breakfast conies the first 
recreation. The small boy be-

sieges the candy-store and invests his allowance 
in candy, or if he be of a sporting disposition—and 
who among them is not ?—he may chip in his 
quota for the purchase of a baseball, bat, or glove; 
for baseball is king at this season. In a few 
moments the air is teeming with balls. Every-
body is intent on catching " flies." Over there 
you can notice two young hopefuls earnestly 
bent on sending the ball backwards and for-
wards. They are studying the art of pitching 
curves, and are embryo candidates for the 

VIi1',\' FROM ri-iR WOODS.-THE CUPOLA IN THE DISTANCE. 
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Which through long ages they could trace 
Till crowned in Brian's noble race. 
But prouder they of Mungret's walls 
Than of Kincora's kingly halls: 
Erin did Brian's deeds rehearse, 
But Mungret's fame-----the Universe 
They saw its buildings, small and great, 
Extend for leagues from Limerick's gate, 
Till Mungret mingled with Adare, 
And thither the world's wise repair 
Till monks a thousand knelt in prayer 
With thrice a thousand students there, 
And Limerick all did loud declare 

I. 

ONG years ago, when our land was 

' 	young, 

I 

	

	ja And the sons of the Gaol spoke. 
the Gaelic tongue; 

When the faith of the land was 
the Faith of God, 

And nor Satan nor Saxon claimed its sod 

When poverty was no badge of shame, 
And the lowly were loved in the Saviour's 

name; 
When Science stood at Religion's porch, 
And the pure and the holy held her torch, 
Shedding its rays on rich and poor, 
Welcoming all to her open door, 
Where clansmen and alien entered free, 
For virtue and mind were alone the key 
In the clays when cities begemined our land 
To house the pilgrims from many a strand, 
And school saw school from sea to sea, 
And Erin was one University :- 
In these golden days two schools stood forth 
Pre-eminent in work and worth; 

All Europe spoke their masters' fame, 
And knowledge-searchers all aflame 
From many shores were wont to flock 
To the domes high-perched on Cashel's Rock, 
Or seek those walls by Shannon's shore 
That linked old Limerick to Loughmore- 
Fond nurses both of classic lore 

Though others other schools might seek, 
Those who loved Hebrew, Latin, Greek, 
Made haste to these, for they, 'twas said, 
Excelled in languages called DEAD. 

H. 

Mungref and Cashel, names revered 
Though loved by all each other feared, 
For some declared that Mungret led 
In Classic lore, while others said 
With emphasis—'twas the contrary, 
For Cashel's schools were in Tipperary, 
And all men knew it was the rule 
From Adam's days to Finn McCool 
And still, that Tips could all men lick 

That Mungret held the palm, and swear 
That nor in Erin nor elsewhere 
Did masters live who could compare 
With Mungret's peerless monks or dare 
In classic lore to meet them fair. 

IV. 
In Cashel's walls the threat was heard, 
And hot Tipperary blood was stirred, 
For though her monks were meek and mild, 
Disciples of the Saviour Child, 
No gown or cincture o'er was made 
To teach them brook the word afraid 

However self-restrained or wary 
'1 he haughty threat " he can't nor dare he 
Ne'er went unchallenged in Tipperary. 

V. 
So Cashel's good abbot, with faculty all, 
At once and unanimous hastened to call 
An assembly of monks within Cashel's great hall, 
And his subjects tall, stalwart, and noble of mien, 
Quickly gathered from Hore, Holycross and 

Glankeen; 
Thither mustered O'Ryan, O'Meagher, O'Dwyer, 
Their brains all alight and their hearts all afire 

A DEAD LANGUAGI DUEL. 
By REV. M. KENNY, S.J. ('86). 

In brain or brawn, with pen or stick. 
Since Cashel's throne and Cashel's see 
In Munster held the primacy. 
In Science, too, it would heseem 
That Cashel's schools should reign supreme, 
And hence to all good men 'Lwas clear, 
From Knockmei iclbown to I )romineer, 
That Cashel towered in learning's scale 
As Cashel's rock in Golden \Tale. 

III. 
So thought they not in Limerick town, 
Proud of their city's old renown, 



26 
	

1'FIE MUNGRE'l' ANIJAL. 	 A CHAT IN THE BUSH—SOUTH AFRICA. 

A CHAT IN THE BUSH-SOUTH AFRICA. 
By THE REV. M. MACMAHON, S.J. ('87). 

And a fiery O'Dwyer spoke up and he said 
They should wrestle with Mungret in languages 

dead, 
And to settle the matter a challenge send on 
To a contest their classical merits upon, 
And all the good monks cried together as one, 

Hurrah," '' Fiat," '' Done." 'Twas decided 
nern. con. 

And they handed a challenge, most skilfully 
drawn, 

To O'Dwyer of the Glen, who before it was 
dawn 

With twenty O'l )wyers at a gallop had gone, 
And their steeds waked the echoes to far Slieve-

namon 
As they swept o'er the plain with the speed of a 

fawn, 
And e'er night they had jumped upon Mungret's 

green lawn. 

vi. 

The Abbot proffers welcome free 
With Irish hospitality, 
And O'Brien and O'Kennedy 
Make haste from l'homond and Caniailthe, 
To give O'Dwyer coed mi/la tail/he. 
Then the challenge is read and the terms are drawn, 
And the day of the contest fixed upon, 
And all Erin is summoned to judge thereon. 

VII. 

The monks of Mungret counsel take, 
And some are sanguine while others quake 
For fear their wondrous reputation 
Should tarnished he in this concertation, 
For though aware what they could do 
With tongue of Roman, Greek or Jew, 
They knew that Cashel's olden skill 
In language dead was living still, 
And whate'er contest they were in 
Tipperary men were there to win. 
Then many, many plans devise, 
But none commend themselves as wise 
Until a smiling monk uprose 
With merry eyes and arching nose, 
All hush to hear what he'll propose, 
For he was reared in Cork's own city, 
And what he says is wise and witty. 

VIII, 

The Abbot down his crozier bore: 
Good Brother 1"inbar has the floor 

Alas 1  my pen is unskilled to tell 
The wisdom and wit from his lips that fell, 
The quips and the quibbles in languages dead, 
Till the monkswere in humour to dowhat he said. 
Then he added "In warfare all methods are fair, 

To plan well and wise is more great than to 
dare: 

"See how Jacob was patriarch, Esau nowhere,  

And while his sheep were multiplied, Laban's 
were rare 

Think of Judith and Esther, that strategic pair, 
"l)avid, Solomon, Cmsar, and great GobawnSair, 

Who knew well the worth of a laudable snare. 
Therefore, brethren, hear me, this plan I 

propose 
You can beat Cashel's monks just by changing 

your clothes 
Let our students walk out as young wash-

women dressed-- 
" just an apron and petticoat over the rest—

And washing at Ballinacurra's sweet stream, 
"The strangers will take them for just what they 

seem. 
Let us be disguised, too, in various modes, 

"As beggars and drovers and makers of roads, 
"And when Cashel's monks by their wise abbot 

led, 
Shall appear, over all Mungret's roads we shall 

spread 
" And accost them politely in languages dead. 

When they find that 'tis Hebrew our wash-
women speak, 

And beggars in Latin their charity seek, 
And men address black Kerry cattle in Greek, 
And youths urge their donkeys less slowly to 

sneak 
With a classical phrase and the end of a stick, 
Rubbing Homer and l-Iesiocl in with a lick, 
Their faith in their powers will begin to grow 

weak, 
O'erwhelmed by the shock out their courage 

will leak, 
Their high home on the Rock they will sorrow- 

ful seek, 
And 'tis not in dead language their thoughts 
they will speak." 

LX. 

The abbot shook his head the while 
Around his lips there played a smile, 
But all the monks with acclamation 
And thunderous vociferation, 

Cried out as one man, 
Yes, that is the plan— 

"The Ruler should yield to the voice of the 
nation;" 

Their vehemence wrought the desired consum- 
mation, 

For, bowing his head, 
The good abbot said, 

"I yield, for sweet pc.e and the fame of our 
school, 

"To the sacred behests of Majority Rule 

END OF FYTTE I. 

Noi'E. —That good Br. Finbar's forecast was realized, 
all tradition tctifies. We hope in next number to be able 
to give the details, as furnished to the author sonic years 
ago by a local raconteur. 

I 	 1-IE sun had already climbed 
up over the glittering peaks 
of the /uurbcrg mountains, 
and poured a flood of amber 
light into the valley of the 

L.. 	, 	Sunday's river. Summer 
.Lt.4 	Hif. 	was well advanced into I,  

November, and the vast 
tract of bush was clothed in 

emerald green. When looked at from the 
mountains the valley appeared like an inland 
sea, with white farmhouses jutting out here and 
there, as though they were rocks and the sea 
were lashing itself into foam against their sides. 
Up against the base of the mountains the green 
wave of bush rolled and rose and fell away in 
billowy folds, like the southern swell that breaks 
on the treacherous L. Agulhas. 

The seemingly low bush was astir with life. 
Up from the deep recesses of the cool, shady 
vistas rose the intermingled cooing of countless 
doves. Beautiful plumaged birds flashed and 
flaunted their gaudy colours in the spring of the 
day, and sang and chattered and discussed in 
bird language the many details relating to pro-
jected nests and the increase of a prospective 
household. A magnificent black eagle sailed Uf) 
out of the bosom of the sun, and, circling in the 
air, suddenly swooped like a cloud shadow, and 
rose again with a hare squealing in his talons, 
then away to the westward and the lone crags of 
the Winterburg for a royal breakfast. 

Here and there oxen and cattle were browsing 
on the tender leaves of the mimosa. There, on 
the slope, where the succulent prickly pear had 
found a footing and flourished, within the pre-
cincts of an ostrich camp, a troop of monkeys 
broke their morning fast, and wrangled and 
grinned and used sulphurous language over 
disputed tit-bits. 

The ostrich camp lay along the back of a 
green billow of bush, partially cleared for the 
purpose, and another lay along the slope, with 
only a wild bush-road separating both. The 
long necks of the ostriches could be seen here 
and there protruding snake-like out of the green, 
their pellucid eyes blinking at the dazzling sun. 

An ostrich camp consists generally of an 
enclosure made by running a five-wire fence 
around sixty or seventy acres of bush, hut, of  

course, camps vary in size. Each camp has a self-
established autocratic ruler among its ostriches, 
which is distinguished from the others by a 
remarkable name. The names of the leaders of 
those two camps were Napoleon and Wellington, 
respectively. They were remarkable birds, stand-
ing nearly eight feet in height when erect, with 
immense snowy plumes adorning their short 
wings. And this morning, as they walked up 
each to his respective fence, they exchanged 
ideas. 

"A cheery morning to you, Nap.," said 
Wellington, feeling, as it were, the pulse of his 
neighbour's temper, by a moderate salute and a 
propitious tone. 

Same to you, Welli.," returned Nap., with-
out giving himself away in the least, and forcing 
his neighbour to further efforts. 

" Any news in your camp?" went on Welling-
ton, in a polite persuasive kind of way. He was 
longing for a chat. 

Nothing to mention," said Nap. ''I heard 
you had a disturbance down the slope yester-
day." 

11  Ah it's that 'Spider' caused the disagree-
ment," said Wellington, apologetically, "if it 
weren't for hirn we would be as quiet as goslings 
in our camp." 

Spider was a cock ostrich with an evil reputa-
tion, and an aspirant for supremacy in his own 
camp. 

How did yesterday's fight happen," said 
Nap., showing interest. 

"Oh, 'Whitey' came down yesterday to look 
after the nest, and when he got inside the fence 
Spider made for him and rolled him over, pony 
and all. I thought ' Whitey' was killed, but he 
wasn't, and I protested to Spider for doing such 
a thing in my presence, and without my sanc-
tion.',  

"Do you know, Spider," says I, "that a piece 
of work like that wants my approval? 'Whitey' 
(he was the white man in charge of the ostriches) 
gives us mealies and looks after us, and he 
oughtn't to be kicked down except with my 
permission. I'm master here," 

"Didn't know we'd settled that, said Spider. 
Then we'd better settle it at once, I says, and I 
closed with him. He's better now, but still 
slightly impudent." 
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The disputes between himself and Spider 
were a touchy point with Wellington, so he 
changed the subject by asking what progress in 
the hatching state the eggs in Nap.'s camp had 
made. 

Oh, they're just doing well enough," said 
Nap., "if the jim-jabbers (monkeys) would only 
keep quiet. Yesterday, when the rnissi.s came 
off the nest, they loped round and rolled the 
eggs about. They knocked two against a stone 
and smashed them The young ones were just 
coming, but I'll be even with them. Hark to. 
them ! Hush, I believe they're coming this 
way." 

Nap. craned forward his neck and listened. 
There was a fairly open piece of veldt just near, 
and the monkeys seeking fresh pastures new 
would have to cross it. 

On they came, with their peculiar hand and 
foot gallop, the young ones on their mother's 
hacks, never even dreaming of danger. 

Nap. saw his opportunity. 	Out he shot 
among the troop and kicked and trampled and 
hissed like a demon, his huge legs working as if 
they were shafrs of steel. When he had done, 
and the monkeys had fled to the nearest refuge, 
two little ones remained on the veldt, dead, and 
a number of the old ones just escaped with 
bruised and broken limbs. 

They congregated again on some high bush 
within hearing distance, and poured the vials of 
their wrath on Napoleon, and vowed vengeance 
on the whole ostrich tribe, in language which 
will not bear transcribing. Nap. came back to 
the fence, his eye aflame with the heat of 
battle. 

"I didn't expect the chance so soon," he said, 
as his equanimity returned with his breath, and 
he was puffing heavily. 

"Well done, Nap., my man," said Wellington. 
"Family cares have not taken all the power out 
of your legs yet. Them fellows I don't hold by 
myself, but they hav'n't troubled us here so far. 
It seems to me you're a bit low in condition 
though. You are quite puffed after a short bout 
like that." 

"Well, I suppose I am," said Nap., whose 
assured victory over the jim-jabbers soothed 
him and made him more communicative. "I 
get into low spirits too, frequently, especially 
coming on sundown, and I wasn't all myself 
when you saluted me just a while ago." 

"What's the cause of it?" said Wellington, 
leading him on. 

"Ali, it all comes from indigestion; it's the 
stomach," said Nap. pensively. "It has taken 
a bad turn again. Well now, three weeks ago I 
felt better than ever I did in my life. There 
was a nigger down here fixing up a wire in my 

camp, and when he went home for his dinner I 
had a look round to see what he might have 
left. Sure enough, I came on a box of tenpenny 
nails and a gross of holdfasts, with a cold-chisel 
and a pair of gimlets. In a corner there was a 
Kaffir pipe full of tobacco, and a two-pound 
hammer. I swallowed down the lot, with the 
exception of the hammer, which might have 
been awkward, and in two hours' time I never 
felt better in my life. Tenpenny nails and wire 
fasteners go very well together in the stomach, 
and the tobacco pipe acted on the bile. The 
same evening "Beelzebub" broke into our camp, 
and thought he could play his old game with 
me, but I gave him the three-mile run round the 
camp twice, and kicked him out in the third 
round at the very place where he broke in. He 
hasn't been round here since. Ali !" said Nap. 
with a sigh, "for chronic indigestion there is 
nothing as good as a cold chisel." 

Here we must interrupt the conversation to 
say a word about "Beelzebub." "Beelzebub" was 
reckoned the best fighting ostrich in the whole 
valley. He was supposed to belong to a 
camp seven miles up on the banks of the Sun-
day, but he crossed fences as though he were 
possessed, and scoured the bush night and day, 
a veritable knight errant in quest of adventures. 
His appearance was formidable. His eyes were 
inflamed and bloodshot, and strips of skin hung 
down his long neck like tassels, the result of 
encounters with mimosa bushes and pronged 
poles which people used to defend themselves 
against him. His feathers had not been plucked 
for some years, and though the white plumes 
were bedraggled and torn, they gave a gleam of 
defaced beauty to his appearance, which made 
one have a kind of sympathy for him, bad as he 
was. He had left a Kaffir for dead out on the 
Uitenhage road one day, and had maimed 
another, who was doing some fencing on a drift 
by the White River, so badly that Klaas had to 
be taken to the district hospital. He was a 
terrible fighter, and fomented wars, foreign and 
civil, in every camp into which he blundered. 
No one liked to kill him, for he was worth fifty 
pounds to his owner, if only his owner could 
control him. But a year after the events of 
present narrative, he attacked a Dutch Boer, 
who was shooting wild pigs in the Coerney bush, 
and the Dutchman for the sake of self preserva-
tion gave him a poUeg in the lungs and made 
an end of him. 

Wellington resumed the conversation. 
"I quite agree with you, Nap.," he said with a 

tone of deep conviction. I did think myself 
that iron filings, not too small, and seven pounds 
to the dose, were the best; but if you attribute 
the confusion of "Beelzebub" to a cold-chisel,  

helped with a pair of gimlets, why I'll change 
my mind." 

"Well, that's my experience," returned Nap., 
preening carelessly one of his magnificent side-
feathers, "and perhaps it's worth having." 

"Aye, so it is," said Wellington ; "you have 
seen some of the ups and downs of life in your 
time. You were a hit extravagant in your young 
days, and that nearly always affects later years." 

"Perhaps so, perhaps so," said Nap., regret-
fully, arching his long neck and running his 
beak snappishly along the short feathers on his 
broad breast, and then he became interested in 
his great feet. He was somewhat taken aback 
at the remark. It pinched somewhere, he could 
not exactly tell where, but Welli. and himself 
lived on a peace footing, and even might call 
one another friends. Wellington saw his em-
barrassment, and remarked suddenly, as though 
he had got an inspiration— 

"The drought is, I believe, breaking up. 

Little messenger am I, 
From a far off land and sky, 

Bearing on my tiny breast, 
Gifts the dearest, sweetest, best. 

Lady, lady, break the seal, 
And my treasures I'll reveal. 

These blest gifts I wrapped with care, 
Fragrant with the breath of prayer, 

In this little linen strip— 
Press it sweetly to thy lip. 

Lady, lady, 'tis the band 
Tied thy child's annointed hand. 

Now thou seest,-- ah, do not weep 
What I bore thee o'er the deep. 

First of all and dearest this, 
Take it from me, 'tis a kiss. 

Lady, lady, 'tis for thee 
That he gave this kiss to me.  

We've had eight months without a pint of rain, 
and both of us will be all the better when—
here he was interrupted by shouting and crack-
ing of whips and intermingled cries of " Coolie, 
Coolie" (the pet name for ostriches) down in 
the bush. 

Looking down the slope, Wellington saw two 
mounted men, with long mimosa hushes across 
their saddles, ride into the camp, accompanied 
by about a dozen Kaffirs, all armed in the 
same way. 

" ' Whitey ' has come to pluck feathers in 
earnest, to-day," he said "I'd better go and 
see that he doesn't get killed. A couple of 
blackeys may get their legs broken, but then 
that won't be my fault." " I'll come up and see 
you to-morrow morning, and enquire after your 
symptoms. Good morning, Nap.," and Welling-
ton went down the slope with an official dignity 
which betokened the necessity of calling into 
play all his administrative powers. 

Next he put into my trust, 
What came warm with the first. 

They are one—they must not part— 
Sister jewels from the heart. 

Lady, lady, 'tis a tear, 
I have kept it treasured here. 

Then, before the third was given, 
I"ixed was all his gaze on heaven. 

Oh the meaning and the power 
Of a priest's first blessing hour 

Lady, lady, for thy sake 
He this blessing fondly spake. 

Ere the fourth he paused awhile 
'Twas the last, and 'tis a smile. 

Yes, he smiled thro' tears of love; 
Angels saw, and smiled above. 

Lady, lady, on that day 
He would smile thy heart away. 

A LETTER SrAKS Love TO A MOTHER. 
By TM, Riv. T. J. SHEALY, S.T. ('86). 

How thy loving eyes can tell 
That I've done my duty well 

What a messenger I've been 
\Vhat fond hearts I run between 

Happy mother, blessed boy, 
Thus to share each other's joy. 



1'ERV0E Cidididid—AN EVENING IN SEIIEM]3ER. 

TERVOE CREEK. 	 3' 30 	 THE MUNGRET ANNUAL. 

TIRVOI 

- 	 THE photo 
.7 	 of the creek 

at Tervoe 
must needs 
recall to our 

- 	V 
 

past a thousand 
v. 	 memories of olden 

-- 	 days, when many 
a joyous cheer and 

-': 
 

hearty laugh re-echoecl 

	

- ' --. - 	through the woods 

	

- 	r round. Among the trees 
:- :- 

	

	on the promontory to the 
left, the remains of the old boat 

V 	 house may still be traced. Out 
beyond, the waters of the Shannon run deep and 
strong. Often when the waves without are 
lashed to fury by the winds, there is scarce a 
ripple to be seen on the sheltered bosom of our 
miniature bay. There in the summer-time many 
of us are not loath to plunge into the twenty feet 
of crystal water, happier even than our pre-
decessors, for in our day the charm of the clip 
was increased by the possibility of having after-
wards to do battle for one's raiment with 

Fighting Poll of the Creeks." She was a 
powerful goat—terrific in a charge. Her horns 
were long, beautifully curved, tapering to,a point. 
Our great logician once declared that he would 
rather face a whole army of dilemmas. However 
she will never trouble him more, having perished 
in the great flood. 

One morning during last vacation, a fleet of four 
pulled out from the creek on pleasure and Bun-
ratty bent. Number one and its crew started 
at a sweeping pace, got muddled about half-way, 
were passed amid loud and prolonged applause, 
and finally came in with a rush. On the top of 
the landing stage at Pilot Island their bark 
paused for a moment in its mad career, then 
gracefully toppled over and continued on its 
course. To follow either the boat or its late 
occupants would carry me too far afloat. I am 
already seven mjles away, and must hasten hack' 
to the neighbourhood of my subject. 

The beauty of the scene which greets the 
boatman, immediately his bark merges from the 
creek on to the bosom of the lordly Shannod, is 
such as words of mine are powerless to paint. 
Gerald Griffin, in his famed " Collegians,"  

describes it as it appeared to Hardress Cregan 
on the morning when the convict ship was bear-
ing him away for ever from the land of his boy-
hood. Years have flown by like the waters of 
the river, but the scene is still unchanged. I 
have enjoyed it on many an Autumn evening, 
when the westering sun was gilding the crest of 
the Cratloe hills, and our boat was drifting 
slowly on the incoming tide. 	'l'lien darkness 
would come with giant strides across the broad 
expanse of water, and the tiny waves would 
ripple and gurgle sadly against the pro' of the 
boat as she glided back around the promontory 
into the peaceful and silent creek. 

In the troubled Fenian times, when all the 
highways and byeways of the country were 
patrolled day and night, it was by landing at the 
creek, and crossing through the woods of'lervoe, 
that the leaders arrived from Limerick to address 
the crowds which had gathered to meet them 
within the ruined walls of Carrig. There, also, 
in the shadow of the trees on the Shannon bank, 
one suspect at least was brought before the 
dread tribunal of the great brotherhood. 

It is scarce a week since he told me the story. 
Standing on his own hearth, his hare arms 
folded on his breast, he inspired me with re-
spect. Respect, I think, implies fear. Certainly, 
when, from time to time, his eyes flashed with 
somewhat of their old fire, I felt happier in the 
thought that his shoemaker's knife was safely 
lodged in the cobbling box beside me. 

One night he was shadowed by a rival trades-
man, and seen to enter the house of Cooper, of 
Cooper Hill. Ere long his name was on every 
lip, and in the same breath men spoke of 
treason, when treason to the Brotherhood meant 
death. A fortnight later some seventy men were 
collected under the shadow of the trees hard by 
the creek. In their midst stood the accused. 
"I swear," said he, "that I am no traitor to the 
cause. 1 myself have been betrayed, and the 
bad 13100(1 which did the deed is in your own 
midst. That night when I went to Cooper Hill 
it was by request of the lady of the house. She 
met me in the hall, told me that she knew I was 
a Fenian, and that my power with the people 
was great, and, falling on her knees, begged of 
me to spare at least her children. I denied the 
charge; but added that, as long as I had the  

power to prevent it, not a soul should harm her 
children, her husband, or herself. She thanked 
me, and, rising, led me into the parlour. There, 
taking down a massive volume which contained 
the names and portraits of those who had been 
betrayed to the Government, she pointed to my 
own name, and beneath it were inscribed the 
names of many amongst you. Yes, there is 
bad blood in our midst; but I swear once more, 
that I am no traitor to the cause." His accuser 
slunk away into the night, while the others, 

satisfied of his fidelity, soon dispersed—some by 
boat to Limerick, others through the woods 
towards Carrig, the remainder took the laneway 
which leads to the village of Mungret. 

One other episode anent the creek. This 
time, my storyteller is one whose name and 
features are familiar to every Mungret boy, past 
or present. He too remembers that dark 
period when many an Irishman measured 
justice by the length of his trusty pike, or 
sighted the Justices themselves along the barrel 
of his rebel rifle. The seizure of a pike meant 
imprisonment, and the capture of a rifle meant 
death, nevertheless our hero dearly loved the  

weapon which lay concealed in its case in the 
haggard wall, not a hundred yards from the 
village cross. From time to time he would take 
it out and carefully clean away every speck of 
rust. Then he would plant its stock against his 
shoulder, glance along its shining barrel, feel its 
trigger with his finger, and hope. Months passed 
into years, and the years became decades, and 
all the while the rifle lay concealed in the hag-
gard wall. One day Parnell came to Limerick, 
and telling the peopl3-how England had at last 

promised them Home Rule, he begged of them 
to destroy all illegal weapons. 

Obedient to his chief; our friend took his rifle 
from its hiding place and in the dead of night 
wended his way down to the creek. There he 
loosed a boat from its moorings, pulled out 
around the promontory, and with a sigh, drop-
ped his rifle into the depths of the river. On 
his return the glimmering dawn of another day 
was faintly mirrored in the waters of the creek. 
It was a promise of better times; "and be all 
accounts," said my Fenian tailor as he continued 
to ply his needle and thread, "there are glorious 
days still in store for Old Ireland." 	J.C. 



Seek for the fairer berries, seek for the flowers unknown 
Dig through the past of Erin, chisel the hard grey stone 
Or, like the lover-poet, sound out the antique strain, 
And with a wand of music <1icken her life again."—C. J. Brennan. 

8  T HE autumn sun was bursting through 
the fleecy clouds that had rested 
all the morning in huge masse 
over the lofty peaks of the distant 

- Galtees, as with light hearts and joy- 
ous faces we started on 

CL 
our long and memorable 
walk of October 12th, 

]P 	5899. We soon left Mun- 
gret farbehind, and, going 
South, we passed Crecora 
and hurried on in the 

direction of the l3allyhaura Moun-
tains, which raised their giant heads 
in the blue distance. The walk 
was a long one—at least ten miles 
each way—and, as our time was 
limited, we had little leisure to 
admire the beauty of the country 
through which we went. About 
two hours after leaving Mungret 
we passed by Rathmore Castle. 
This some of our party, who 
were a short distance behind the 

rock on the south hank of the River Commoguc, 
and are about two miles south-east of Croom. 
They are amongst the most remarkable mon-
astic remains in Munster. The front facing 
the river is about 200 feet in length. At this 

main body, mistook for our destination, and 
hurried towards it. They quickly discovered 
their mistake, however, and followed us, and 
after another half-hour's brisk walking we were 
all soon assembled within the hallowed precincts 
of Manister Abbey, or, as some historians call 
it, Monasternena, or Monaster Nenay. 

The ruins are situated on a flat limestone 

side is the entrance by two beautiful 
arches of reddish stone, separated by 
a handsome square pillar of the same 
material. The chancel is seventy-five 
or eighty feet in length, and at its 
eastern part is one of the finest arches 
in Ireland, thirty feet in breadth, and 
formed of polished red grit. 

The view of this majestic edifice, 
with its mouldering aisles, its lofty 
arches and ivy-covered walls, causes 
a feeling of awe to steal over the 
heart, and teaches us to appreciate the 
piety and zeal of those who raised 
such temples to the Lord. Perhaps, 
too, when we contrast their present 
state of decay with their former 
grandeur, we are inclined to ask—

Who sees those dismal ruins but would demand 
What barbarous invader sacked the land?" 

The Abbey was an offshoot of Mellifont, Co. 
Louth, and was founded by Turlough O'Brien, 
King of Munster, in 1148 AD., and dedicated 
to the Blessed Virgin, in thanksgiving for a 
victory over the Danes, who had a stronghold 
at that time where now stand the ruins of 

SEAN ESTER ABBEY FROM THE SO U rI. 

MANISTER ABBEY FROM ACROSS THE RIVER COMMOGUE. 

ings, or deciphering the inscriptions on the 
tombs, and others were resting their weary limbs 
on the smooth sward, I managed, by means of 
the clinging ivy and projecting rocks, to mount 
one of the ruined gables. From thence I had a 
good view of the surrounding country. Away 
to the south and south-east stretched the fertile 
vale called the "Golden Vein," bounded on the 
horizon by the hills of Castle Oliver, Black 
Rock, and See Fin, with its thick woods and deep 
glens, and the loftier range of the Galtees. On 
the northern side the view was not so good, but 
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as I saw the bare summit of Tory Hill my 
thoughts new back through the ages. 

It was from the summit of this hill the last 
Earl of Desmond beheld the battle which 
occurred on the plain in front of the monastery 
10 1579. It was in this battle Dr. Allen,-S.J., 
lost his life. He had come from Rome, hearing 
a consecrated banner and message of encourage-
ment from the Pope to Fitzmauricc Desmond 
and the other Irish chieftains who had taken up 
arms in defence of their religion. His body was 
found amongst the slain, with the sacred ensign 
still grasped firmly in his cold and lifeless hand. 
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P'\oNAsT E R ® NNAY. 
Rathmore Castle (founded in 13o9 by the Earl 
of Desmond). 

Mellifont was the earliest Cistercian Monastery 
in Ireland, its first monks coming from the 
valley of Clairvaux, and was founded during the 
lifetime of St. Bernard, at the earnest request of 
St. Malachy, one of the greatest, and certainly 
one of the most attractive of Ireland's saints. 
We shall not dwell here on the sweet memories 
that cluster round the name of Mellifont. The 
fascinating story of the friendship of Bernard 
and Malachy reads almost like a page from the 
history of a world purer and better than ours. 
Of this friendship Mellifont was the result, and 
Mellifont in turn became the parent of several 
other Cistercian Monasteries in Ireland. Before 
the death of St. Bernard it had sent Out, besides 
Manister, three other important colonies. The 
Abbey of Bective, on the Boyne, was founded by 
the King of Meath ; Shreul was endowed by one 
of the O'Ferralls; and Baltinglass, on the Slaney, 
owed its origin to the munificence of Dermod 
McMurrough. Manister afterwards became itself 
the parent of a numerous offspring, of which the 

' 	 most famous was Holy Cross, Co. Tipperary. 
In a short time Manister was one of the 

richest monasteries in Ireland; its Abbot re-
ceived a mitre from the Pope, and had a seat in 
the great councils of the kingdom. It was fre-
quently plundered, first by the Danes, and at a 
later period by the English, by whom it was 
much damaged in 5579, when the refectory and 
cloisters were destroyed, and the surrounding 
walls razed to the ground. Though after this it 
never recovered its original importance, it con-
tinued to exist till the dissolution, when it was 
granted by Queen Elizabeth to Sir Henry Wallop, 
rho fitted up the choir as a parochial church. 

And so within these walls, now in ruin and 
decay, dwelt for nearly five centuries a succession 
of m.-n renowned for learning and piety. Here 
lord end peasant, chief and clansman, lived 
together as brothers, forgetting the world and 
the wor'd's distinctions, in the one desire to 
serve the Lord of Heaven. Here the toil-worn 
warrior, weary of scenes of blood and strife, 
sought a quiet retreat, where by devout prayers 
and severe penances he might prepare his soul 
for a happy eternity. In Manister, as elsewhere, 
these holy monks brought gladness and prosper-
ity to all the surrounding country. They were 
the idols of the people, to whom they were both 
fathers and doctors. They shared in their joys 
and were their truest friends and comforters in 
the hour of trial. The good monks are gone, 
however, and little now remains to remind us of 
their great work and their heroic lives but the. 
majestic old ruin, magnificent even in its decay. 

While some of my companions were still 
employed in admiring the interior of the build- 



THE KOSTKA AND THE KOSTKANS. 

THE KOSTNA AND THE KOSTANS. 
The battle was fought between the Irish, com-
manded by Sir John Desmond, and an English 
army, under Sir Nicholas Malby. The details 
of the battle are shrouded in obscurity, but 
most historians award the victory to Malby. 

About the same time, probably on the very 
day of the battle, as Lenihan sccins to 
imply, there took place a terrible massacre of 
the monks then in the Monastery. The deed 
was perpetrated by a body of English soldiers, 
and only-one aged brother is said to have sur 
vived the slaughter. Boudin mentions the 
massacre in the " Projiugiiacuium 6'ati,oiicae 
Verith/is," * but refers it to the year 1585 or 
i86 Harty, quoting from S. Henriciuez, 
historian of the Cistercian Order, says they were 
massacred on August 14th, but lie does not 
know the exact year. He adds :-" And on the 
same day, having their heads miraculously re-
stored to them, they sang vespers in the choir." 

This wonderful apparition is recorded in the 
"Ta-lump/ia/ia C/i ronologica 'Wo,iaslreii S. Crueis 
(p. 243), a Latin manuscript in the hands of the 
Archbishop of Cashel, as being testified by a 
constant tradition in Ireland. Manriquez and 
C. Henriquez mention the further particulars of 
the apparition having been witnessed by a monk 
who had survived the massacre, and of the mar-
tyred monks having crowns on their heads and 
palms in their hands 

Perched on my lofty seat, and pondering over 
these things, my imagination set to work in 
conjuring up the scenes of that memorable eve 
of the Assumption. I could well imagine what 
the circumstances of the massacre were. l'he 
sun was sinking to rest behind the western hills, 
and the shadows were beginning to creep over 
the courts and halls of the abbey. All was 
quiet and peaceful, with no sound to break the 
silence, save the lowing of the cattle and the 
occasional barking of a dog in some distant 
farm-house, when a body of armed horsemen 
approached the monastery at a brisk pace. How 
strangely out of place in such a scene seemed 
the clanking of their armour and the hoof-heats 
of their rough-shod coursers as they entered the 
broad gateway of the Monastery—that gateway 
always open to invite the poor and the stranger to 
seek refreshment and rest I But on a far different 
errand came these armed assassins, clothed in 
the robes of authority by a base and cruel 
government. The brethren were assembled in 
the choir for their evening devotions, and never 
dreamt of their danger till they heard the door 
of the church pushed rudely open, and the 
sound of many persons entering hastily. The 
Abbot turned round to demand what intruders 
dared thus disturb them in their devotions, but 
before he could utter a word he was struck 
-Now in the Franciscan Library, islerchants' Quay, Dublin. 

rudely to the ground, and the next moment a 
trooper with a single stroke of his sabre severed 
the head from the body. The other brethren 
were also cut down, even upon the very altar 
steps. These miscreants stripped the altars of 
their ornaments, and burst open the presses in 
which the sacred vessels were kept. Then, 
heavily laden with their spoil, the sacrilegious 
profaners of the Lord's Temple departed in high 
glee at the success of their expedition. 

Such were the deeds perpetrated in the land 
of our forefathers, when to be a priest was high 
treason and to he a Catholic was a crime. By 
such deeds were our abbeys and churches, once 
the proud monuments of our zeal and piety, 
reduced to the heaps of crumbling ruins that 
now cover the land. By such deeds was that 
deep-seated distrust of English rule which we 
find existing to the present day implanted in the 
Irish heart. But by such deeds, too, was the 
faith of our fathers tried in the purifying fires of 
persecution and Suffering,--that faith which, 
nurtured by the blood of such martyrs as the 
Cistercians of Manister, still glows warm and 
fervent in the hearts of the faithful Irish people. 

An old monk, the only member of a com-
munity of forty left alive by the murderers, had 
been absent on an errand during the devotions. 
On returning to the Monastery he saw at once 
the traces of the spoilers. He hastened towards 
the church, trembling with anxiety. When he 
opened the door what a sight met his wondering 
gaze 	There were his brethren in their usual 
places, but oh, how changed 	Their faces bore 
a seraphic expression and shone with a divine 
light. 	On their heads were placed crowns 
brighter than any gold or jewels that earthly 
riches could procure. On the throat of each 
was a blood-red mark which sent forth rays of 
light. In their hands were the martyrs' palms, 
and they sang in heavenly harmony the words 
of the psalm, "Dens in Adjuz'oram," etc. Filled 
with joy at this heavenly apparition, the poor 
monk sank fainting on the floor. 

Prom those dreams of bygone days I was 
rudely awakened by a heavy shower of rain, 
which caused me quickly to descend from my 
elevated position and seek shelter beneath the 
arches of the church. Here we remained till the 
shower cleared off, when we started for Mungret, 
which we reached, foot-sore and weary, after 
more than two hours' hard walking. As we 
entered the study-hall the sound of the dinner 
bell fell like pleasing music on our ears. All 
our weariness was soon forgotten, and our toil 
was rewarded by the fact that we had fully 
explored an interesting place, hitherto too little 
known in the annals of Mungret. 

P. TURNER (B.A. Class).  

	

'-'  	Muicr ANNUAL" writes 
a student of the eighties, "re-
called to my mind the first year 
I spent in Mungret, when we 

4 ----o-  4 of the grammar class, with 
ambition beyond our powers, 

	

- 	tried to start a paper called 
The Kostka.' It flourished 

for a few numbers, and then died when its moving 
spirit, the late Ir. llruen, le M ft 	ungret."

11 'l'hc Kostka " has been the only forerunner 
Of " 'I'lsc Murigrct Annual " worth mentioning. 
It is scarcely true to say that it flourished only 
for a few numbers. It appeared thrice a year 
for two years, '86 and '87. It was only litho-
graphed and the edition consisted of about 24 
pages. The editorial staff consisted of the boys 
of the 2nd of Grammar. Our correspondent, 
who was a prominent member of that remarkable 
class, is modest enough to say that they possessed 
ambition beyond their powers, but, looking over 
the numbers of " The kostka " now before us, 
we must admit that they reflect very great credit 
on the writers and on their master, He who 
could train boys of about twelve years of age to 
write the clever, graceful things that appeared in 
"The Kostka " must have had rare powers of 
teaching. 

An account of a boating expedition on the 
Shannon begins thus 

All our fellows in a throng, 
Incu ,i,la nt Lilt itu,line, 

Down to lervoc jogged along, 
Sine lassimudine, 

And out from boathouse peer, 
Navis her urgens, 

For Cratloc creek (lid steer, 
Super aequor surgens. 

In some of the stanzas we find names which are 
now familiar to many in the United States. 
Thus, the last stanza runs 

We landed at Mungret late 
i'crvcninius in ovile, 

Took dinner and supper at eight, 
Ego et Dpmin,,s Shealy. 

Some of the prose contributions are so con-
sistently absurd that we suspect the humour of 
the master must have come to aid the simplicity 
of the boy. Thus Frank Butler ('87), then a 
little lad of ten or eleven years of age, begins a 
philosophical dissertation upon Time by telling 
its what Time is "Time," he says, ''is what 
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people measure by clocks." This definition 
is undeniably very much simpler and clearer 
than Boëttius's, and Frank goes on to say, 
"Time has neither taste, colour, nor aveight, 

and consequently no specific gravity." 'i'hen to 
give the reader a clearer notion of its nature he 
compares it with two other well-known objects 
"Time is like a pair of boots too long for 
some people and too short for others. It is 
very different from money, because we must 
spend it whether ive are willing or not." 

'l'lic "Junior Grammarian's Reflections at the 
Crib "is in a different style:— 

J CSLIS was a little child, 
As good as good could be, 

His little heart was meek and mild, 
Flow different from use 

And in the manger, lowly place, 
As poor as poor could he, 

A smile was ever on his lace, 
1-low different from me 

Its could bc -great, had he but willed, 
As great as great could be, 

For humble souls with love lie's filled, 
How dillbrcat from mc 

0 little Babe, in thy poor stall, 
As long as life shalt be, 

My heart, my love, my sell and all, 
I consecrate to thee 

The " Kostkans," as they were called, were 
afterwards, when reading their University course, 
a very distinguished class. They are now 
scattered far and wide. Some of the lay boys 
of the class we have an opportunity of wel-
coming to their Old Alma Ala/er from time to 
time among the cricket team of the Past. Most 
of the apostolical students are working as mis 
sionaries in the States. Their kind, genial, and 
witty master, the Rev. J. ]lruen, then himself an 
apostolical student, died in America after a few 
years of labour, during which his ilainc had 
become a name of benediction among his 
People. 

Many of the Kostkans have already given 
striking proofs of the excellence of their early 
literary training. Most sincerely do we wish 
them each and all every success; and though the 
reminder may he superfluous, 'l'HE MIJNC;RET 
ANNUAJ, is striving in a humble way to carry 
on the work that they had so well begun, and so 
has a very special claim on their sympathy and 
their patronage. 
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-[AD been travelling since sunrise 
through the vast, interminable, mono-
tonous bush. But it was glorious 
weather—the matchless mid-winter of-. 
Central Australia mornings clear and 
crisp; mid-day beautifully bright and 
warm ; a cloudless canopy of blue 
overhead ; and an atmosphere so 
bracing and fresh that one would 
imagine it could almost restore life to 
the dead. I was in good spirits, and 
often were the cockatoos startled by 
the snatches of old-time songs into 
which I would almost unconsciously 
burst ; and many a kangaroo bounded 
away to a safe distance, and, sitting 
on end, seemed to listen in amaze-
ment to sounds so unusual in his 
lonely solitudes. My horses seemed 
to share in my spirits, and darted 
along, tossing their heads and sniffing 
the air as if they would say, " How 

lovely I" 	 - 
Unfortunately, after lunch I took a wrong 

track, and by the time I discovered and rectified 
my mistake it was late in the afternoon. Twenty 
miles lay between me and the nearest residence. 
I used the whip freely on my now lagging 
horses. It was all in vain. Night closed in 
around me with tropical swiftness, and long 
before the last rays of the sun were vanished 
from the western horizon, the stars had hung 
out their lamps in the East, while overhead 
glinted and twinkled faintly the four points of 
the Southern Cross. There was no option--I 
was bushed. I must camp. 

So, taking out my horses from the buggy, I 
tied them up for the night, and gave them their 
well-carriccl supper, and only hoped I could 
make myself as comfortable. I gathered together 
a goodly store of fallen scrub—in which the 
bush abounds ; lit my night-fire ; broke down 
my bed from a neighbouring eucalyptus (the 
healthiest bed, by the way, that ever human 
frame was stretched on—so says the bushman) 
used the cushions as pillows, and spread out my 
rug as a blanket. Then, while the billy " was 
coming to a boil, by the light of the blazing 
faggots I finished my office for the day. After a 
delicious supper of cold sandwiches and billy- 

tea, I lapped myself up in my rug, and lay down 
beside the fire, which was now blazing madly, 
its brightness making doubly dark the darkness 
of the surrounding bush. The horses in the 
background were grinding, with apparently won-
drous relish, their corn and chopped straw, every 
now and then pawing the ground, as if they 
would say " Very fine, indeed." These and the 
occasional scream of some startled cockatoo 
were the only sounds that broke the great, 
grand, wondrously weird silence of the bush. 
Everything invited to meditation. 

No wonder, then, as I lay watching the sparks 
dancing and jumping into the blackness of the 
night, and the flames laughing through or lick-
ing the columns of ascending smoke, no wonder 
my thoughts wandered unrestrained, and fancy 
carried me through many an avenue of bygone 
experiences. Many a face and many a scene 
lived once more in the bright red glow, and 
gradually dissolved again into others. 

Suddenly there is a crash in the fire. The 
under timber—now half burnt through—breaks 
clown under the weight of the timber above : a 
million spluttering sparks ascend to court the 
blackness of the night, and in the bright blaze 
that succeeds there, sure enough, is the old 
.4/ma Ma/er—no mere vague outline all the 
surrounding country, all the roads in the district, 
the ruins of an ancient Mungret, the avenue 
bordered with its graceful chestnut trees, on the 
left hand the force pump and Jack going round 
behind the pony and making his soliloquies 
between every crack of the whip, with its 
accompanying "gee-up,` and round the bend 
was the College itself. There it was quivering 
in the blaze---every window and door, every 
buttress and angle and terrace 

When I awoke it was with a start. I expected 
to see the dormitory ceiling overhead, and my 
old companions around me snugly ensconced in 
their beds. But with returning consciousness I 
realized my situation. My fire had gone ; I was 
shivering with the cold; there had been a sharp 
frost during the night. The dawn was breaking 
in the East, and the stars growing faint in the 
West. 

I rose, stiff, from my couch, and harnessed up 
my horses. By the time I was ready to start,  

the sun was peeping large and red through the 
trees. In another three-quarters of an hour I 
heard the welcome baying of the dogs at the 
Station, and in a few minutes more the Station 
itself came in view. The inmates were just 
stirring as I arrived. There was no end to their 
sympathy when they heard I had been hushed, 
and so near my destination. In a few minutes 
I was comfortably seated in a large arm-chair 
before the blazing logs in the great fire-place of 
the drawing-room. A good, warm cup of tea, 
followed by breakfast, revived me, and left me 
none the worse of my night's misfortune. 

- 

.,v-..._-,.. 
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I remained there all day, and next morning 
said Mass. It was the ['east of Corpus Christi, 
and if my congregation was small, it cannot be 
said that it was not edifying, for all the house-
hold went to Confession and Holy Communion. 

Readers of THE MUNGRET ANNUaI. who 
suspect the name of the writer will be pleased to 
learn that he is happy and healthy--(and the 
old pagan poet could not ask a greater favour 
from the gods than the mens sana in corpore 
sano ")—in his mission. His path is not strewn 
with roses ; but if it has not its share of earthly 
comforts, it has consolations far more solid and  

abiding. He i assistant priest in a parish as 
large as Ireland, and yet every Catholic family 
in that vast tract gets an opportunity at least 
twice a year of hearing Holy Mass and going to 
the Sacraments. 

A word of advice to my brother Apostolics 
who might think of making Australia or New 
Zealand their adopted country. Let them 
acquire by all means the great natural virtues, 
as a distinguished writer in last year's ANNUAL 
advises, but above all let them acquire true 
solid piety and all possible knowledge, sacred 
and profane. Both are indispensable. Let 

them strengthen the faith in their hearts. It 
will be well tried in these highly civilized, yet 
semi-pagan countries. Let them learn well the 
lessons of the faith and sanctity and scholarship 
of Ireland's missionaries as told in the ruins of 
famous old Mungret. 

Thus, with minds stored with knowledge, with 
hearts inflamed with the love of the Sacred 
Heart, with pure ideals, with high and holy aims 
and generous resolves, they will be fit instru-
ments, in the hand of God, for propagating in 
those new countries His "grea/er /iaiwur and 
glory." 

BENEATH THE SOUTHERN Coss. 
AN ADVENTURE AND A REVERIE, 

fly Ri.:v. A. kIi.lIAN ('). 
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yOTJR past students of Mungrct have been 
recently ordained priests, three for the 
secular mission of America, and one for 

the Irish and Australian mission of the Reclemp-
torist Fathers. Of these, three studied in Mun-
gret as Apostolical students, and one as a Lay 
Boy. 

Rev. JastEs P. SII1IcIDAN, BA., entered Mungret 
as an Apostolical student in the year 1890. His Uni-
versity course was very distinguished. In all 
the Examinations he obtained good honours, and 
one year got a second-class exhibition. He graduated 
in the Honours course in 1895. After spending 
another year at Mungret he went in 1896 to Dun-
woodie Seminary, New York, to study Theology. 
Here he had a very distinguished career, being always 
among the first prizelnen in his class. After a three 
years course of Theology he was ordained priest, on 
October 24th, 1899, for the Diocese of New York, 
and sent to the Catholic University of Washington to 
read for the Doctorate of Philosophy, a course which 
usually occupies three years. 

Rev. EDMUND A. KELLY entered the Apostolic 
school in the year 1890. He went successfully 
through the usual course there up to the Second Arts, 
after passing which, in 1895 he went to the Seminary 
of Euimitsburg to read Philosophy and Theology. 
His course at the Seminary seems to have been very 
distinguished, as we find him constantly amongst the 
first prizemen in his class. He was ordained priest 
July 22nd, 1899, for the Diocese of Galveston, Texas, 
where he is attached to St. Mary's Cathedral, 
Galveston. 

Rev. PENIS TURNER, C.SS.R., came to Mungret in 
September, 1888, as an Apostolical student. He 
matriculated in 1891, and soon afterwards entered 
the noviceship of the Redemptorist Fathers at Bishop. 
Eaton, Liverpool. After taking his religious vows he 
went to Teignmouth, South Devon, for his ecclesi-
astical studies, and there he was ordained priest 
September 24th, 1899. 

Rev. PATRICK J. COFFEY entered Mungret as a lay 
student in 1890. After two years' course there he 
went to St. Patrick's College, Carlow, to study for 
the priesthood, where he was ordained priest on June 
4th, 1898, for the Diocese of Dubuque. He is now 
working as a zealous missionary at St. Mary's 
Church, Clinton, in the State of Iowa. 

Rev, FRANCIS RYAN, B.A., PD., whose photograph 
we were unable to publish in our last issue with the 
notice of him, is at present attached to the Cathedral 
Church, St. Paul, Minn. 

We publish this year a group of our past 
students" who were in Mungret during the 
years immediately following the opening of the 

See Frontispiece 

College by the Fathers of the Society. Of these 
four were ecclesiastical students---Fr. Bradley and 
Dr. Horan preparing for the foreign missions, 
and Fr. Mangan and Fr. O'Connor for the 
Diocese of Limerick. The remaining five were 
lay students. 

Rev. WILLIAM F. BRADLEY, BA., is already, 
through the pages of THE Aaxuai,, familiar to our 
readers. In our two previous numbers he contributed 
under the pseudonym of " Cecil Broadmead," and, 
notwithstanding the many duties of his responsible 
office, he lays its this year under a further obligation 
of gratitude. He came to Mungret as an Apostolical 
student immediately after the opening of the College 
in 1882, and, after reading a very distinguished 
course, graduated in 1887. He remained another 
year in the College as master. He read his Theology 
in Genoa, and in June, 1893, was ordained priest at 
All Hallows College, Dublin, for the Diocese of Lin-
coln, Neb., in which he holds the position of Secretary 
and Chancellor of the Diocese. 

Rev. PATRICK F. HoltAic, B.A., D.D., came to 
Mungret early in 1883. His College career was also 
very distinguished. He constantly won high honours 
in the University Examinations, and in 1888 took his 
degree with a second-class exhibition, lie read his 
Theology in the North.  American College, Rome 
took the doctorate, and left after him the reputation 
of having been one of the most brilliant that ever 
studied within its walls. He was ordained priest in 
the summer of 1893, for the Diocese of Little Rock, 
Arkansas, He also, we understand, holds the office 
of Chancellor of his diocese. We have reason to hope 
he will be more familiar to our readers later on. As 
a preacher and a lecturer he is already well known in 
many cities of the United States. When we heard 
from him last October he was about to begin a series 
of literary lectures in New Orleans. 

Rev. CORNELIUS J. MANGAK, B.A., came to Mun-
gret as it seminarist in 1882. He graduated in 1886 
and went to Maynooth to study Theology. His 
career both in Mungret and Maynooth was distin-
guished. 'In Maynooth lie always found a place in 
the prize list, and one year led his class in Sacred 
Scripture. After his ordination in 1891 he worked 
some years in the Diocese of Westminster, after 
which he was summoned home to the Diocese of 
Limerick, where he now is, 

Rev. JERESIIArI A. O'CoNscoa, BA,, came to 
Mungret also in 1882 as a seminarist. Besides read-
ing a distinguished University course, he was always 
the mainstay of the games in the College, and was 
Captain of the House during three years. He gradu-
ated in the Honours course in 1887 and then went to 
Maynooth. He was ordained with Father Mangum 
in the June of 1891, and, like him, also worked for 
some years in the Diocese of Westminster. He is 
now attached to the Cathedral, Limerick. 

	

We were delighted to meet both Father O'Connor 	practising in London as a medical doctor, and has 

	

and Father Mangan amongst the past students who 	already acquired a very high reputation in his pro- 

	

visited the College last year for the usual cricket 	fession. 
match against the present boys. 	 JOHN J. DALY. LL.D., first came to Mungret in 

	

Joust F. BUTLER HOGAN, M.A., M.D., LL.B., came 	1882. In 1886 he went to University College, Dub- 

E\'. HEElS TURNER, C.SS,li. 
REV. PATRICK J. C0PPEY 	5cRA( 	REV. FRANCIS RYAN, BA., D.D. 	 IIIl\' EDWARD KELLY. 

IiISV. JAMES P. SHERIDAN, B.A. 

PAST STUDENTS RECENTLY ORDAINED. 

to Mungret in 1882. He matriculated with honours 	lin, and graduated in the R.U.I. in 1891. He has 
in the following year, and after passing his First Arts 	won the gold medal for highly distinguished answering 
he went, to Cork to study medicine in 1884. He had 	in one of his law examinations. He is now prac- 
an extremely distinguished academical career in Cork, 	tising as a solicitor in West Clare. 
in the London University, and in Brussels. He is now 	Joust L. KEANis, who was also among the first 
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students who came to Mungret on the opening of 
the College in 1882, is now practising as a solicitor in 
Youghal, Co. Cork. 

Rev. MARTIN McD0NNEI.L, C.SS.R., was in Mun-
gret as a Lay Boy from 1883 to 1886. In 1886 he 
entered the noviceship of the Redesnpt.orist Fathers 
at Bishop-Eaton, Liverpool. He was ordained priest 
in 1892, and after working for some years in Ireland 
was sent by his superiors to Australia in the early 
summer of 1898. A lingering and very painful 
disease had made his life for many years a, martyrdom 
but his health was very much improved before leaving 

Ireland, and we may hope that in the more genial 
climate of Australia, it will in a short time, be com-
pletely restored. 

Josim'u O'MALLNI-, B.A., RE., came to Mungret 
in 1885. He passed the Second Arts in 1887, and 
went to Cork to complete his Arts course and attend 
the lectures of the Faculty of Engineering. He 
graduated in Arts in 1888, and took his degree of 
B.E. in 1890. A short time afterwards he received 
a very important and lucrative appointment as Engi-
neer and Architect to the Local Government in the 
city of Limerick. 

Edmund O'Neill, William O'Doherty, John R. Carey, 
Joseph A. 1-leclan, James Shici, and John Kelly. 

I'ass Coo rIsE—henry Blackmore, Thomas Dalton, 
Richard Fitzharris, Joseph 1-loran, William Kennedy, and 
John Moroney. 

IN MATRICULATION, twenty-two presented them-
selves for examination—TWENTY passed 

HONOURS COURSE—Matthew Cahill, Joseph Corr, 
John Moran, Patrick O'Kane, Peter McDonough, George 
Barry, Thomas Pey, Paul Ileelan. 

PASS Coo RsE--Thomas O'Brien, Delis Keogh, Joseph 
Gilfillan, James Barry, John Beirne, William Lenaghan, 
Patrick Kenny, Charles M'l)erniott, Thomas Lynch, 
Joseph Daly, John McAvin, Jeremiah Scanlan. 

DIsTIrccrloNs. 
In FIRsT ARTS, Mungret College won T'ouIt ExIIIIII-

Three First Class and Six Second Class Dis-
tinctions. 

Patrick Turner, William O'Connor, David Cronin, 
Francis Fahey. 

In the Autumn Examinations, Patrick J. 
Byrnes and John J. McGrath passed the 
Matriculation Examination. 

Ox returning after the summer vacation, our 
numbers beat all previous record, but many a 
familiar face had vanished from our midst. Our 
Captain, Willie Maloney, was gone. He had 
secured his University. Degree, and gone to 
join the novices at Tullabeg. J. H. Power, 
another graduate of the R.U.I., was also among 
the missing ; he is now studying medicine in 
Cork. We regret the loss of two of our exhi-
bitioners. Jerome O'Keeffe intends competing 
soon in one of the higher branches of the Home 

EDMUND J. ONEILI.. 	 UVIJ.l.JAM V. oDorrEsry. 

RXITIBITIONERS 1899. 

A  VAIIA. 
JOEIN II. OWo-:R, U.S. 	 JOSEI'I{ 5155505, U.n. 

SOME OF OUR GRAnUArrol, 1899. 

NIVEPSOrY Exi NATIONS. ----The results 
of the Summer Examinations of the 
Royal University have put Mungret 
College in the foremost place of all 

Catholic Boarding Colleges. Briefly put, its re- 
cord for the year 1899 iS---- 

Candidates presented for examination 53 
Successful candidates 	... 	... 47 
Exhibitions 	... 	.., 	... 	4 
First class distinctions 	... 	... 	4 
Second class distinctions ... 	... 	12 

The High Percentage of Passes is the best 
proof of the thoroughness and efficiency of the 
teaching. 	 - 

Last year Mungret passed cent. per cent. of 

its students in the Second Arts Class. 	This 
year Mungret has achieved the exceptionally 
brilliant success of passing cent. per cent. of its 
students in the First Arts Class. 

In the Examination for the B.A. DEGREE FIVE 
l'ASSED—JOhn Turner, Joseph Stenson, Maurice Redden, 
William Maloney, and John II. Power. 

In Sacoxo ARTS, Nine presented themselves for 
examination. FlouT passed. 

EIONOIIRS Cosasa— Patrick Turner, William B. 
O'Connor, Michael Curley, Francis Fahey, David 
Groom, and Daniel Daly. 

PASS CouRsI —John F. Power and Patrick C. Ennis. 

In Fxssr ARTS, fourteen presented themselves for 
examination. All FOURTEEN passed. 

HoNouits CouRsE--Jerome O'Keefe, William Irwin,  

EXHIBITION—First Class, L30—JerOme O'Kecffe. 
EXHIBITIONs - Second Class, L15 each - William 

Irwin, Edmund O'Neill, and William O'Doherty. 
LATIN—First Class Honours--john Carey. Second 

Class Honours--Edmund O'Neill, Jerome O'KccfTc, and 
William O'Dohcrty. 

ENr.I.isIt—First Class Honours—William O'Doherty. 
FRENCH—First Class Honours—William O'Doherty. 

Second Class 1-lonours—Jerome O'T(ecfih, John Carey. 
NAT. PHILOSOPHY —Second Class l-Ionours—William 

Irwin. 
IN SECOND ARTS, Mungret College won One First 

Class and Six Second Class Distinctions, in Logic taking 
First Place in all Ireland. 

LOGIC—First Class Honours—Patrick Turner. Second 
Class Honours—William O'Connor. 

ENGLISH-- Second Class Hon ours— Michael Curley,  

Civil Service, while his classmate W. Irwin, is 
with Jack Power, attending lectures at the 
Medical School, Cork. John McAvin has en-
tered Holy Cross College, Clonliffe; M. Cahill 
has gone to the Ecclesiastical College at Carlow; 
and Joe Gilfihlan is studying in the American 
College of the Propaganda in the Eternal City. 
Two others of our companions of last year, well 
known figures amongst its for some years, have 
also left us with the intention of commencing 
their ecclesiastical studies for the priesthood, 
but we have not yet heard what colleges they 
have entered. 

Many of our Apostolical Students are scattered 
far and wide, from the St. Lawrence to the 
Rockies. James Burke has gone to Emittshurg 
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for the Diocese of Mobile. John 'lurner writes 
to us of the charms which surround the New 
York Diocesan Seminary at I )unwoodie. Maurice 
Redden and Peter Mcflonagh, both destined 
for work in the Diocese of Manchester, are 
weaving weird webs of metaphysics in the Grand 
Seminary at Montreal. Pat Bresnahan is drink-
ing in inspiration and Theological lore in the 
Capital of Christendom, intending to join the 
distinguished band of past Mungret students 
already working in the Diocese of Florida 
whilst William Carroll is studying Theology at 
Kcnrick Seminary, St. Louis, Mo., for the DiO-
cese of Little Rock, Arkansas. 

ON December 23rd of last year, Fathers T. J. 
Shealy, S.J., and M. J. O'Mahony, S J., favoured 
us with a short visit to their Alma Mater. 
Those amongst us whose hopes are centred on 
the West, listened with intense interest to the 
stories which they told its of the Mission life 

A-Kl:A:-oN ,o;zy, 

over there,-  they paid its another visit during 
the Easter Sports, preparatory to their starting 
for America. Father Shealy is now Professor 
of Rhetoric, and Lecturer in English Literature 
at the Georgetown University of Washington 
while his companion is the Professor of Rhetoric 
at Fordham College. 

Rav PATRICK LYoNs, S.J., another old Mun-
gret student, spent a couple of weeks in 
Mungret during the summer months previous 
to his departure for Australia. 

were delighted to learn on our return 
after the Christmas vac. last year that many 
decided and much-needed improvements had 
been made in the theatrical department. Seven 
new scenes had been secured at no small ex-
pense. They were the work of a specialist, the 
various designs having been very artistically 
executed. 

ApYopos of our present stage scenery, one on 
whom its arrival came as a surprise relates the fol-
lowing incident so flattering to the artist:—"One 
summer evening, when I stood gazing on the 
magnificent ruins of Askeaton Abbey, wrapt in 
musing melancholy, my mind reverted to the 
bygone glories of my native land. I re-peopled 
in fancy that long-deserted ruin ; brought back 
the altar with its blazing torches, the monks in 
their glittering vestments, the kneeling congrega-
tion, the pomp and grandeur of the Catholic 
rite, and the sweet music of the deep-toned 
organ. Then I seemed to hear the sound of 
approaching voices and the tinkling of a little 
bell; and the old abbey, its ivy-mantled walls and 
tombs and monks and all, rolled slowly up, 
revealing to my astonished eyes the birthplace 
of the Immortal Podgers. I had been gazing 
all the while on the newly-painted proscenium of 
our College stage, and the Immortal Pocigers 
himself now ordered me to quit the premises." 

F1o21 Christmas to Easter is our dullest term. 
I 'ast year its monotony was agreeably relieved 
by the intense excitement about the Rugby 
Internationals. When the glad tidings reached 
US on the evening of Ireland's victory over Wales, 
which secured us the Triple Crown, our pent-Up 
feelings burst forth in a thrice-repeated cheer, and 
the intoxicating joy occasioned by the event had 
manifest effects on the spirits of most of us for 
many weeks afterwards. 

J. L. MCCARTHY (Captain, '96 to '98), who 
bids fair to rival his father's position among the 
Catholic Irishmen in Australia sent us a souvenir 
from that fhr-off land. It consisted of a splendid 
medal, which he wished should be competed for 
by the football team. The coveted trophy fell 
to J. Clifford, by whom it was indeed well 
deserved. 

OUR Chapel has been decorated. The 
painting, the marble entablature and the carved 
oak panelling combine to render it a perfect 
ge m. Many thanks are due to the kind and 
generous benefactor who has enabled our Rector 
thus to complete a noble work. 

Owixo to the scaffolding in the Church the 
ceremonies of Holy Week were much impeded. 
We were unable even to have Teneôrae or the 
usual evening devotions. For the same reason 
we were obliged to erect a May Altar on the 
second corridor, and could not have the pro-
cession of the Blessed Sacrament on the least of 
Corpus Christi. 

Si'. P\TIucK's DAY, though always celebrated 
with great solemnity, was this year rendered 
specially memorable. During the High Mass, 
Father Beichmans Byrne, C. I'., then the guest  

of Rev. Father Rector, ascended the altar and 
delivered a stirring eloquent panegyric on our 
National Saint. He told us of the heroic stead-
fastness of our forefathers and exhorted us to 
follow faithfully in their footsteps. 'T'here were 
few, even amongst the youngest of his audience, 
who were not deeply moved. 

Ri.tv. M. MCMAH0N, S.J., now familiar to 
many of our readers, visited his old Alma Mater 
last August, after returning from his 'l'ertianship 
in Belgium. He remained with us some weeks 
and conducted the annual retreat of time Apos-
tolical Students. All were delighted with his 
lectures. They were eminently practical, and 
his striking illustrations, drawn from many 
strange experiences of life, will not he quickly 
forgotten by his hearers. Wreak  health, we 
regret to add, has prevented his returning to his 
Mission of S. Africa this year. He is engaged 
at present in the work of the ministry at Leigh, 
Lancashire. 

W.t are glad that the study of Irish history, 
which received such an impetus last year from the 
Professor of First of Grammar, is being pursued 
this year with still greater ardour. Indeed, we 
have reason to hope that in the near future this 
movement will result in the study of the Irish 
language itself becoming a recognised part of 
the College curriculum. 

MANY of the Fathers of the Community were 
absent during Easter week, having to attend at 
the Provincial Congregation which was then 
being held in Dublin. On the evening of their 
return we treated them to a display of fireworks. 
There were tar barrels in abundance, but, un-
fortunately the preparations were also somewhat 
tardy. 

\Tldiiv REVrRENn FATHER PROvINcIAl. paid 
us his customary visit in the early days of May. 
Our Captain and Secretary went up and were 
awarded the usual play day. Oh, that Captain 
How lie did cheer on his men that (lay while 
they slogged the Community team all over the 
field. Perhaps posterity will cheer on the day 
when his own turn conies to be slogged. 

THE lay boys' retreat, which ends on the 
Feast of St. Michael, was this year conducted by 
Rev, Fr. M. Phelan, S.J. 'I'lie memory of the 
retreat he gave us two years ago had remained 
vivid in the minds of those who had heard it, 
and our fomidlest wish was satisfied when we 
learned that we were to hear him again this year. 
Needless to say how fully Fr. Phelan's lectures 
realised our expectations. 

ON the evening of June 24th we assembled as 
usual in the Great Hall to hear the last will 
and testament of the dying scholastic year. 

The report o' the Rev. Prefect of Studies was 
pithy, interesting de more, and satisfactory to a 
degree. The spirit of work during the year left 
nothing to be desired. In several of the Univer-
sity classes the masters had to exert all their 
authority in restraining the ardour for study. 
One ardent aspirant after honours in Science 
had a system of looking-glasses so arranged as 
to direct on to the pages of his book all the 
stray rays which reached his cot from the lamp, 
the fire, and the moon—and the shooting-stars I 

In the distribution of prizes for the preparatory 
classes, which followed the reading of the report, 
the principal prizes were as follows 

FIIIST OF GRAMMAR. 
1"nssr IN Cl.Ass---J. Fitzgerald. 
ENni.isn—J. 1"itzgcrald. 
l.ATIN—W. Griffin. 
itt A_rim tMvrlcs—\V. Griffin. 
FRENCH— C. 'l'iglme 

(;IKRK—M. Sweeney. 
Pit IZE FOR PROGRESS- —P. Stanley. 
PimizE FOR DILIGENcE—P. O'Dwyer. 

SECOND oF GRAMMAR. 
1'iasi' ix CLASS—P. Trace)'. 
LATIN--l'. Tracey. 
Exem.msii—P. Tracey. 
FRENcII—P. Tracey. 
\IATIlEMA'I'1CS— C. Cashin. 

F'etzit FOR PROGRESS—J. Maloney. 
PR IZi- FOR Di t,IuENcR—J. Sweeney. 

ThIRD OF GRAMMAR. 
FIRST IN CI.Ass—1-I. Byrne. 
ENGI.lsII—M. H. Fenre, 
LATIN—II. Byrne. 
FRENch—C. McDermott. 
PRIZES FOR DILIGENCE AND PROGRESS—A. Curr. 

The SPECIAL PRIZES were distributed as follows:—
In the Senior Lay Division E. O'Neill gained Rev. Fr. 
Rector's much-coveted prize for first place in the Exam-
ination on Religious Knowledge; and George Barry 
arried it off among the Apostolics. 
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The Prizes for Catechist,, in the Second and Third 
Divisions fell to W. Fitzgibbon and C. Tighe respectively. 

The First Prize in Declamation was won by P. O'Kane 
in the Lay Boys' Division, and by P. Turner among the 
Apos'ohcs. 

OUR Debating Society is doing splendidly. 
Speakers and sympathizers are usually very 
earnest, and the consequence is that the debate 
evenings are amongst the most exciting and 
interesting we have. 

During last Christmas vacation, a motion that 
The action of America in seizing the Spanish 

Colonies does not deserve our sympathy," aroused 
the keenest discussion. It was carried by a 
very small majority, owing in no slight degree to 
a telling and eloquent speech of the Rev. Mr. 
Corcoran, who spoke towards the end of the 
debate, 

"That Gladstone merits a public monument 
from the Irish people" was warmly discussed on 
two successive evenings. Rev. Mr. Corcoran, 

P. Turner, Ti. Cronin, F. Fahey, and others 
opposed it on the ground that Gladstone was 
forced by the Fenian movement and the Par-
nellite party to make whatever concessions he 
did make to Ireland; that the value of these (i.e. 
the Church Disestablishment, Land Act, etc.,) was 
very much exaggerated; that his only solidly use-
ful measure (i.e. the Home Rule Bill), he did not 
bring to a successful issue, though he could have 
done so; that he is to a large extent account-
able for the present disintegrated state of the 
Irish Parliamentary Party ; and finally, that we 
have already far too many statues erected in Ire-
land to Englishmen, while our native heroes are 
neglected. 

Rev. Father Cahill, Rev. Mr. MacKenna, M. 
Curley, P. Ennis, and others who supported the 
motion, denied that Gladstone could have forced 
the Home Rule Bill through the Lords, or that 
the present state of the Irish Party could he  

aid to his charge; and showed his friendliness 
towards Ireland even from the early stages of 
of his public career. They placed their principal 
reliance, however, on the facts that (s) lie was 
the first great English statesman who dealt with 
the Irish question from a just and sympathetic 
standpoint, thus opening up a new phase in the 
history of the relations between the two coun- 
tries; (2) and that his name is identified and 
inextricably wound up in the minds of Irishmen 
all the world over, with Home Rule, the great 
national aspiration of the Irish people, which lie 
has brought to a stage at which its final triumph 
is practically secure. 	The motion was finally 
carried by a majority of four. 

A mock trial got up last October by the 
Senior I ay Boys proved an immense success. 
The interest of the audience never seemed to 
flag during the two successive nights which the 
trial occupied, and though the prisoner was 
finally acquitted by the jury, lils fate was <ltittht-
ful up to the last moment, the judge's summing 
up and charge to the jury being of an u a favour-
able character. \Ve hope to Sec more of such 
representations (luring the year. 

LasT autumn the Lay Boys' Second Club and 
junior Apostolics had an extreme]' pleasant day 
at Adare. After examining the magnificent old 
Franciscan Abbey and ruined castle in the 
demesne, they were shown through Lord Dun- 
raven's Manor I-louse, which is extremely 
beautiful, and contains very many interesting 
memorials and antiquarian curiosities. 

The favoured few who remained with us 
during the summer vacation had several excur- 
sions, one of which was to Kilkee, August 28th. 
'Tis jolly to lay one's hand on Ocean's wave--to 
tumble in the seething foam off the I )uggerna 
but, assuredly, the tit-bit of such a day is the 
river trip. Going down in the morning, the 
Shannon unfolds its richest treasures—Bunratty 
Castle, backed by the woods of Cratloe; Foynes, 
Kildysart, and Cahercon ; then the lovely de-
mesnes owned by Lord Monteagle and the Knight 
of Glin ; and last, but not least, Scattery's holy 
isle. Coming back in the evening, when the 
splendour of the day is past, when the beacon- 
lights are faintly glimmering, and the steamer, 
like some huge phantom, glides swiftly over the 
dark waters, one experiences feelings undefinable. 

On Monday, September 25th, the Honours-
men and many of the Community excurred to 
Ballybunion. Seven hours there ; tossing about 
in the rolling sea, or rambling over the caverned 
cliffs. Then in the evening a first-class carriage; 
a little nap, a snatch of song, and finally a drive 
to the College in the pale moonlight. The day 
was a huge success. Many happy returns. 

Prefect 	... 	,., EDMUND J. O'NEILL, 
Sccvc/ary and J''i'sC Assistant ... JAMES F. CLirFolsix 
Second Assistant ... 	... I'A'I'RIcK O'KANE. 
Sao-is/an 	,.. 	... JosEi'ii 1loRA. 

We have heard it said that a Sodality well conducted, 
and under the guidance of a wise and holy director, must 
on,,1', he a help aol a l,lessin,', not only to it' own old,,- 

l,ers, but to the whole community am-mg whom the 
Sodalists live. This, in fact, we see exemplified in our 
own case. The Sodality is flourishing, and the good 
results of its influence are apparent over the whole 
College, for the Socialists themselves seem to realise the 
obligation they are under of promoting true piety among 
the students by every means in their power. 

At the end of last term there were sonic forty-five 
students in the Sodality. Of the twenty who then left the 
College, seven were Apostolical students, and almost the 
same number of Lay-boy Sodalists, six namely, have gone  

to different places to begin their ecclesiastical studies lot 
the priesthood. To all we most sincerely wish every 
blessing and success. 

The Apostleship of Prayer and of Study continue also 
to flourish and to bring forth great fruit among the 
students. 	Last year, only two, Joseph Horan and 
William Irwin, both Lay-boys, cained the much-coveted 

distinction of the medal of the sixth decoration. 	At 
present we have in the College nine boys that have won 
the privilege of wearing the medal, viz. 

Daniel Daly, Michael Curley, William B. O'Connor, 
Francis l"ahev, James Shiel, George Horan, Edmund J. 
O'Neill, Joseph I-loran, and James F. Clifford. 

May they each and all ever prove zealous and devoted 
clients of the Sacred Heart, whose badge they have the 
privilege of wearing. 

JAMES t". Crnn'osu (2nd Arts), 
Sec. Sodality B. V.M. 
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DscRIuTIoN OF DicoRAT1vL WORK, 
1\UNGRT COLLEGE CHAPEL, 

THE Chapel of Mungret College, already in 
itself one of the most important and beau-..
tiful Collegiate Chapels in the country, 

has of late been further beautified in its internal 
decorations, at a cost of nearly 	I,200. 

The scheme of decorations, originated by and 
carried out in every detail under the guidance of 
the Very Rev. Rector, is unique so far as Col-
legiate Chapel decorations are concerned in 
Ireland. 

The architectural style of the Chapel is four-
teenth century Gothic, the apse on plan being 
five sides of an octagon, lighted by four two-light 
windows ; these windows are in stained glass, 
and represent various subjects. 

The chancel arch, separating chancel from 
nave, is of most graceful proportions, supported 
on each side with marble columns, surmounted 
by capital and abacus, richly moulded and 
carved, and supported by brackets, carved and 
otherwise ornamented. 

The nave contains four bays on each side, in 
each a two-light window, the upper portion of 
which is filled with representation of saint and 
cherubs, with surrounding ornament, the lower 
portion being filled with geometric work of 
refined and subdued colouring. 

The wall decoration of chancel as high as 
string course is carried Out in marble of various 
descriptions and colours; the plinth being of 
St. Anne's marble, the dado Numidian marble, 
the upper portion Sicilian marble, decorated 
with elaborate design, incised, and parts filled 
with heraldic wax, making it absolutely per-
manent; the remainder being gilt solid. 

The angles are ornamented with marble 
columns of Emperor's Red on Sicilian marble 
bases and plinths, all highly polished. 

The upper portion of walls and splays of 
windows arc decorated in a most elaborate man-
ner, the colour, though rich, being quiet and 
subdued; the angle columns are highly decorated 
in gold and colours, the pattern being geometric, 
the spaces being filled with ornaments on a 
gold ground, giving a very rich effect. The 
spandrils over windows contain angels holding  

scrolls with suitable inscription. The side wall 
is decorated, and over sacristy door is a painting 
representing the foundation of the Society of 
Jesus, surrounded by a decorative frame, and in 
itself forming part of the decorations. 

The sacristy entrance is lined with marble, 
decorated in the same manner as wall panels. 
The arms of the Society are carved in panel on 
this side; in the centre panel on opposite side 
is an inscription 

1898. 
THE DECORATIONS 

OF 'ri-us cnucir GIVEN AS 

AN HUMBLE OFFERING TO GOD FROM 

LLE\VEI,1.YN J. BLAKE, OF CI.OUGIIIIALLYMORE, 

DESIRING THAT HE, HIS WIFE, FATHER, 

MOThER, IIRO'I'HERS, AND SISTERS 

SUM.!. PARTICIPATE IN THE 

SACRIFICES '10 BE DAILY 

OFFERED IN THIS 

cuucu or 
5113 sORE'!' 

COLLEGE. 

The chancel arch is highly decorated in gold 
and colours, the front containing panel in gold 
ornament. 

The nave is decorated in various tints and 
ornament, but in less elaborate style than the 
chancel; the wall over organ gallery is decorated 
with large panel, diapered and bordered, con-
nected with battlemented ornament on each side; 
panels under organ gallery contain angels hold-
ing shields with arms of the Society. 

The lower portion of the nave walls are pan-
elled in oak work of the most graceful design; 
the panels, pointed Gothic in shape, are sur-
mounted by a frieze carved in foliated ornament, 
capped by a cresting of elaborate design as high 
as string course below windows; the end wall 
under gallery is treated similarly. This portion 
of the work, being executed in best seasoned 
material, requires no varnishing or polishing, the 
natural colour and grain of the wood being 
retained with excellent effect. 

JOHN EARLEY, 
Camden Art Works, Dublin. 
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UR first entertainment was 

'.' 

on the evening of Decent 
her 3rd, the Feast of St. 

Francis Xavier. 	Mr. 

'• 
/ 

Michael Enright, as- 
sisted by 	M. Jack 
O'Brien, 	the 	well- 

known baritone, itofle, furnished us with one 
of the most enjoyable and pleasant 

1. 
/ 0 

evenings SVC have had for it long time. 

- 	,. 	' 	•. 
" Mi. Enright's Song of 	The  Gift 

merits special praise. 	Another of his 

.j. songs, ' ' Robert Emmet," which we 

4 then 	heard 	for 	the 	first 	time, 	has 

\ 	' 
since become a popular song in the 
College. 

Mr. Jack O'Brien contributed both 
as a reciter and it singer. 	Ilis humor- 
ous 	talc 	of 	" Pat's 	Entry 	into 
Heaven "  " elicited roars of laughter. 

- The proceedings were further varied 
by most 	beautiful selections on 	the - 
gramaphonc and the mandoline. 

SECOND ENTERTAINMENT. 

Our second entertainment Look place on the eve of the 
Christmas hol idavs. The programme promised something 
good, and we all anxiously asts itecl the opening. 

C. Perry, who then made his auu/mt  on the Mungret 
stage as it comic singer, proved himself is veritable 

Hidden Gem." His rendering of ' Matt II annigan's 
Aunt " was splendid. 	J. Corr gave his recitation, 

Casal,iarica Annotated," in first-rate style, and was 
encored again and again. P. Turner, now a well-known 
figure, also recited well. 

The great event of the evening, however, was the 
farce, The Birthplace of Podgers," one of time best ever 
put before a Mungret audience. The acting was almost 
faultless. Where each did his part so well, it is hard to 
choose any one for special commendation. But I'. 
O'Kanc, as Tom Cranky, acquitted himself so exception-
ally well that we cannot refrain front giving hint a special 
mention, Ile looked fully what he professed to be, 

a hard-working man," and so well did he personate the 
rude, rough ways of poor Tom, that the O'Kane person-
ality was for the time completely forgotten, and the 
audience thought only of the doings and history of 
Honest Toni Cranky. 

PROGRAMME. 
PART 1. 

l'IANO Out-: r.....'' Tarantelle, 01). 54 "N Rzth1nm'1n 
Masters E. O'Neill and II. McDermott. 

HUMOROUS SONG.,." Matt. lIannigan's Aunt ".. French 
Master G. Perry. 

Soao .....................The Bugler -- ----------------- Pinsuli 
Master E. O'Neill. 

RECITATION .....Casabianca, annotated " -------------
MasterJ. Corr. 

VIOLIN SOLO..." Home, Sweet Home ".. err, by Farmer 
Master J. McGrath. 

RECIt-A-rIoN .....The Doctor in Distress ............ — 
Master P. Turner. 

HUMOROUS SoNG.....The Baby on the Shore" Grossmifh 
Master J. Scallan. 

PART tI. 
"THE ithl•FIIPLACE OF PODGERS." 

(A Farce in One Act, by J. l-lollingshead). 

Torn Cranky (a Working Man) .., Master P. 0' Kane 
Mr. Erasmus Marcsnest (a Literary (, 	Master E. O'Neill Enthusiast) 
EdnsundEarl'bird(.ssutortoMares. 1. Master J. II. Power nest's dattghtcr) 	 I 
Alonso Lexicon (Secretary of' The 

Society for the Encouragement 	Master J. Horan 
of Literature ") 	... 	- - 

Jack Mooncr(Mcmi,er of the same 	
Master T Lynch Society) 

First Photographic Artist .....Master I. I leelan 
Second Photographic Artist......Master P. Byrnes 
Mortal l'odgers 	 Master C. McDermott 
Two Boys 	......Masters J. Byrne and C. Perry 
Master Tom Maresnest 	 Master C. Tighe 
Mrs. Cranky (a Working Woman) Master I). O'Donaglitie 

THIRD ENTERTAINMENT. 

This was prepared by the Apostolical students during 
the Xmas recess and presented a short time after the re-
opening of classes. ''The White Florse of the Peppers," 
which was the piece selected, is sufficiently well-known. 
The scene is in Ireland, in the year 169o, and the story 
principally deals with the treatment accorded in Ireland 
to a Dutch military man, Major Hans hlansfcldt, who is 
desirous of possessing the cattle and lands of Ballygarth, 
the property of the Peppers. The different characters 
were personated well. J. Corr deserves special praise 
for the manner in which he played the Dutchman, 
which was the most difficult role to sustain. The inci-
dental music was swell rendered the duet sung by Tint 
Buckley and 1'. O'Callaghan could not have been (lotte 
better, and the continuous applause of the audience 
showed that it was appreciated. 

PROGRAMME. 
"THE \VlH'I'E HORSE OF THE l'El>PERS." 

(A Drama in Two Acts.) 

t)RAMAtts S'ERSON,-ld. 

Colonel Cheshatsi .........Master Frank Fahey 
Major Ihaus 1 Iansfeldt 	......Master Joseph Corr 
Darby l)onaghsuc --- 	--- 	--- Master James Burke 
Gerald Pepper 	.........Master Ml. Curley 
Gerald Pepper, junr. (his Son) 	Master 1'. O'Callaghan 
l'hzmudrig (a faithful Dependent) ... Master T. Buckley 
Lawyer Blake 	.........Master James Shiel 
Portreeve 	.........Master Pk. Bresnahan 

Burgesses, Villagers, &c. 

Scene lies in Ireland, in the year 1690. 

SYNOPSIS OF SCRNRS, 
Act t.—Scene t—An Interior of Ballygarth house. 

Scene 2—Village Inn. 
Act 2.—Scene t—The Heath. Scene 2—The Ruined 

Castle. Scene 3---The Heath.—Scene 4—Interior 
of Ballygarth, as 1st Act. 

Incidental Music. 
OVERTURE ...... ........ La Revue ----- ................... Behr 
ENTR'ACTE .............. Violin Solo ....... Master G. [-loran 
SONG ..........'' His Love Shines over all 

Master P. O'Callaghan 
Owe-............. Our Childhood's j Master P. O'Callaghan 

I-Ionic" 	I 	Master T. Buckley 
- 	 Chorus of Villagers. 

SON.. ................. ..0 Native Music " Master T. Buckley 
SONG......................The Rover .......Master M. Curley 

Master T. Buckley 
DUET----------The Convent Bell 	Master Jas. Burke 
SONG AND CHORUS..." Never Despur" Master Jas. Burke 
GRAND FINALE ............. .......... .God Bless Mungret 

FOURTH ENTERTAINMENT. 

This year, as last, a number of gentlemen from the 
City, all past students of Jesuit Colleges, afforded us a 
very enjoyable evening on Shrove Monday. The party 
of nine comprised some of the best vocalists and instru-
mentalists of the South of Ireland, and the singing and 
playing were, as might naturally be expected, of a very 
superior kind. Mr. Frank MacNansara, who has since, 
we are told, charmed a London audience, sang in splendid 
style. A special word of thanks is dste to Mr. lictreed, 
who, at the cost of much personal inconvenience, organ-
iced and conducted the concert. 

We had a further reason for entertaining pleasant 
recollections of that. evening. At the close Mr. iletreed 
reminded Rev. Fr. Rector that as this was the third 
annual concert given by the party, it should he " marked 
out " by some means or another. 	I-he suggested then 
that the boys should get an extra " play (lay." The 
appeal was too strong to be refused, and Fr.Rector 
increased our Easter holidays, giving us three days for 
our Sports instead of two. As the readier may see in the 
accounts of the Sports, that third (lay proved the most 
enjoyable of all. 

PROGIIA MIME. 
t'ART I. 

I INs-rRUMENrAt. OVERTURE— 
The Caliph of Bagdad --------- --- Boc/dieu 

The Concert Party. 
2 SON( ....... " Hear the wild winds blow ---------- - Mattel 

Mr. Frank MacNamara. 
3 Coattc Soao ..'' I've got him on the List "Sullivan 

Mr. James 11. Hall. 
4 SONG.................My Dreams .... ..... .... ..... Denza 

Mr. Jas. S. Gaffney. 
5 CORNET SOLO ,..." Selection ...................... 	- 

Mr. John Spillane. 
6 Comic Soao.. ........ Lu-lu ........................Dame 

Mr. W. P. 1-letreed. 
7 SONG.............The Romany Lass".............. Adams 

Mr. Peter Cronin, 
S Rieci-r.-vrtoc ... ........ Comic ....... .... .. ..... ....- 

Mr. James C. O'brien, 
9 Soteo .........The Village Blacksmith ............. Weiss 

Mr. David 'l'mdmarsh. 
ho GLEF ......"The \-Vincls Whistle Cold" --------- Bis/to, 

The Concert Party. 
PART It. 

I QUARrErrE..''Farewell,but whenever "..Ar, byl3a/fe 
The Concert Party. 

2 SONG ......... ..... Only Once More".. I .............. Moir 
Mr. Peter Cronin. 

3 BANJO Soi.o........."  March .........................Rescic 
- Mr. Geo. Spillane. 

4 Coetc SoNG..."A Nautical Yarn ............ P. French 
Mr. William P. Iletreerl. 

SONG ............. .The Troop Ship" ......... St. Quentin 
Mr. James S. Gaffney. 

6 Coatic SONG, "The Duke of Plaza Toro "...Sullivan 
Mr. james 11. Hall. 

7 SONG ......."The Yeoman's Wedding"... Poniatows/ei 
Mr. John Spillane. 

S SONG ,\ND DANCE, ''All Among the Roses "Cutler 
Messrs. Cronin, hall, and l'idmarsh. 

9 SON ..  .............. .A Soldier's Song ...........Ma.sclzero,zi 
Mr. Frank MacNamara. 

to INSTRUMENTAL MARCH— 
The Jolly Coppersmiths ............ . Peters 

The Concert Party. 

FIFTH ENTERTAINMENT. 

This was given on Shrove Tuesday. Both singing and 
playing were good. J. Scallan sang his comic song, 
'''lis lucky I keep may temper," in right good style.  
Corr, whowas such a success at '' Casabianca," recited

J.  
 

The Charge of the Light Brigade." It, too, was 
annotated,' and the laughter it caused was immense. 

P. O'Kamse appeared as a singer for the first time, and 
was, of course, received with insmneuse applause. His 
song, " I Borrowed It," was encored again and again. 
I'. Turner brought down the house with his comic 
recitation, in which he ''sang the praises of B ullingar." 
['he entertainment closed with it consedietta, " Done on 
both Sides." It was, we must say, exceedingly well 
done on all sides, Joe Byrne, George Perry, Christie 
Tighe, utmidl W. let 'Ielligott sustaining folly their already 
iron reputation as comic actors. W. Curr wits  perfect 
Mrs. Witihiles. 

J'JIOGJIA MIME. 

PART I. 

I l'iareo 1'meio ........ West lisd Trio -- ------------- D'A/hcrl 
Masters J. McGrath, F. O'Neill, and J. Scallan. 

2 Cosuc SoNo--- --  - --is lucky I keep my temper".. Grain 
Master J. Scallan. 

3 Viot.is Sor.o..." Colleen Dhas Crutheen ........ -- 
Master J. McGrath. 

4 RECITATION_  The Charge of the Light Brigade 
Master Joseph Corr. 	Tennyson 

5 SONG...............On the Goodlsvins ........ ---1cm/cm/ni 
Master E. O'Neill. 

6 Coiit: SONG ........ I Borrowed It ......... ... MeG/canon 
Master P. O'Kane. 

7 SONG..................  The Mariner .....................Die/cl 
Master Charlie Casey. 

8 RECITATION ......... ..hluIlingar ........ .......... Rank/ne 
Master P. Turner. 

t'istt.  tt. 

"DONE ON IiOTI-h SIDES." 

(A Coniedietta.) 

CILARACTIdRS: 
Mr. \Vlnflk's (a retired though not 	Master Jos. Byrne 

rail- mb' Government official) ... I 
Hr. J olin Brossnjohn (an imecu- 	George Perry 

nious swell) 	... 	... 	... I 
Mr. Pygmalion Phibbs (fromthe ' 	Chris. Tighe 

Mrs. Whiffles 	::: . 	 ,,WilliaraCurr 
Augustus (her son—a decidedly 	, W. M'Elligott 

bidden genius) ......... 

ANTHEM I 
"God Bless Mungret." 

OUR SOCIAL GATIThRINGS. — 
i\ltisic iiiitli charms to soothe it savage breast, 
To soften rocks, or bend a knotted oak. - C'ong-rcvc. 
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SIXTH ENTERTAINMENT. 
Our last entertainment was on March 17th, the Feast 

of our great Apostle. The programme contained " much 
that was Irish ;" we may, perhaps, venture to suggest 
that a thorough-going Irish concert is most suitable for 
that day of days to all Irishmen. We had, however, very 
many items which were all that the most exacting could 
desire, and even the " comics" were very well rendered. 
E. O'Neill sang " Robert Emmet " exceedingly well, and 
the same may be said of J. Burke on his rendering of 

Paddies Evermore." It was to be James' last appear-
ance on the Mungret stags as he was to leave Ireland for 
the Far West at the end of the year. Most heartily do 
we wish him every SUCCCSS in the great and noble work 
to which he has devoted himself. 

PRO GRAiIfllE. 
PART I. 

PIANO i'siO ---------- Silver Trumpets ................ Viviani 
Masters J. McGrath, E. O'Neill and J. Scallan. 

COMIC SON- --------- One of the Family,  ................ 
Master Chas. McDermott. 

SONG...................Robert Lmmet ................... -- 
Master F. O'Neill. 

REcITArION...'' The Last of the Leprechauns ". Anon. 
Master P. Turner. 

PIANO Solo......."Null Mil Mesta " ............... Ross/ni 
Master Malt. Bourke. 

Cossic SONG..." Or words to that eftèct .. ............. Carp 
Master J. Scallan. 

SIRING QUARTETTE.....La Carità .................. //aSs mi 
The Orchestra. 

PART II, 
REcITArION ........ A Lay of Kilcock" ................1non. 

Master Jos. Corr. 
SoNG.................Paddies Evermore"............. 

Master Jas. Burke. 
INSTRUMENTAL PIECE— 

Irish Quadrilles " ........... lWcGuirk 
The Orchestra. 

RECITATION........  .he Priest's Leap .............. Vu//ivan 
Master Ed. O'Neill. 

COMIC SONG....... ''  Betsy Wareing ................. Walker 
Master Geo. Perry. 

INsrRtr5tlts....Al. l'IRcE-- 
by Symphony- ............... A'o,slhoV 

(Violins, Nightingales, Cuckoo, Quail, Rattle, 
Triangle, Bells, Drums, Trumpets and Piano) 

The Orchestra. 
GRAND 1-'INA[.F.........................God Bless i\Eungret " 

The Choir. 
During the year we had a number of quasi-concerts 

and social gatherings on a small scale. They were 
mostly very enjoyable, but space does not allow us to give 
details. 

M. CIJRLEY (BA. Class.)  

cheer which followed, was well deserved. Were 
it not for Peter, the House would have had 
another tale to tell. As it was, they were twice 
victorious, the score standing at 4  to i and 2 to 

in their favour." 
Soon myself and the old football became 

great chums. Often in the dead of night, when 
all my companions were asleep, I would steal 
tiptoe down the big Staircase and along the great 
corridor to listen to the old ball recounting the 
stories of his early days. 

Long years ago," he Nvould say, ''I roved 
o'er my native highland hills, free as the winds 
of heaven. At night the soft mountain heather  

boys rushed at itte and bullied me fearfully. 
One big, red-headed boy took me up in his 
hands, told me I was a very good ball, and, as a 
mark of his appreciation, gave me a terrific kick. 
I hopped about in great agony for a short time 
then, watching my opporttt11ty, I made straight 
at him ; he tried to dodge me, but I got right 
home, and landed him between the two eyes. 
Next day the Prefect said I was not to appear on 
the gI-avel any mole, and later I was promoted 
to active service in the field." 

Have you any practical hints to give which 
might be of use to new and inexperienced 
balls ? 

Have you ever noticed how an old mart's eye 
kindles and his pains are forgotten while he 
recounts the deeds of his youth? 'Tis the same 
with an old football I know of, in the press be-
neath the stairs. The mere recollection of some 
hotly-contested game makes that old hail hop 
around, regardless of the stitches in his sides. 

"1)o you remember," says he to me one day, 
the fierce battles which Limerick and the 

Tipps waged against the House last Carnival? 
It was in the second that I received the rarest 
box in my existence. Tom, our champion hun-
dred, had forced me well up the field ; the 

n 
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halves were passed, and Power was getting 
anxious between the County posts, when Clifford 
—the man in the gap--relieved splendidly with 
a long kick to Maloney. To avoid I-loran's 
charge, Maloney passed me over to Heelan on 
the left wing. Joe dodged the half, and, getting 
in a grand left-footer, sent me high, straight as 
an arrow, for the House goal. The CoUnties 
were preparing for a loud huzzah. McDonough 
was in goal. He clenched his fists, drew them 
in together to his chest, then out and UJ). He 
met me fair, and sent me soaring in the air, 
back again into the midst of the fray. The 

jDLESoNA[ !LMINISCNCS Of AN AmD EOOThALL. 
was my couch, and the morning sun played with 
the dewdrops till my smooth and glossy coat 
seemed bespattered with myriads of sparkling 
diamonds. Those were glorious days. 'l'hen 
came the leathering 	Site]) a tanning. I was 
awfully cut up after it, and soon began to feel 
those stitches in my sides. Then I was packed off 
to school, and surely never was entrance into 
a public school more miserable than mine. On 
the very night of my arrival I got a terrible 
blowing-up from the Prefect, and the following 
morning, when I appeared on the gravel, all the 

Yes," says he ; ''tell them always to make 
for the middle of a crowd, for there everybody 
Will he too busy kicking everybody else's shins 
Lo bother about the ball. 'Fell them also to 
beware of the barbed fence round the football 
field. I got stuck on it once, and lost all my 
breath. The Prefect then told a big fellow to 
catch hold of my tongue, and while I was in 
that defenceless state he blew me up. Moral 
suasion is a thing I do not like ; but when I 
refused to be blown up any more he laced me. 

C. J. 
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 A'l'I-ILETIC SPORTS. 

COMMITTEE. 

W. MALONEY. 
I lORAN. 	J. CL' FORt). 
11. I'osvit,t. 	T. J. PRY. 

Sharter-J. 1-lORAN. 
/zee/ie-M. Cuat.it". 
7'ieeee/.-cePei-I. 11. l'owi-:tc. 

By a now time- honoured custom, the Iwo days after 
Easter are consecrated to our Annual Sports. This year, 
however, at the request of the past students who gave us 
a very peaut concert on Shrove >1 sllsy, IF. Rector 

1tE0INNtNOt liE ttAI.i--)Itt.lt---tttiRi) CI.UI 

granted an additional day. No effort was spared by our 
industrious Captain to make the Sports it success. Both 
he and the members of the Committee worked, we had 
almost said, night and (lay but Certainly they worked 
hard, and, we may add, their clibrts were successful, for 
the Sports of '99 have been Pronounced to be unequalled 
by any within the memory of those whose recollection 
extends farthest into previous years. 

The field was all that could lie desired. It made it 
pretty picture, the bright April sun shining in all its 
glory on the neat pavilions, the bunting fluttering in the 
breeze, and the eager little figures in their brilliant running 
suits, 'C  proud as Punch," running hither and thither. 

Considerable trouble had been caused in previous years 
by competitors in the hundred yards crossing each other. 
Matters were this year simplified by the course being 
taped out so as to allow six to run in a heat. 

The running was excellent. The heats of the " hun-
dreds " were specially exciting, the First Club of the Lay 
Boys and the Senior Apostolies being exceptionally good. 
In the former T. Pey won a splendid final, whilst in the  

'>- 

latter I'. llresnahan won as good, though not so exciting 
a race. T. Pey was decidedly the best all-round man in 
the Lay Division. lie established a College record in 
the long jrttnp-2t feet TO inches ; and would have 
pressed 1-leelan hard in the high jump, had he not be-
come temporarily insensible to everything. 

I. >.lcAvin, with only a len yards oil scratch, came in 
easy lustier in the half-mile. 1. .'sleGrath won a good 
mile. We regret that soirow for the loss of his brother 
should have juevented Joseph II oran from contesting 
It is, his favorite race. 

flu' competition in the TItled Club was very bees. 
M ichael Power bids fair to break 
the records of his far-famed 
fellow-townsman, T. F. 1< ic)>. 
Little wonder if the fair cities 
by the Suit proclitce such athletes, 
patronized as they are by that 
ardent lover of Irish sport and 
pastime, their beloved Arch-
bishop. Among the Senior 
Apostolics I'. Bresnahan captured 
itiarty a coveted trophy, as did T. 
O'Brien attiring the Jr niors. The 
latter promises far greater things 
among the Seniors in future yeisrs. 

As usual, on the evening of the 
second clay the subsidiary events 
began--the time for fun and rer-
riment. Greater numbers than 
usual competed in the sack races 
and the Siamese races, with the 
result that the usual tumbling, 
rolling, and cheering were multi- 
plied. 	On account of the rain, 
the tug-of-war had to be post. 
ported, but when it did come off 
It was excellent in both Lay and 
Apostolical Divisions, The sides 
were evenly matched, and it was 

only after a series of "1)1111 s" that a decision could he given. 
The two first days of our Sports were now over. The 

secret as to how Wednesday was to lie spent had not yet 
been divulged outside the cat net meetings of the Commit-
tee. There were, however, many rumours in the air, for it 
was known that something was a-brewing. \Vednesday 
morning found our " Joannes Factotum " engaged in 
arranging on the field what seemed to be jumps for it 
miniature steeplechase. " Arra I how do I know what 
they're for?" he replied to our anxious queries, "Maybe. 
they're goin' to put the gorsoots at them." They rib) 
rot, however ; they were preparing for a donkey race. 
It was it new departure, and was a great success. About 
a score of donkeys came in from the village and the 
surrounding country to compete for the prizes, and the 
fun anti excitement could scarcely be surpassed. There 
were four heats, and the two first of each were reserved 
for the final, when use excitement became so intense 
that the spectators, no longer able to control themselves, 
broke the ropes, and all was confusion at the winning post. 
After great difficulty the winners were decided to be.- 

Galteemore 	... 	... 	- . - 	I 
Pride of the Village 	... 	... 2 
Bucephalets 	.. 	.. 	. - - 	3 

The winning riders were cheered most heartily as they 
rode out, hearing each his well-merited price. 

Another new departure was an obstacle race, the cause 
of as much fun as the donkey race, though not quite so 
exciting. The obstacles were ingeniously arranged, and 
were meant to he a test of the quickness of the com-
petitor's wits as well as of his athletic prowess. The 
prize-a large tin of sweets-was swung at the to)) of it 
fifty-foot pole. The winners had, as it last effort, to climb 
the pole, which was quite wet and slippery, and pluck 
off it piece of ribbon attached to the tin. Having tri-
umphantly passed the final ordeal, the winners, amid 
deafening cheers, were presented with the hard-earned 
prize. 

With this event ended what were perhaps the fullest 
and pleasantest (lays we have had in Mongrel for some 
years. 

H. CURI.Ev (B.A. Class). 
Details 

too \ausis.-J.ny BOYS. 
let Club-t, T. Pey ; 2, J. Kelly ; 3, H. Keller. Time, 
11 1-5 sees, 

2nd CIub-s,J. Lyne; 2,3-. McGrath; 
3, M. Cahill. 	Tillie, 11  3.5 55C5. 

3rd Club -1,  W. Coleman ; a, M. 
Power ; 3, C. Cashin. 	Time, 
12 2-5secs. 

Apostolirs. 

Seniors-----i, P, Bresnahan ; a, 1". 
I [artin ; 3, NV. O'Dohterty. 'I'bcte, 
10 4.5 sees- 

juniors- 1, J. Carey ; a, M. Shiel 
3, J. Curran. Time, II 2-5 sees. 

220 YAttiis.-Lay Boys. 
let Club-t. T. Pey; 2, J. O'Kezflc 
3, P. O'Kane. 'l'itste, 27 1-5 sees. 

2nd Club--i, J. McGrath ; 2, M. 
Cahill ; 3, P. Fleelan.Time, 29 2-5 
sees. 

3rd Club-I, W. Curr ; 2, G. 
O'Doherty ; 3, M. I' core. Tune, 
30 4-3 sees. 

Aposbohics. 
Seniors-i, P. Bresnahan ; 2, P. 
Turner ; 3, 'sV. O'Doltcrty. Time, 
28 4-5  sees. 

Juniors-I, M. O'Sttlliu'ats ; 2, M. Shiel ; 3, 1'. 
ney. Time, 31 2-5 sees. 

440 YARDS.-Lay Boys. 
tat Club-T. Pey ; 2, J. O'Neill 3, F. O'Neill 

57 1-5 sees. 
2nd Club-r, J. Kennedy a, F. McCarthy 

Cahill. Time, 63 1-5 sees-  
3rd Club--r, H. Power ; 2, C. O'Doherty 

Cashin. Time, 59 1-5 sees. 
Apes ho//cs. 

Seniors--I, 1". Martin ; . P. Bresnahan. 'I'ime, 59  1-5 
sees. 

Juniors-I, H. Shiel ; z, H. O'Sullivan, Time, fib 1-5 
sees. 

T-IAI.r-M1i.E.-Lay Boys. 
1st Club-i, J. MeAvin ; 2, I'. Walshe ; 3. P.  Byrnes-  

Time, 2 mm. 17 sees. 
2nd Club-i, J. McGrath ; 2, J. Kennedy ; 3, H. 

Cahill. Time, 2 mm. 33 3-5 sees. 
3rd Club-I, P. O'Dwyer ; 2, J. Byrne ; 3, J. Sheehan. 

Time, 2 mill- 37 mm. 
Apostohics. 

Seniors-I, F. l-lartin 2, P. Bresnahan ; 3, P. Kenny. 
Time, 2 min. 21 4-5 sees. 

juniors-[, J. Cantwell ; 2, M. O'Sullivan ; 3, P. O'Cal-
laghan. Time, 2 tam. 33 3-5 sees. 

120 VAitnS 1-IUEDLE RACE.-Lay Boys. 

1st Club--I. J. O'Kcef(e (w. o.) 
2nd Club-t, P. Heelan ; 2, J. Daly. Time, 23 1-5 sees. 

Aposto/ics. 
Seniors-I, NV. O'Dohcrty ; 2, P. Bresnahan Time, 

22 2-5 sect. 
3- utniors- t, 1'. O'Brien ; 2, j. Curran. Tillie, 20 1-5 sees. 

limit Justi'.-Lay Boys. 
1st Club--Won by J. IJeelan ; height, 5 ft. 33-i in. 
2nd! Club--Won by P. 1 leelan ; height, 4  ft.  5  in. 
3rd Chtih----Won by C. Perry ; height, 4  ft. a in. 

Apostolic;. 
Seniors --lVon by W. Kennedy; height, 4  ft. loin. 
juniors-Won by T. O'Brien ; height, 4  ft.  73-4 iii. 

Ior'rtu 3-us i'.-Lay Boys. 
1st Club-Won by T. Pey ; distance, 20 ft. io3-4 in. 
and Club--Won by 1'. 1 leetan ; distance, 16 ft. I i in. 
3rd Cluh--\Vuuiu it>'  W. Coleman ; distance, 15 ft. m in. 

too 5Attt)S ---1 (ri PEY WINS. 

Apostolic;. 
Seniors-Won by W. Kennedy; chistatice, 19 ft. 43-4  in. 
juniors- Won by T. O'Brien; distance, 17  ft. 113-4 Ia. 

St.INotNc; 'rilE \Vcit'i' (6 liii.) with follow. 
Lay Boys. 

1st and 2nd Clubs-Won by J. O'Neill ; distance, 
2311. 4 It). 

Aposbohics. 
Seniors-Won by W. Kennedy ; distance, 21 ft. i in. 
Juniors-Won by J. Curran ; distance, 19 ft. I 

Oxm.; Mti.s;.--Lay Boys. 
Set and 2nd Climbs-I, J. McGrath ; 2, J. O'Neill ; 3, J-  

Kelly. 	lime, j ticti. 25 sees. 
Apos/ohics. 

Seniors-I, I'. Kenny ; 2, F. Ilartin ; 3, 1'. Turner. 
Tillie, 5 miii. 40 secs. 

Juniors--I, j. Cantwell 2, I'. O'Callaghan. Tiusie, 
5 ntis. 50 2-5 

TtRb\vING -ruE Ctcciee'r BALL.-Lay Boys. 
1st and and Clubs-Won by T. Pey ; distance, 98 yards. 

Aposbo/ics.  - 
Seniors-Won by W. Kennedy ; distance, 83 >ards. 
juniors-Won by T. O'Brien ; distance, 87 yards. 

ATHLETIC SPORTS. 
Lomo,z cap/un, sz,gno/uc repeats' 

Co,n,,s/ent spatia audits', ieine;zqnc )c/in quant, 
E//)ssi u/who s/sn//is simnIiute u/hues' segnant. - Vir,'il. 



J. iloliAx. -r. J. FEY. 	Id. J. 0SEII.l.. 
I. O'KANE. 	J. II. moivEni. 	J. O}dEEi'Flr.  J SCALI.A5. C. lnCi5EsrnOTT. P. CV5NES. 

J. ili,RAN. 	lv. SlAt nails. 	J. A. 1IEISLAN. 

CRICKET Xi., 1899. 
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Appended are the scores 

4 iIIUNGRET COL1EGI(. 

13 T. J. Pey, c Bergin, b Roberts 
31 Rev. J. Whitaker, S.J., b Spain 

C. McDermott, c Kelly, b Roberts 
o J. 1-leclan, c Roberts, b Spain 
o Rev. J. Corcoran, S.J., c Roberts, h Spain 
6 P. Byrnes, b Roberts 
2 J. Horan, b Roberts 	.. 	... 	.. - 
I J. O'Keeffe, lbw, b Spain 
7 W. Maloney, b Spain ... 

• - 	I E. O'Neill, not 

9 J. Moran, c Roberts, I, Roberts 
-- I 	Extras 	... 	... 	... 
78 

U R cricket (luring the past summer 
has been a most decided success. Of 

' 

	

	course, we felt very much at first the 
loss of our efficient and popular  
Captain, John McCarthy, and it wat 
not without some misgivings that we 

/-' 	looked forward to the coming season. 
But when the elections were over, 
and William Maloney 'had been 

unanimously chosen Captain, he settled down in right 
earnest to his work, and, seconded by the able and 
energetic Secretary, Ion Horan (our present Captain), 
brought nut, perhaps, the best eleven that ever did battle 
for the A/ma Mater. 

Latent powers were brought to light during the season, 
J. O'Keeffe,  J. Horan, and C. McDermott showing won-
derful improvement both with ))at and ball. Tom Fey 
distinguished himself most at the batting, and contributed 
magnificent scores at various times during the year, his 
splendid innings of 104 in the match against the Corn-
iuunity being the most remarkable. In another match he 
scored 97,  and several times during the year he topped 
the hall-century. lie was scarcely ever dismissed for a 

duck," and never (luring the whole year gained the 
unenviable distinction of " a pair of spectacles." 

C. McDermott developed great batting powers during 
the season. Last season he had confined himself almost 
exclusively to the ball, but this year, applying himself 
diligently to the practice, he advanced with tremendous 
strides in the use of the bat, and bids fair to fill success 
fully, next season, the gap which T. Fey's absence has 
left. 

This sketch would he incomplete without a word of 
praise to J. Horan. Ile, like McDermott, had, during 
the previous season, made a specialty of bowling, but this 
year, by perseverance and patience at the nets, came to 
the front rank of batsmen, and played some very good 
innings during the season. In the field C O'Keeflc 
showed to most advantage, his picking up and returning 
being always admired. P. hymns and J. Clifford should 
also be mentioned in this department. T. Lynch filled 
the difficult position of wicket-keeper very successfully, 
and showed much improvement on the previous year. 
With the ball the honours were divided between J. Horan 
and C. McDermott, boils of whom did splendid work 
during the year. 

Our team this year contained no "stonewalls," and 
though the result of both out-snatches which we played shows 
that we had an exceptionally strong team, this class of 
batsman is always very serviceable. Few will forget how, 
a few years ago, James Tompkins, playing a steady and 
persevering game, defied all the efforts of the visitors for 
three hours, compiling the splendid score of 74.  Never-
theless, we got on very well without the " stonewalls." 
All were able to hit freely, especially T. Fey and J. 
O'Keefie, the former of whom on one occasion hit four 

boundaries" off four consecutive balls. Unlike previous 
years, we had no ''tail," and down to the very last man 
all might be relied on to score. Of those who had not 
the honor to represent the College in,tise out-matches, J. 
McAvin and J. Moran were the most promising, and 
were chosen as substitutes to the eleven. 

The first match in which the strength of the eleven was 
tried was that in which they were opposed to the Com-
munity. The rain fell in torrents during the course of the 
match, and finally play had to he abandoned, T. Pey and 
C. McDermott being " not nut," for the scores of 104 and 
46, respectively. As the Very Rev. Provincial left the 
following (lay, the 

As 
	was never resumed. 

Our first out-match was played against " the past stu-
dents of Jesuit Colleges." This year they had a very strong 
combination, and the great strength of our team was 
shown when we defeated them by 5 wickets and io8 runs. 
Details 

The College Team, having won the toss, elected to go 
to the wickets first, and sent Torn Fey and J. Byrne to 
oppose the bowling of I lowley and Lawlor. Runs came 
very fast, both 1 >atsloen punishing the bowling terribly, 
and the century was hoisted before they were separated. 
Pey was cutting and driving in splendid style, but going 
out to it long hop from Howley, fell a victim to a magnifi-
cent catch by McDonnell behind the wicket, having con-
tributed a faultless 58. McDermott now joined J. Byrne, 
and survived to see the latter's wicket fall before a swift 
ball from Howley, for a valuable contribution of 49.  The 
vacant place was filled by C. Tighe, who, failing to raise 
a tricky ball from Lawlor, sent it back to the bowler's 
hands. A clever 26 by J. O'Keeffe and a sound and 
steady 24 by J. Horan, raised the score to 186, when the 
Captain declared the innings closed. 

Howley and Lalor commenced operations for the 
visitors. Howley was clean bowled by Horan in the first 
over, with only 4  to his credit, and W. McDonnell came 
on to assist Lalor. The pair made matters somewhat 
lively, until Lalor was dismissed by Horan for a care-
fully played innings of 13. P. O'Donnell only remained 
to add 4,  and J. Ryan and J. S. Gaffney fell to C. 
McDermott in the next over. McDonnell continued to 
play finely, adding 3t before he was sent back by a swift 
ball from McDermott. J. O'Mara commenced well by 
sending McDermott twice to the boundary in the first 
over, but succumbed to a fine catch by J. Clifford oft 
Horan in the next, without further score. The other 
wickets went down fast. M. Egan was the only one who 
made a stand, bringing out his bat for 7.  The innings 
closed for 78, leaving the home leans winners by the 
decided advantage of io8 runs. 	- 

Scores 
MIJNGRET COt.LCOIt 

Ist Innings. 
T. J. Fey, c McDonnell, b Howley 	... ... 	58 
Rev. J. Whitaker, S.J., b Howley 	... .. 	49 
C. McDermott, b Howley 	... 	... ... 	4 
Rev. J. Corcoran, S.J., c Lalor, b Howley ... 	o 
J. Floran, b Howley 	... 	... 	... ... 	24 
J. O'Keeffe, c and b McDonnell 	... - 	... 	26 
W. Maloney, not out 	... 	... 	... ... 	9 
J. Clifford 
I. 	Ileclan 	... 
1'. hymns 
	

Did not bat. 

E. O'Neill 
Extras 	... 	.. 	... 	... .,. 	16 

186 

PAST STUDENTS. 
A. E. Howley, b Horan 
A. Lalor, c Maloney, b I-loran 
W. McDonnell, h McDermott 
P. E. O'Donnell, c McDermott, b Human 
J. Ryan, c Pey, b McDermott 
J. S. Gaffney, b Corcoran 
J. O'Mara, c J Clifford, b Horan 
T. Kelly, c and b Corcoran 
L. Kelly, c McDermott, b McDermott 
M. Egan, not out 
J. Moran c Fey, b McDermott 

Extras ... 

The visitors played it second innings, but no score was 
kept. 

Our next match was that against the " Old Boys," in 
which we again proved our superiority. Notwithstanding 
the fact that their team was much weaker than usual, 
they made a very good stand. As on the last occasion, 
we went first to the wickets, and were all, rather unex-
pectedly, dismissed for 90. 

The visitors began well, but though they managed to 
remain a considerable time at use wickets the runs would 
not come, and all were finally Out for 30. Following on 
they had made a similar score for the loss of 5  wickets 
when stumps were drawn. C. McDermott's bowling 
form in this match was remarkably good. He secured 8 
wickets at the cost of it runs, which comes very close on 
the record of the College of 9  wickets for 9  runs, made in 
a similar match, a few years since, by T. Roberts. 

1st Innings. 	1'Asr MIJNGRET. 	2nd Innings. 
M. Spain, lbw, c Horan $ lbw, b McDermott 
T. Roberts, b McDermott 2 lbw, I, McDermott - 

T. Kelly, run out 	•.. 0 
Rev. J. A. O'Connor, c 

Maloney b McDermott t h Horan 

J. Bergin, b M.Dermott 5 not 	nut 	......... 
J. Lynch, b McDermott 0 
J. O'Mahony, 1) McDer- 

iuott 	......... 2 not 	out 	......... 
P. Kerin, lbw, 1) McDer- 

mott 	........ 0 J. 
Purcell, c & b McDer- 
mott 	......... 2 

P. J-  Iartigan,cPey,bTloran I 
P. Ryan, not out 	... o h McDermott  

Extras 	...... 9 Extras 

30 

23 
S 

29 
0 

12 

0 
2 
0 

so 
0 

7 

90 

16 
0 

2 

.5 

2 

0 

7 

3i2 
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On our return in September there was some talk of 
another match but it was not brought about. 

The prospect of next year's cricket is anything but 
glorious. Rev. Father Whitaker shall he much missed 
by our cricket team, as well as by so many others in the 
College. 	heartily did we cheer him, year after year, 
when he sent he visitor's cricketers a-leather hunting, 
now with a splendid drive  high over the boundary, or 
again with a hard cut to the off; and when his turn came 
to bowl to us, 't is true he oft en bowled its out, but still we 
dearly loved his breaks. Some of our best players, in - 

eluding T. Pey and J. O'Keeffe, have also left ; the second 
club, however, may he able to supply some good material, 
and the able captaincy of foe 1-loran will he an invaluable 
help to the team. 

The averages of the principal batsmen areas follows 
No. of Innings. No. of Runs. Average. 

T. J. Pey 	23 	805 	35 
C. McDermott 19 	323 	17 
J. O'Kcelfe 	19 	190 	10 
J. lioran 	i8 	107 	6 
W, Maloney 	19 	509 	52 

J. A. 1-IEELAN (2nd Arts.) 

itur+ 

0 

Rgv. JAMES I-IAR'l'IUAN, C.SS.R. ('86), Moux'r Si-. A1,I'FtoNsus, LIMERICK, Nov. 15TH, 1899. 

Rgv. JOSEPH A. PHELAN, S.J. ('86), AI.BUQUERQUF:, Njw M'itxico, JULY 7TH, 1899. 

Rrv. PATRICK M. MURPHY ('88), Si'. JOHN'S Host'ITAI., LIMERICK, MAY 8TH, 1899. 

ROBE.R'l' A. O'BRIEN ('90), MONTEREY, MEXICO, Oc'i'ottiot 9TH, 1899. 

Ri.v. HENRY F. FLANA( lAN, SJ. ('4, G1sircD Co't'Ibiu, LA., U.S.A., Fiit. 5TH, 1 899. 

MICHAEL BRADY, CAVAN, AUGUST 16TH, 1899. - 

JOSEPH O'CONNOR, KNocKc\I':, Co. LIMERICK, AUGUST 14TH, £899. 

E l)WA RI) HORAN, BIRR, FEBRUARY I 0TH, 1899. 

MICHAEL JOSEPH 1'IT'/,(;ERALI), FOYLE Houst;, B.\t,t.txcARR\', Co. Tip., MARcH t 'rtt, 1899. 

lIE Handball Tournament, which has now be- 
come an annual event in the College, was this 
year a great success. Much more interest than 
usual seemed to he centred in it. The play 

was generally of a first-clans character, and the players 
were for the most part pretty evenly matched. After 
several rounds, long and obstinately contested, T. Pey, 
with his partner, C. Perry, were left to do battle for 
the filial against C. McDermott and J. McAvin. The 
greater part of the lila) fell to Pey and McDermott. 
The first game was won by Pey and Perry after a splendid 
exhibition of the game. The second garlic proceeded 
more slowly, but ultimately T. Pey won by the narrow 
margin of two aces, and, having t hereby  gained the 

rubber," was declared victor amid grr at cheering. 
It was to he regretted that, owing to a rat her serious  

accident, I lerbert Keller, last year's champion, could not 
go into the contest this year, as a game between Tom 
Pey and himself would doubtless prove very close and 

exciting.  

cq~
IllS year we were treated to a great novelty in 

the shape oC a Billiard Tournament, which was 
the cause of great excitement and enthusiasm. 
A magnificent prize, the gilt of the Rev. Fr. 

Corish, was put III) for the event. The final, as was 
generally expected, lay between J. Flannery and C. 

McDermott. The biggest breaks during the game-
28 and 26—were made by Flannery. Flannery ultimately 
won comfortably amid great excitement. The Tourna-
ment covered almost a whole month. We are glad to 
have this opportunity to express our gratitude to the Rev. 
Fr. Conch who went to so much trouble in having the 
table erected and in keeping it in order during the year, 

and, as if thinking he could never do sufficient, presented 

the magnificent prize which was competed for in the 
Tournament. 

J. A. 1-IEELAN (2nd Arts). 

ON hasten to pay a last loving tribute of 
respect to the memories of several who 
once were ours, and who now are gone 

for ever to a happier 
home. 'l'lse remains of 
some lie buried in foreign 
lands, but most are with 
their own in Ireland's 
holy soil. 

Rev. JAMES 1-IARTEGAN, 
C.SS.R.—•l'ast Mungret stu-
dents of the early days will be 
grieved to learn of the untimely 
death of one of the most ami-
able and promising of their 
school companions. All who 
knew James hlarnigan at Mon. 
gret loved and respected him. 
His genial and humorous dis-
position and his unobtrusive 
kindness made him a universal 
favourite ; whilst a ceitain quiet 
pertinacity, united with a spirit 
of genuine piety, gave promise 
of a great future. 

Even in his pre-collegiate 
(lays James had been a weekly 
communicant, and his daily life 
had been a source of edification 
to all who came in contact with 
him, lie came of an old and 
much-respected County Lime- 
rick family. Born at Banogue, 	 1, 1': 	J .51 us 

Croorn, March 27th, 1867, he entered Mungret in the 
September of 1883. Although lie was alloy of uncompro-
mising piety, atol an enthusiast in all that concerned the 
service of the Master, for Whom from childhood lie had 

resolved to labour and to live, 
nevertheless he was immensely 
liked, and his company and his 
confidence were eagerly sought 
by several of those lively, wild, 
impetuous natures which are 
to be met with in every public 
school. As a comic actor he 
was inimitable, and many of his 
companions have their tilemo-
rica of the saintly youth oddly 
intermingled with the comical. 
ities of the stage perfomier. 
He was a hard student, and 
read a distinguished course in 
the Royal University: 

In 1867, attracted by the 
austere and noble life of the 
Reciemptorists of Mount St. 
Alphonsus, lie left Mungret to 
join the Redemptorist novices 
at Bishop-Eaton, Liverpool. 
There he made his vows in the 
October of 1889, and after the 
usual course of philosophy and 
divinity was ordained priest on 
August 27th, 1893. Father 
Hartigan now returned to 
Limerick, where he laboured 

-. 	for twoyears with a zeal and 
success worthy of the great 

N : :55. 11. 	 promise of his youth. The 
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austere life of study and hard missionary work soon began 
to tell on a constitution never very robust. In the early 
summer of 1898 his Superiors sent him on a trip to 
Australia, hoping that the genial atmosphere of that 
Southern clime might restore him. He rallied for awhile; 
but his days were numbered. The doctors advised him 
to try another long voyage, and lie returned to Liverpool. 
On landing there his friends advised him to proceed on 
further, but he himself was bent on returning to his native 
city, that his bones might rest in Irish soil, side by side 
with his own brethren of the beloved Mount St. Alplionsus. 
His old pertinacity of purpose stood to him now, and he 
reached Limerick almost 
in a dying state. Happy 
among his own, he lin-
gered on for several 
months, till at last, on 
Wednesday, November  
u5th, 1899, the Master to 
Whom he had devoted 
the flower of his youth 
and the strength of his 
manhood, and Whose 
friendship we believe he 
had never for a moment 
lost, called him to I urn. 
self. May the College, 
which is proud to have 
owned him, have many 
such children as he. 
(RId'.) 

REv. Josici'siA. PItEtAN, 

S.J.—Joseph A. Phelan 
was born in Midleton 
County Cork, Ireland,

,  

November 1st, s865. his 
parents belonged to that 
class of Ireland's children, 
who, though not favoured 
with life's fort u nes, possess 
unimpaired and unshaken 
that priceless gift of fisith 
and devotion which seems 
to lie the special heritage 
ofthedown-trodden child-
ren of St. Patrick. Like 
so many Irish parents, 
their sole ambition was to 
bring tip children for the 
service of the altar and 
the .tnt.r 	At  
age Joe was fired with 
this desire to become one 	 -1. PATIoCIC It. 

of God's anointed. 
Ile was just completing his elementary education at 

the Christian Brothers' School in his native town when 
the news spread that an Apostolic School was to he 
opened at Limerick for the training of young men for the 
Foreign Missions. It was his good fortune to be one of 
the first of that little band who flocked from all parts of 
Ireland to form the nucleus of the Apostolic School. 

In their community at the Crescent, where peace 
and charity reigned, and where young and eager hearts, 
amid their stai!y round of duties, emulated with all the 
enthusiasm of their nature the fervour and precision of 
the novice, young Phelan strove to mould himself for his 
future labours, and, as now and then, some passing mis-
sionary from a strange land spoke of the whitened harvest 
in distant climes, and of the need of labourers ; of the 
noble sacrifices to he undergone and the dangers to lie  

risked, his ardent soul would kindle with zeal and yearn 
for fields that were destined to be reserved for the labours 
of his stronger brethren. 

The petit-up life of a city college had its drawbacks as 
well its its advantages, and no doubt, had 110 sinaI I share 
in undermining a constitution that was lever very strong, 
and so it was with joyful feelings that Joe, in time summer 

iSSa, repaired together with his companions, to the 
wly.purcbnscd College of Mtmmigret, there to breathe 

the purer air and feed his imagination on the glories of 
the ancient Mungret. I Jere, he pursued the study of the 
classics, and here too, insprired no doubt by the loveli-

ness of the panorama that 

After three years of teaching lie was sent to Sail Fran-
cisco, Cal., for his philosophy, and lucre the germs of that 
dread disease which was eventually to carry him off were 
SOoll discovered. However, the skill of expert physicians 
soon checked the progress of the malady, and when at 
length his health was somewhat restored Ile was advised 
to seek a more congenial climate. Accordingly, in the 
early part of 1893, Ile repaired to Denver, Col., and soo 
after left for St. Louis, Mo., to complete his philosopb-. 
Here the severity of the winter illoflths soon again began 
to tell upon his now shattered frame. I lensorrhages set 
in, and for a while his life was thought to lie ill danger. 
Having recovered from the attacks of this new eileitly, he 
was summoned to the balmy climate of Albuquerque, 
New Mexico. There he compIcLed his philosophy, and 
tlleil returned to Denver to finish his terimi of teaching. 

In 1897 he was Sent to the short course theologate at 
St. Iguatius Mission, Montana. Here lie seemed to begin
a new life, lie forgot for a while tie-it he was a sick 
mall, threw himself with 
ardour into his studies, and 
became the Ii Is- and soul of 
the little scholasticate. But 
when the cold and bracing 
winter had passed, and 
returning spring began to 
melt the snows and (muller 
in those fitful changes of 
storm and sunshine, so 
coiiiiiorm at this season in 
those mountain districts., his 
health began to wane, and 
he was forced to hetakehtinl-
self once more to Ail,u-
querque, the house of the 
invalid. Here he quickly 
rrtlied, and fondly enter-
ti 'ed the hope that he 
would he able to reach the 
long-wished-for goal of his 
desires - the priesthood. 
Often did lie sigh for that 
happy day--not SO much 
for his own consolation, 
but ill order to give his folks 
across the water some little 
solace for a bereavement 
which he lcnesv would .50011 

come auout. 
Meanwhile the fatal 	 loeS 

disease was slowly but loCliARi. J. FITZGF.liAi.ii. EDW 

surely .  mllaking headway. In 
March, 5899, he had practically to give up studying. 
Yet no one who looked upon his stately and wcll-pro1or' 
tioiied frame would have thought thems that the end was 
drawing sighs. A few months later it was thought ad. 
visable to send him to the samlitnrium of Santa Fu, some 
fifty miles from Albuquerque. With 110 slight forebodings 
of his approaching end, he bade farewell to his brethren 
and resigned himself to his lot. 

Shortly after ills arrival at the samiltnriumll the hospital 
physician declared he had only a few days to live. Fr. 
D'Aporte, SJ. , who happened to be in the city giving 
retreats, assisted and consoled iliill in his last immoments. 
The poor fellow had intervals of the iIlOst acute pain, SO 

that he fairly groaned in agony. However, some (June 
before the end the pains ceased ill great nleastire. lIe 
remained fully conscious up to within half an hour of his-
death, 

 
 which took place at 12-20 ama., Friday, July 71h, 

1899. It was calnl and without a struggle. 

Such was the untimely end of a life that gave promise 

of great things for the glory of God. As a teacher and 
prefect lie was singularly successful, and his natural 
aptitude for public speaking, evinced on more than one 
occasion, together with a peculiar charism of manner which 
quickly won the heart, augured a very successful career in 
the sacred ministry. ( Ii,, J1i) 

'l'hc joys and sorrows of Mr. Phelan's chequered 

life are reflected in a book of verses, many extracts 

from which have been sent us by the kind friend 

who has supplied us with the above sketch. 

They may not be /iioioug/ily ozigina/, ''yet to 

those who knew Joe they bring out in hold relief 

his sensitive, yet sympathetic character." The 

following are culled almost at random 

GETIISEMANE." 

iIfarcI, 25, '94. 

The night is dark—behold 
the shade is deeper 

In the cold garden of 
Gethsemane 

\Viieml that sweet voice 
awoke the weary sleeper 

"Cotmldst 1110dm not watch one 
hour alone with use?" 

Ah here we all must stiffer, 
walking lonely 

The path tilat Jesus 011cc 

Ilimseif baths gone 
Watch thou ill patience 

tilruilmgh this one hour 
olsly- 

Thlisoiie dark hour before 
the eternal dawn. 

The captive's oar may pause 
UOil the galley, 

The soldier sheep beneath 
his plumed crest, 

And peace may fold her wing 
o'er hill and valley, 

But thou, oh Christian, 
must not take thy rest. 

MY MOTHER'S GRAVE." 

Ill the graveyard she is sleepimlg, 
By the ivied eastern wall, 

With the yew-trees vigil keeping, 
Where the evening summlheamuss fail. 

IWCmlty years it is amid over, 
Since I sass' the sunlight gleam 

Over mother's green grave hover 
By the sad and silent stream. 

Rev. PATRICK M. Muiti'tiv.--rhe Rev. Patrick M. 
Murphy was born oil Easter Sunday, 1866, and, on the 
completion of his ilstermllediate studies, M' ictilated in 
the Royal University, and entered Muumlgret College in 
J amluary, i886, where he continued and couslpletsd his 
Arts Course, taking the Degree of B.A. in i888. Ile 
then went to Maynooth College to read his Theological 
Course, and was ordained it priest on the 26th June1 

daily Islet his gaze, and 
the historic memories that 
cling around ivied tower 
and crumbling cloister 
ruins, he drank in that 
love for Frill which ever 
and anon found expression 
in his poems and essays. 
Ile followed the full 
course of studies that is 
mapped out for those who 
aspire to University de-
grees, but partly from 
feeble health, and partly 
owing to a prolonged ab-
sence from college during 
his mother's illness, he 
was prevented from enter-
ing the competitive lists. 

Some time in the Au-
tumn of 5883, Fr. D. 
Pantanella, S.J., came to 
Mongrct in search of re-
cruits for the missions if 
New Mexico and Ce 
rado. The winning man-
ners of this revered 
missionary, and above 
all his graphic stories of 
apostolic labours among 
the miners of Colorado 
and New Mexico, inspired 
Joe with the first idea of 
enrolling himself among 
the companions of St. 
Ignatius, and spending 
his life on the Mission 
of New Mexico. In one 
of the ensuing retreats 
he fully made UI) his mind 
on this matter. In 1886 

)ieuipuv.  
5.J. 	 REV. JOSEI'li A. I'iIIdLAN, 	

when 	the 	first 	seven 
Apostolics (all Jesuit Pos-

tulants) embarked for the New World, Mr. Phelan was 
one of the number. 

He made his novitiate at Florissant, Mo. Ile had just 
begun his juniorate when a lack of teachers for the newly-
erected College of the Sacred Heart at Denver, Col., 
forced superiors to call bins away from  his studies and 
give him the charge of one of tile granimar classes. This 
lie conducted with more than ordinary success, But his 
work was not confined entirely to the class-roolil. lie 
was untiring in his efforts to introduce into the nascent 
college all the accessories that go to make till the full 
training of the American boy. To him is due in great 
measure the origin of the Loyola Debating Society, over 
which he presideci, and the founding of the Collegejournal. 
This latter served as on outlet for his literary zeal, and 
many of its pages show the touches of his masterly pen. 

tAXi. BNADV. 
SRI) 1I0I1:\N. 	3085)11 (ICON 801) 
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From the first it was believed by all who noticed the 
great piety and the singular purity of his life that God 
had marked him out for the priesthood ; few, however, 
were aware that he had actually hound Itinlsel I by 
vow to enter the Society rifJesnms. Ill  order to lit himii. 
self for the high calling to which he aspired, lie applied 
himself to his studies with all his energy ; the too severe 
strain of work produced It nervous prostration. and for 
several wc-eks he was confined to his bed in the early part 
of '97.  his patience during this painful illness was most 
exemplary ; lie was hardly ever heard to utter it coal' 
plaint, and w hen once asked how he managed to pass Be 
dreary hours svhieti reading was forbidden hit-n on account 
of the weakness of his eyes, he clresv his lteanIs from 
beneath the coverlet muld replied 	Very pleasantly, in- 
decd, for I have  always the best of company." In 
the following Jtmtie he underwent it critical operation 
at the Mater 'tlisericordite hospital, DitIllin. This was 
followed by a fortnight of terrible agony, during which 
the slightest movement cost lliiml exquisite pam. 

Thought Ill' returned to tile College in the Se pteililler 
of 'p8, lie never rallied fully froilt the effects of the oper-
ation, and at the Christmas holidays lie banle a last farewell 
to Mungret. At home lie hecutnie weaker evens' day, and 
was soon confined altogether to his bed. Towards the 
end he ])tightened dip a little, and his friends began to 
hope. lie himself, however, seems to have been aware 
that his liortr was at hand, for on Monday, the 9th of 
February, though the doctors had declared there was no 
immediate danger, he expressed a wish to receive the 

• Last Sacraments; he did so with the greatest devotion. 
The next night he was suddenly seized with a violent lit 
of Coughing: lIe then fell back exhausted into the arms of 
his sister who stood by his  ltcnlside, and soon his pure 
soul had winged its blight to Cod. The sad news created 
Universal mourning at M ti ilgret for his cheerful and win. 
ning manner—his gentle and charitable disposition had 
tltadle him dear to tile hearts of all. 	(R. 1.1'. 

Mtm:it,EI. Jnstcri-i F1a'zotctmAijl.-- -- On last St. Patrick's 
])it) Michael Joseph Fitzgerald, after an illness dating from 
the previous December, passed away at his home in Ifalhin. 
gamy, Co Tipperary. He was born in tSS3, ;smiri entered 
Mungret as a lay boy in the atittmtnn of 1897. 1 us career, 

H' 

1892. 	As there was no vacancy at that time in the 
Diocese of Limerick, he obtained it mission in the 1 )sc.e 
of 1-lexham and Newcastle, where he laboured for two 
years in Sunderland and South Shields ; and became so 
endeared by his great piety and untiring seal to priests 
and people alike, that they earnestly endeavoured to keep 
hint amongst them when, two years later, his Lordship, 
the Bishop of Limerick, recalled him to his native diocese. 

On his retorts, he was appointed 10 tile curacy of 
Banogue, transferred later to that of Knoekaderry, and in 
September, 1898, he was attached to St. John's Cathe-
dral. Here, it was God's will that his time should be 
short, yet even in a few months he won for himself it 
lasting place in the hearts and n,inds of the poor, and was 
specially beloved by the patients of St. John's 1lospital,  
to which he was chaplain. From December he continuCd 
in ill-health, l,,tt never gave up his work except for short 
intervals when it became absolutely necessary for hon to 
do so, and in February he most energetically worked up 
what proved to be a most successful concert in aid of the 
1 lospital. But the strain was too much, and soon after, 
at the end of a week of sick calls lie became very unwell, 
and was himself removed to St. John's I lospital 51 Is cit he 
loved, and for which he had worked so hard. The illness 
proved to be enteric fever—later complicated by an attack 
of pnetusloitia and, in spite of the best medical skill and 
the loving nursing of the good Sisters, lie died on May 
8th, 1899. Ills death was like his life, remarkable in its 
holiness, and worthy of a soldier and minister of his ( ml. 
Father Murphy was brother of the Very Rev. Arslretv 
Murphy, the distinguished President of St. .\luneloii's 
College, and of Rev. John Murphy, 0 S. A., the latter of 
whom was also a student of Mungret College. (P.1.1'.) 

Roitste, A. O'ititIIdN.—Ttte sad news of the unex-
pected death at the early age of 25, of Robert, A. O'Brien 
was it sore affliction to his relatives. We feel sure thai 
all who knew him will deeply sympathise with them. 
He entered Mungret College as a lay boy, and matricu-
lated in 1890, being then sixteen years of age. Some 
months alter he went to San Francisco to join his elder 
brother who had been there for some years. 	Being 
intelligent, enterprising, and very steady, he got on re-
markably well, lie was an affectionate son and brother, 
and greatly liked and esternied by all who knew hint. 
He died at Monterey, Mexico, on October 9tll, 1899. 
Ile had C011Ie there but a very short time previously to 
take up the important duties of Cashier of the ItI exican 
Lead Company, one of the most important mining 
concerns of the Republic. 

The ZWonlarey News of October I 5th, in a very synipa-
thetic notice of his death, says-.-- Ile complained (If a 
severe cold after taking a swim at the baths on Septem-
ber 30th. Appendicitis supervened, which however, on 
Saturday, seemed to have left him, but the heart's action 
became very weak, and although everything possible was 
(lone he expired on Monday ioriting."  May he rest in 
peace. We arc sure that all his old friends and school-
fellows will remember him in their prayers. (K. 1.1'.) 

HENRY F. Ft ANAGAN was born September 1301,  1877, 
at Carrick m across. At the age of fourteen he entered the 
Apostolic School, Mungret, to prepare for the New 
Orleans Mission of the Society of Jesus. On August 17th 
lie sailed for Macon, Georgia. There, after the 1tsual two 
years of novitiate life, he made his vows of religion, and 
continued to attend the rhetoric classes till the September 
of 1898, when he went to join the philosophers at St 
Charles College, Grand Coteau. In the following spring, 
after a short illness, he passed peacefully and happily to  

his reward. His death occurred on February 5th. 1899. 
Amongst his letters is it 1 ieaut i ml and touching note, 

written in pencil but it very few hours before his 
death. Ills affection for his parents had ever been most 
trill1 er, and now, when almost in his death agony, he 
writes to them, wills weak and faltering hall(] 

To-day prayers for time dying were rceitenl round my 
tainlsinle, but I am still alive, it will be it miracle if I am 
cored. I ant very happy, for whoever rues in the Society 
is saved. In heaven I'll pray for you. Your loving son, 

HARRY." 
Such is the unpretentious histoi y of a life which we 

have reason to believe was very precious in the sight of 
(loni. I lenry's letters, many of which we have before us, 
Inreittlie in spiril of piety and fervour which it is not easy 
to mistake. I-Ic had high aspirations and a noble am-
bit ion to do great things for the Master, to the promotion 
of \Vltiisni glory he had consecrated his life. Coil was 
pleased to accept a service of less than five years, and to 
take ln,o to Himself in the freshness of his youthful 
fervour. 	(P.. 1. P. 

'ti in t I ARt. BRADY.—Of the L%%0 Apostolic,  sthto have 
lately left us, Michael Brady was the elder, lie entered 
the Apostolic school in the August of 1895. Of trite and 
solid piety, and patient and persevering industry, ry, had God 
spared him he would, most probably, have reaped a rich 
harvest it) the Master's vine)ard. just I c f un' tile feast of 
Christmas, '98, Michael fell ill 	no one suspected his 
indisposition to be more than it mere passing cold. Ile 
continued sick, however, (hiring the Christmas holidays, 
and although at the opening of the new term lie seetlled 
to rally and began 0) go through the Ordinary routine 
with his habitual punctuality and exactness, it soon Ile- 
came clear that his malady was very serious. 	Forced 

on again to take to the weary I lenl of sick ness his condit 
gradually became worse, and early in the year he was re-
movenl to Dublin in the -hope that first-class medical skill 
would effect a cure. The doctors, however. holding out 
no hope of his recovery, Michael was taken to his home 
near the town of Cavan, County Cavan. There he lin-
gered on with a patient, cheerful resignation, until the 
16th of August, 1899. (P.. I. P. 

Jnst-:ri i O'CoN NOR. ----'l'hie other Apostolic student was 
Joseph O'Connor. li e  littered 'tI ungret in tile month of 
'August, iS96. During kite three years lie spent in the 
College lie endeared himself to all by his gentleness, in-
nocence and good nature. Up to the very end of the 
scltol ast ic 

 
year he seemnteml in perfect health, and witemi 

going home for the stiiltliicr vacation, we little suspected 
that prior Joe was I iild i itg a last farewell to its and to his 
Alma Mater. 	Early in July, the first Symptoms of a 
dangerous illness appeared, all(] so rapid was the progress 
of t Ite disease that on tile 14th of Augnist , t he poor tin))', 
worn out and emaciated, breathed his last. Ile had Iteeit 
it fervent member of the Sodality of the B. V. Ni.,  and was 
taken away to greet los II etnvenly Mother )it the glorious 
feast of her Assntttlpt ott. 	Holy in life, holy in death, he 
now enj:Iys the hundred-fold prontiserl by our Bless' il 
1.1101 to those who leave all to foilotv II it')- 	(K. 1. 1'.) 

Ni IWAIdO 1-lORAN. — Born at Birr, April 21st, 1881, 
Edward I ioi an entered Mungret as '.i ltiy-l)Oy ill tile 
January of 1896. His brother, the Very Rev. Patrick 
Horan, I). D. , of Little Rock, Arkansas, had been it 
st udent in Mungret in tile eighties ; and in tnmsitv ways, 
Ned seems to have resembled him; none Was I letter liked, 
or more highly respected by the boys. 

THE LIGHT OF LIFE Set Jorilt in .Vernzon5 by the /o'iJ,1 
Ran'. 701,n Ci,i/mbcrt Hadley, OSJJ I  13is-izoj of A'atc,Oo,'/. (13'o-n, 
-& Oates, London). 

We believe we are rendering it service to the readers of 
TilE ANNUAl. by bringing under their notice this voltimue 
of sermons, entitled ' The Light of Life," by I lie Right 
Rev. Dr. 1-ledley, Bishop of Newport. 

Taking ti[) the book with the intentioti of casting a 
hurried glance through its pages, we soon found ourselves 
so charmed with its beauty of thought and style that we 
read through the whole series of sermons from first to 
last. This will sound high praise to those who, like our-
selves, find the reading of an ordinary sermon anything 
but a labour of love.  

though short, promised 10 be an exceptionally brilliant one, 
for, tlmottgh lie eomitioencecl nit an equal footing with the  rest 
of his  class,  quickness and intelligence, joined to a steady 
application, soon placed him in undisputed sit 
Ile was naturally of it very affectionate disposition, and so 
when lie first entered college he felt even more keenly than 
is usnial tIle separation from his friends. 	itt his first letter 
]ionic lie endeavoured to give expression to his misery, 
Ituit when it was hinted that this would give pain to those 
whi,ni he loved, he immediately replaced the letter by 
another.  

Those who knew Michael cannot but deplore his loss, 
Their grief, however, will 1e softened by the thought that 
It(- is now happy ill the home of his Flterttmil Father. We 
may be assured, too, that the natural affection of that 
innocent heart has lost none of its warmth, and that 
the friends and companions of his mortal life are not for. 
gotl eil now when lie can help tlieiu so powerfully by his 
intercession before the Throne of Cod 

A few months later )Jicltael's father followed hill) to 
I he grave. We may well hope that 1"umm her and son are 
Imlee more united, and await in loving confidence tIme 

time when those who 11011' 111 ourn their loss will be happy 
with them agaiit forever. (P.. 1.1'.) 

In our judgment, mmli the elements of sit cccss fill —and 
by successful we mean effective, probtallle—preaching are 
to be found in these sermons. None but subjects of tite 
first importance are treated of—the fundamental beautiful 
doctrines of our faith, which, when handled w ith al Ill it)', 
as they are in this volume, never fail to reach the heart. 
The following list will give some mIca of the ground 
covered by these seriltuils :---" The Light  of the World," 

The Divine Gift of Faith," " God with the Children of 
Met)," " Life Everlasting," " The Divine Union," etc. 

These titles will be all the more appreciated when we 
remember that the seritmons were delivered on those 
''special occasions" lvilen many a preacher feels himself 
hound to deal stills some transcendental subject, on with 
what he is pleased to call some " phases " or aspects of a 
subject,—phases and aspects which often fail to excite 
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any interest in the mind of the ordinary listener, or to 
appeal with any force to his heart. And, after all, what 
is the meaning of sermons which tire beyond the mental 
range of the ordinary listener 

The development of these all-important subjects is 
truly admirable. Clearness of exposition, vigour, wealth 
of illustration, and an undefinable grace and freshness 
characterize every page. 	Indeed, the latter quality is 
utilised with so much skill and with so much effect that 
we forget we have been reading subjects with which we 
have grown familiar, and which in less gifted hands 
would awaken no strong or tender emotions. We venture 
to say that many a reader not unskilled in theological 
science will find he has acquired a clearer grasp of various 
important and interesting points of doctrine from a perusal., 
of these sermons. 

The language and style are of great beauty, and are 
sustained throughout the entire work. We cannot recall 
a single sentence that falls below a high level of literary 
excellence. The distinguished author is too touch of a 
literacy artist to allow his toaster)' of beautiful and graceful 
language to divert the attention of the audience from his 
subject. 

 
flow many a sermon has its beauty marred by 

the absence of this self-restraint, by extravagant orna-
men t, by long elaborate descriptions, which help in no 
way to the development of the thought, and which have a 
ring of unreality and insincerity fatal to effective preach- 
ing 	We have sometimes heard sermons which have 
degenerated into lucre literature, and that of no high 
order. True, the grace of the 1101)' spirit has been 
promised to accompany the words of the preacher, but 
only when lie is preaching the Word of Life. 

Among our readers are many whom God has chosen 
for the exalted office of preaching His truth, and in the 
not distant future. If from the perusal of this volume they 
realise bow vast is the difference l,etsveen sr-rmo its like 
those under review—the outpourings of a mind filled and 
permeated with the grand doctrines of our holy faith—
and sermons compiled from books, we have not written in 
vain. In line, we can conscientiously recommend this 
volume to our readers, and we venture to promise them 
from its study great pleasure and no little spiritual gain. 

S. B. 

STAIKEV AND CO. By Ju'iudyard Kitlin5. ()1uwuuii1lae 

& Co., London.) 

Critics must necessarily often strike the attitude ot the 
Pharisee in the Temple, who raised his eyes to I leaven 
and thanked God he was not as other men. To English 
critics, where things other than English are concerned, 
this attitude comes quite natural, We Irish, however--I 
suppose because for several centuries we have had kind 
neighbours shouting our faults in our ears—arc less com-
pletely wrapped up its our own perfections. Vet alter 
reading this hook we can, we think, allow ourselves (lie 
luxury of a little self-congratulation, and thank I-leaven 
that we Irish boys are not like Mr. Rudyard Kipling's 
school heroes. 

This picture of English Protestant school life reminds 
its, by the forcible contrast it presents to our present 
existence, that out boys, whose cruelty is tempered by 
some little conscientiousness, whose honour extends not 
merely to the strong but to the weak, whose pluck is 
ennobled by a dash of chivalrous sentiment, have grasped 
(he importance of the qualities that prepare a man for 
something more than mere material success. Harmless 
twitting and humbugging are an agreeable spice to flavour 
our life; but spiteful hectoring and bullying and slander-
ing from year's end to year's end would be a dish too hot 
for our palates. 

Except for the names one could put these scenes of  

school-life in any heathen or pagan community. Even 
there, and certainly in ancient Greece, there would have 
been some slight admixture of kindliness and forbearance, 
sortie little leave of goodtiature and " ulccency" to 
soften the rough and thoughtless style with which we 
ltutys treat each other. Sturdy, sinless we tire to admit 
that Christianity has been a woeful failure, we might 
expect that the principle of mere expediency, the love of 
contentiousness, the right of the stronger to crush time 
weak, the attitnal instinct of inflicting pain for pain's sake, 
might find their dominion questioned, occasionally at 
least, by the nobler claims of religion and conscience. 
But we can trace no suggestion of this in the hook before 
us; we can timid evichetice of no virtue that is not com-
monly found in any gistig of thieves or in any boat of 
smugglers. I low much II r. Kipling could learn from thimt 
chivarly of the pre-Christian Irish legends, not to speak 
of the nobler records of the tnediwvaf knights 

In fact, Mr. Kipling has here shown its the training 
which produces his type of English hero- -a type very 
despicable as compared with the now out-of-fashion heroes 
of England as Sir Juubtn Moore or Gordon, or with the 
noble line of France's heroes from Bayard to (IC Sonis, 
though perhaps not less redoubtable than these. His 
heroes are mien whose whole worth is a splendid courage 
and energy (qualities which lie eulogises as if they were 
peculiar to the nineteenth century of England's history), 
but who have no suspicion of the truth of Shakespeare's 
words--- 

I dare rho all that may become a mail, 
Who dares do more is none." 

Their measure ot justice is (lie measure of their own 
strength; their idea of mercy and generosity is to spare the 
lives of those whom they hold is slaves, cowering beneatn 
the flashing threat of their sahures; their idea of honour is 
to hold luy  each other in the face of the fe, and to regard 
their plighted scorch as sacred till it blocks the way to 
some further advantage. 	This book will help to explain 
the strange political morality of some great English 
statesmen of the clay. 

We should be tttost loath to grant that we have here a 
faithful tohrror held up to the character of a most ito-
portarit section of English society, for we have the deepest 
respect for the high moral qualities of many English 
slatestnetl, whose voices at this moment are drowned by 
an unchristian and brutal clantosir Even granting, how-
ever, that it were a faithful picture, we are convinced that 
this book would he a harmful one for boy or man, and we 
would therefore protest against its claim to be a worthy 
representative of the best English literature, a ebaito 
widely asserted for it in these days. 

Our strictures up to this are only directed against the 
tone of the hook, against the models which Mr. kipling 
holds dm1) for the admiring imitation of his countrymen. 
For the purely literary qualities of (lie wc,k we have 
nothing but the most unfeigned praise. In it are to lie 
found ill perhaps greater richness than in till)' oilier of its 
author's works thu.- best qualities of his style, plenty of go 
atici life an,l attitrtal spirts, a rollicking though somewhat 
roughish fun, a toost artistic development of intrigue, a 
subtle description of certain types of character—in the 
portrayal of individual character lie here fails, Stalkey 
and his two young filibustering companions being the 
same character tmiltiphied by three—half phrases that 
conjure up whole pictures, rapid colour sketches that 
seem to act immediately on the sight and sound and smell. 
But these fascinating qualities only render more hurtful a 
book inherently faulty and dangerous. 

A word about the conversations in the book. Their 
slang is quite overdone. Boys speak English with plenty 
of slang intermixed ; but no school slang is so rich that 
we could dispense almost altogether with our native 
language. 

THE TRIUMPH OF FAILURE. Bc Rev. I'. A .Sñethuuu, 
(i?uuruls ,So' t)uDes, I_etudes.) 

One cost ci wish that the SC S crc criticism.,,,  passed imit 
this retsiarlcable novel could have bc-c-it addressed privately 
to its author and not to the general public. 	Father 
Sheehan, we feel sure, will have profited by theist, and 
his rare qualities, which, taken together, hardly any 
other English writer at present possesses in ;rich a high 
degree, his lolty sittis and ideals, his extihic-rant imagina-
tion, his wealth of language, his profound philosophy, his 
wide and serious erudition, his (heel)  and original rehhec-
I iuuus in ever)' sphere of human interest, his kindly y syrn - 
put h1' with all sorrow and weakness encourage its to 
c-a pc-ct fruiti his pen imperishable masterpieces that will 
inn bins one oft lie first places atoong tiuodern Irish writers. 
Those who have been deterred front reading this novel by 
paying Lou, much attention to the adverse side of the 
criticisms in the reviews and newspapers will not merely 
hive missed touch pleasure, but will, we fear, have 
formed an unjust prejudice against one of the most 
elevating and inspiring writers of the day. 

COBBETT'S HISTORY OF THE REFORMATION 
Revised by 10 saris Aidun Gauqmuet, I).!)., O.S.R. (Art B" Jio,,k 
Co., Le,uduuuu.) 

We are very glad to see a chcap edition of this excellent 
book. A thoroughly reliable knowledge of the scandalous 
origin of die Protestant Church—no one need fear to 
(1(uotc the honest confessions wrung from this Protestant 
by his loyalty to the truth—will give Catholics in Ireland 
and England a St rung ground and a prcuutcl hearing in 
answering the con teloptuouts sneers of their controversialist 
fines, 'a'rtqipc<h Liii ill the i iitpettctrahle pride of wealth and 
ru'spectal il It)'. 

.WYN PORT COLLEGE. A Story of Sr/tool Life. By Frederirtt-
harrison. (B/eel-ic & Von, London.) 

This is a book of very mediocre interest. We doubt if 
it boy who had smuggled it into the study hall would not 
pitch it aside after Ic-ti minutes, and turn to his lessons in 
spite of the charm of forbidden fruit. 

There is an Irish boy ill it, introduced to its as 
follows : —" Pat was prodigiously strong—in fact, the 
strongest boy in the school, and at the same little the 
gentlest. lie possessed all the excellent and character-
istic traits of the trite sons of the Emerald Isle. 1-fe was 
extremely good-natured and droll, without meaning to 
joke, and onus always in trouble, as lie said himself, 
through no fault of his own." We confess frankly—it is 
most immoral, no doubt, but please remember that our 
moral training is not finished, so there is hope for us yet---
that we shiosthh have preferred if Mr. Harrison had 
siescrihed his Irish hero, as most Englishmen dho, as 
cursed with a double (hose of original sin rather than as a 
strong, good-natured simpleton. 	Our chief regret in 
reading about hint is that there are not some boys of his 
type among us to form all interesting variety ti our stock 
of characters, and outr chief consolation is that our reputa-
tion is not likely to he datoaged by a big circulation of 
the book huelmire us. Mr. Harrison is evidently perfectly 
ignorant of Irish boys. Pat's language, or the small 
fraction of it which is authentic Irish idiom, would not be 
heard on the lips of any boy above the rank of a labourer's 
SO Ii. 

WON BY THE SWORD; A Tale of the Thirty Years War. 
By C. A. Ilenty. (Biarkie & Stn, London.) 

Mr. 1-icnty will undoubtedly be saved from oblivion by 
the suffrage of boyhood. Every chapter in his numerous 
volumes appeals direct to the youthful soul. The present 
work is racy of adventure in camp and castle and court. 
Fact and fiction are therein admirably interwoven. 

The facts are connected with the scars of Conde and 
Tutrettne.A midnight reconnoitre before the battle of 
Rocroi resulted in the discover)' by ifcctor and his irtsp 
Paolo of a thoumsand titubushed Spanish musketeers. This 
event saved the army of Conhmi and secured to hector the 
baronetcy and estates of La \'illar. The defence of this 
castle against the revolted peasantry of Poitou is after. 
wards vividly described. The fiction is plentiful and 
oftentimes startling. 

THE SIFTING OF THE WHEAT. By il/its C. M. llo,nc. 
(-IrS uS,-  fool- Co. ) 

This is 5 well-told story of a Catholic fatally in Eliza- 
bethan fillies. 	The author's spirit of sympathy and 
admiration cannot fail to 100cc. The now very consider-
able literature devoted by Englishmen to the praises of 
those good grains amid the mass of chaff should surely 
urge us Irishmen to think more and to write more of that 
same dread winnowing which discovered no chaff in our 
land, but only good wheat. 

THE CONDITION OF CATHOLICS UNDER CHAR-
LES II. By the Corn/ewe R. do d'ourson. (Art B" Beak Co., 
London.) 

This hook in its original French form has been 
crowned " by the French Academy, and is worthy of 

that honour. Madhtsnise tIe Coursoni is intimately acquauusted 
with that disgraceful rteriod of English history, and has 
given a truthful and interesting picture of it. 

EXCHANGES. 

We beg to acknowledge with thanks the 
following 

ill-i hallow-s Aisnmtai, Alma Mm/ct-, Aummmrlx- of 
Sf. JIuf/Iutim//, Ca.s//c/,00c1 College (Jhronmclen  (_'1011-

yomcirtaim, Dial, 1w'ci/mtnot Mo,uf/ml,j, (]c'soqe/own 
College  ,Jomanal, holy Cross I'ui'j,le, Mawjaloi-e 
Ilfaqusnte, JY'olic J)asne uS'e/roluslw, Sacred Ilearl 
(,,,i01/5u(//0/5 Tamarodl, The Xavier, Zambesi Mission - 

Record, Spi-iiuy ifilt iictt-iew. 

The Srtring Hill Review we are delighted to welcome, 
not only for its intrinsic bent, which is very great, but 
because we know that no small part of its excellence is 
mute to the taste and high) literary ability of one whom our 
own Alma ihI,nier claims among the number of her past 
students. It is now rather late to duster out a detailed 
notice of this the latest, though far indeed from being the 
least, of the College Magazines. 	We have only to 
endorse the very high praise already bestowed on it in so 
many quarters, notably in the pages of the Iris/c Monlhl. 



- ____----- 	- - 
THEMUNGRE'r ANNUAL. 	 . y PROSPECTUS. 	 65 

?J1JNGRT COLLGE. 
RECTOR: UN1VS1TY COLLEGE, 	\UNGT. 

1'&F\ 7. \TINCEN'I' ByRNE, SJ. . 
t COLLEGE STAFF: 

REV. 1'R. \VIILFAM FLYNN, SJ• , Miiustcr. • Ri\'. FR. EDWARD CAhiLl., S.J. . 

i : : 
T 

)(hOOl  *ET: I P R 0 S P E C T U S  
REV. FR. CHARLES \VALSl1, S.!. 

\1cI)o\ 	I S.J. \ Fl 

hEx. MR. 

	

Isi \ 	FR. 	JOHN \ 

	

 ' 	R PATRICK IARR I 	I 	j 

I \ 	R 	0 

 
The Jesitit Fathers,  who haep 1,116 ,, fl(/( 	q this College, S( el 	ohore (III lb iiq, to edlinde the 

SCHOLARS Papils 211 the pi iit( ipls Of //U 	Catholic It( liyuiu, (H)(l 6) hazt11,,I( 	tilt)), to //U 	fazfh/nt ohscr vanceoh , 	qfils  
LAY SC! LOOL. APOSTOLIC SChOOL. LAY SCHOOL. 	APOSTOLIC SCHOOL. S)Pciai (iUCfliOfl is 	lü the iuipiot'eiittn 	of iiutnneis and i/,e jO///(fiOl 	of C11((/tCi(). 

/3.A. . 	. CLASS. IWali -icu/ahon Pas—ron/znze'/. P 
• 

Power, Patrick J. 
fl  111 	/u 	higher cl((('. 	/I1( 	(ou).e of .(urii.s is ,pecz(1li 	017aIiqed to piepu.e 11i' s/iu/enis for the 

Cronin, DaviJ C. 
1 c1 T. - 	 - 

jFIat•i•iiuttjii,i otid othi 	E."m,ut/iuu. ill. 	 Iif, ?(JU)((/ /i  the 	/eq,'ee 	of B.A., ill the 	Roqi UILiceiiti/. 
Daly, I)anict 
Fnni, Patrick I .  

sweene;., Michael J. A. these ].'O,,ti1U(tW11S ilJstiji't hosl((tCi/J 	U ku/h place auioiI the Colleges of f ,elml. 	A 	laiqe 
Fahey, Francis P. 

Tighe, Christo)hcr 
Tracy, Patrick C.  . ninbei of the S/,u/ente have o/tau,et 	 Iooui. 	and Exhibitions, 001 eceeral have received the Onvveis1q 

O'Connor, William B. 
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Byrnes, Patrick 	I. 	Barry, Gcoigc C. 
Maloney, James J 
Murphy, Patrick 1. Philosophy Depauinient has a ieuij large and valuable collection of inst,uinen.Is. 	[a mb/i/ion, to the play 

llirne 	John W. Barry, 	ames I ()Connor, Patrick ground and cricket peid, their is 'in extensive ainbnlaciu,,i for exercise and games in. wet 'weit the,. 
11 elan 	Paul A. Corr, Joseph I. 7 )'Conncll, Denis F. ,,.'. 	. 	 . 
Kcoh Denis A. llartii. 	Francis .l. O'Connell, John 1/ic ,Si,e,'wrs will at once resign. 1/ic charge of a.n.i/ Pupil who sertousli 	iiolate.s the Rides of the 
O'Kne, Patrick I. 
Mcl)erinott, Charles J. 

Kenn. l'atrick 
Lenehan, William A. 

l'egum, Thomas E. 
Sheehan. Michael J 

. 
College, or whose general conduct, or neglect of stud,j, is sac/c as to irfiid no reasonable i(p,' of amendment 

McGrath John J. 011rien, Thomas Sweeney, John F. r 	iocr' 0 p 	j csi. 
Power, Maurice A. 
Scanlon, Jeremiah C. 

O'Brien, Charles B. Stephenson, 
SECOND OF GRAMMAR. The Academic Yea? consists of about ten snout/is, beginning early in September, and ending about 

MA 'J7'ICULA lION MONO Wi'S. Burke, Matthew J. 	Butler, George A. the 1st ,Juli. 	Thieve are two short vacations, at Christmas nod Easter, and during i/ic former of these 
I Iarti"an, Richard T. Buckley, Timothy J. 

Byrne, Charles 	1I?trris 	1ohertl' Casey, 
intervals no Pupil is allowed to remain ill the College. 

Cloliesy, Patrick F. 
Curran, James J. Connelly, Rupert B. Punct ualitij ill. returning On the appointed dO!!S after vacat,i is required snider pain of being 
Cullen j 	/ 
Croke, Martin P 

Curr, Alfred 
1 lurlcy, Dents J . reused ii tirh?nisioit 	Those who otter dining the gear, 01 leave fw / ist Ca use before, its ioncluszo,i p 11J 

Delaney, John J. Kilgannon, James j proportioiwtelij fm the Ii'nte t/ceij are in the College; hut as a ride no Olai will he 'received Joi less than. half  
O'Sullivan, Martin J. 
Piler, Charles L r 

Mcl)erniott, Henry A. 
Mulcahy, John J. 
Morris, Denis V.  

it gear. 	, 
Ike Pension is .30 a Year, payable /ial/-ijeai'li/ ill advance. 	Iwo pounds yearly are paid far MA 'iRICULA I/ON PASS. OConnel!, Patrick  J. . sr t is/ii' 	A/I necessary boo/is and stationcrq are provided hij the Pupils at their own expense. Byrne, Joseph A 

Connelly, RichardJ. 
Cantwell. James M. 
Griffin, William J. 

Power, Michael J. 
hechy. ThomasJ. Each Pupil will bring with him at least two suits of clothes, a great coat, sir shirts, eqhit pairs of 

Colahan, Sheehan, Jani1JJ/,J) 
OF GA'AiIIMAIi'. stockings, eight pocket handkerchiefs, six towels, i/ic pairs of sheets, four pillow cases, three night shirts, 

O'Dwyer, Patrick J. Shiel, Mothnur c Byrne, Edward j. three pairs of stsmig boots, two  pairs of slippers oi house shoes, two hats or caps, and a furnished d'iessiiig- Fitzgerald, Gerald M. 
Fitzgibbon, William U. 

Timmons, Richard M. Burke, Joseph 
' 	Cahill, Joseph case .  

Halpin, Cornelius J. 
Kenny, Henry R. 

Curt, Edgar A. 
litiher pu ticulars may be had

* 

 on application to the hector : 
Kennidy, John Leahy, Joseph P. 
Lyons,  I 	ah J. Leahy, John A. I. 
\cElliott 	William Moran, Hugh 0. B. TIlE REV. VINCENT BYRNE, S.J 
McCarthy, Francis J. 
O'Neil), John J. 
Prendergast, Peter J. 

O'Donnell, John J. 
O'Donnell, Michael A. 
Rice, James J. , 	 Mungret College, 	Limerick. 



Al )V lR'l'J SE IM 

Johnston's 
Umbrellas. 

cy 	Enormous Variety of choice Goods. 
AA 	 Prices, 2/6 to £5. 

The um'pt: !n'n'va/vint,' il/iindew .S'tann/i at all n/afln es/aS/is/n taco/s are each 
Ihall 	 napad/e ojdzsji/nyin,g 7000 U,nbi'e//nns anti .5/2(55. 

ELEGANT, USEFUL, DURABLE.  NO BETTER PRESENT. 
Umbrellas made to Ordor in Forty 	 RE-COVERING (Equal to New). 

Minutes. 	 v, 	Prices, If- to 21/-. 
IMPORTANT to COUNTRY CUSTOMERS. 	'',/ 	

, PATTRNS , ON APPLICATION: 

/ 	i tnt a ci an. being Re coven cd has C Sticks Re- 
Umbrellas may be sent by Parcel Post to be 	)\ 	\/ polished, l"urnishings Renewed, and New Tassels 

Re-covered or Repaired. 	 added, without extra charge. 

REPAIRS SKILFULLY EXECUTED. 

ONLY ADDRESSES IN 21 NASSAU ST., DUBLIN. 
IRELAND, . 31 H ICH ST., BELFAST.  

A 0000 AUTHORITY. 
Iron,, the Irish .kgeicnnit,,rtnj Organization, Society, it,!., 

015 en: Stephen's G-', N., I)nl.Iiit, Aug. ii.nP.r5. 

I have nntich pleasure inn trnnfvinig to the excel enter of 
the printing ,eorlc hone for this Society a,,,! the Iris], 
Section, oftt,,, cnt-nniser.stier Union by Mess -s. (;ue k Co. 

It-! ttt;,ntner tin nn'i,icln 	c:rrunery Lent- Keeping 
lice,, inrougin tan, t Ins' tIne,in reflects th nItIniost ,:,-cdit on, 

fil 
R. A. ANDERSON, Secretary. 

MANY SUCH OPINIONS IREçUENTLY RECEIVED 

GUY & CO. Ltd., 
Stationers, Printers, Publishers, Etc., 

LIMERICK. 

JUST PUBLISHED --' The Ignatian ilihuim. 
Cloth., Gold lettered. Prices 2/6; post 
free, 219. 

Silver Menial. Enii,ni,nry}n, ES9. 	Gold Menial, Jannininna, .99'. 
Go!,! \leninil. 11cr/ny, is 	lIigi,sst Asnarnl at Chicago l'.einninitiont, 

'nitogetiner Six Gold Medals receironi. 

COLEMAN'S :0 
Is a delicious beverage and tonic made from Port Wine, 

l,icbig's Extract of Meat, and Extinct of Malt. 

AI I fi  f Q ( Q Is a Name Registereti to prevent fraud- 
i Ii UflhI LI U 	 tiiertt imitations. 	- 

OVER FIVE T}IOJ SAND 
U,nsoljcjtenl'testitnnonnials liavd l,een, received from hietlical Me,,. 

The following Important Testimonial has been received 
from Iii'. FlETChER. 
.\tnplecr,, , ]Cn,selm,rr. N. II., July end, n897. 

hear Sits, 	Please fo eceard ,1,,znrter-,nf-a'nin,eetn 	Vt u,cznr,tis"  inn,- 
aL tnnetiuntely. is ny nirilt's st,iitiy ,nbotit done. 

I trntvt there neil line no delay, is ite takes no uniter ,tontrlsltntcnt, 
and finn-n been snnetnnin,rnl mild gannnod strung, in by ' Vtntearnnis ", for 
tseelve neeeks. 	V.1". faithfully, l)UNCAX l'LETCI-IER, LR.C. P. 

W IIC5 RnNIS 

 

is suit] by oil DrLnggists, \Vtne Merchmnntts, 
and inan e,, lIly,1 ncirne Veninlors. Ask for 

Cslennann's 	\Vi,ncarn, is,' atid see I mat tine Sean,! " \Vi,tcarnnns " is nit, 
tine sinonnitler of tine tattle. Sold inn Bottles 2/9 and 316 everywhere. 

Sole Proprietors alt,! Ma,n,nfact,nrrrs of tine ai,ove, 

COLEMAN & CO., Limited, 
NORWICH AND LONDON. 

.'nnnnnrjl/e J,'tniite rein! free by Poston recen'Jnt in/full Postal Add. ena 


