





THE

_ Himmarian
| Wlagazine

May, 1939.

‘ jeogenges

Published by J. WOODS & CO.,
87 King Street, Belfast,
For
ST. MARY'S CHRISTIAN BROS. SCHOOL, BELFAST.

1939,




Christian Brothers' Secondary School,
BELFAST.

Students are prepared for the Certificate Examinations of
the Ministry of Education, Northern Ireland, the Matriculation
of the Universities, the preliminary Professional Examinations,
and the Civil Service.

APPLICANTS FOR ADMISSION should be under 14 years
of age on the 1st June, 1939. Only in very exceptional cir-
cumstances will pupils over 14 years of age be admitted, and
a greater proficiency in the Subjects for Entrance Examination
will be expected from this latter class.

ENTRANCE EXAMINATION will be held at the School
on THURSDAY and FRIDAY, 1st and 2nd June, 1939. The
Subjects for the Examination are ENGLISH, ARITHMETIC,
GEOGRAPHY, ALGEBRA or DRAWING, of the SIXTH
STANDARD Programme of Public Elementary Schools.

Hardinge Street dJunior Technical School,
BELFAST.

ENTRANCE EXAMINATION.

This examination will be held this year, 1939, on June 14th (Wednesday)
in the School.

SYLLABUS of the EXAMINATION.

English, Grammar and Composition, Arithmetic and Drawing. Standard
VI. of the P.E. Syllabus.

SCHOLARSHIPS.

Scholarships arve awarded at the Entrance Examination: These Scholar-
ships may be retained for a Second and [Third Year.

AGE OF APPLICANTS.

Applicants should be under 14 years of age on the 1st of September in the
year of the Examination. Students over 14 years of age find it very difficunlt
to obitain Scholarships.

EXAMINATIONS PREPARED for in the School.
Students are prepaved for (a) The Technical School Certificate. (4) Post
Office.  (¢) Orvdnance Survey. (d) Clerienl Officers. (e) Royal Air Force.
(f) Belfast Corporation. (g) Shipyard Draunghtsoffice. (4) Engineering
(Electrical and Mechanieal). (/) Designers.
NOTE.—Of the students presented for the Technical Certificate during
the past SEVEN YEARS 99 per cent. have passed.
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Best, Known (Cafe in Ulster I
for

MORNING COFFEE,
LUNCHEONS
and SUPPERS

Unequalled for

ICES AND
CONFECTIONERY

Phone 24007. A TRTAL IS CONVINCING

Branch:
*“ CAFE GRANDE,” 56 Royal Avenue.

ULSTER'S LEADING HARDWARE
MERCHANTS

PATTERSONS BRIDGE ST

EVERYTHING FOR THE

HOME :: OFFICE :: FACTORY

ESTABLISHED OVER 150 YEARS.

PATTERSONS o BRIDGE ST.

KNOCK BRANCH: 386 Upper Newtownards Rd., Belfast.




STEP QUT

OF YOUR
FOOT
TROUBLES

SAYS—

SIR HERBERT BARKER

. ]
fainil

. The eminent Specialist in manipulative surgery

«« Foot weariness is unknown in the
shoes | designhed and wear myself.”

A WEARER WRITES—" For twenty years or more | have

searched for such footwear, | have tried all sorts of makes

but it was not until | put on and began to wear my first pair

of Sir Herbert Barker shoes that | realised how comfortable
shoes could be.”

FOR LADIES AND GENTLEMEN AT 39/6

With a still better quality at 45/-

Sold and recommended by

The Appointed Agents—
THE BANK BUILDINGS

BELFAST




Dine and Wine

at

THE ABERCORN,

CASTLE LANE.
EH

Phone 259731.
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THE COAL OF QUALITY
== AND DURABILITY. =

Golden Ash

TRY A TON and ENJOY THE
COMFORT OF A GOOD FIRE.

JAMES W. PORTER, LTD.,
ARTHUR SQUARE.

Phone 24637. Phone 24637,




Of Interest té all G.A.A. Players

— We can supply best quality
KILKENNY, LIMERICK and WEXFORD HURLS.

O O O

We have always in stock the
FINEST CHROME and LEMON
CHROME* HURLING BALLS.

McCartins, Ltd., s

Ironmongers & Leather Merchants. -

'Phone 23339.

Special Prices'_’.ro Schools and Clubs.

JOSEPH BERINGER

Goldsmith and Jeweller

RELIABLE GOLD AND SILVER WATCHES,
HIGH-CLASS CLOCKS, GOLD AND SILVER MEDALS

Suitable for Presentation and Sports’ Prizes.

36, NORTH STREET, - BELFAST.

Phoue 25494 " Established 1873

JOHN McCONNELL i
CHIMNEY SWEEPER,
BOILER CLEANER
and SOOT MERCHANT.

125, CASTLE STREET, Gontractor to

CITY HALL and BOARD OF
BELFAST. WORKS.
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OSWALD & H. JAMISON,

Painting Contractors.

|

|

We Specialise
in Church and
School Work.

142 Cullingtree Road,
BELFAST.  'Phone 25011.
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HIS MASTER'S VOICE"

THE PERFECT RADIO
' For the Home

COSTS NO MORE

PRICES FROM 8 gns. to 80 gns.
Lomplete Stocks of ‘' His Master’'s Voice,”
“ Columbia” and ‘* Regal Zonophone’ Records

91 Donegall St. and
5 Queen’s Arcade, Belfast

TURNER

FOR FRUIT

BRANCHES THROUGHOUT CITY AND PROVINCE.

HEAD OFFICE AND WAREHOUSE:

OXFORD ST., BELFAST




THE ULSTER WINE G0, LTD.

OUR BOTTLE DEPARTMENT

is specially equipped to meet the
wants of those who desire a good
stimulant at home, such as

WINES, SPIRITS, STOUT OR ALE
OF FINEST QUALITY

Packed in Cardboard Boxes and Delivered Free.

ONLY ADDRESS—
54, LOWER NORTH STREET,

BELFAST.
'Phone 25185.

HUGH GREER, o srons
GRESHAM ST., SMITHFIELD and 'WELLINGTON ST.
PHONE: BELFAST 24340.

Large Collection of Books on Irish History,
Theology and General Literature.
Full Range of School and College Text Books.

Catalogue Free on request.

J. McGUIGAN,

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL PICTURE FRAMER.
FINE ART DEALER.

WATER COLOURS - PAINTS - CLOCKS - MIRRORS
——— Genuine Cut Crystal, Repository Goods, etc.

89, CASTLE ST., BELFAST. OPEN ALL DAY

— SATURDAY —
'PHONE 25759,
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Finishing Touches
to well made
clothes . . .

TYLER SHOES
and TYLER HOSE

THERE ARE TYLER BRANCHES IN:—

BELFAST, ARMAGH, BANGOR, LONDONDERRY, NEWRY,
BALLYMENA, OMAGH, ENNISKILLEN, COLERAINE, and
LISBURN, etc. '
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TELEPHONE 44105.

JAMES DAVEY,

Builder and General House Repairer,

ROy
15 ALLWORTHY AVENUE, - BELFAST.

ALTERATIONS AND REPAIRS AT MODERATE PRICES.

SPECIALISTS IN

| CHURCH |

|SCHOOL|

1" FURNITURE |
]. P. CORRY & CO LTD
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BELL & MARTIN,

6, FREDERICK STREET,
BELFAST.

heating
Conitractors

For Schools, Halls
and Public Buildings.

ESTIMATES FREE.

TELEPHONE BELFAST 23089.




Munster (c;/ Leinster Bank,

LIMITED.
CAPITAL SUBSCRIBED, £1,875,000; CAPITAL PAID-UP, £750,000
RESERVE, FUND £1,000,000
DEPOSITS at 31st DECEMBER, 1938 £24,184,035

HEAD OFFICE—SOUTH MALL, CORK..
Belfast Offices—High Street and Falls Road.

The Bank has over 200 branches and sub-branches throughout Ireland,
and a large number of Agents and Correspondents in all parts of the World.
Banking services of every description are available for the Public.

Current Accounts opened on usual terms.
Deposits received at Interest.

Thrift Savings Account.—The smallest sums may be deposited. Interest
allowed. Home Safes issued.

Income Tax Claims prepared and Tax recovered.

Executorships and Trusteeships undertaken.

Travellers’ Cheques and Circular Letters of Credit issued.

Drafts granted on the Cities and principal towns in all parts of the World.
Foreign moneys exchanged.

THE GOOD SHEPHERD LAUNDRY,

ORMEAU ROAD, BELFAST

Outstanding for beautifully finished Laundry Work
in all its branches. Vans collect and deliver in
all parts of the City and suburbs. All classes of
Needlework undertaken. Vestments, Lace, Kmttmg
Mortuary Habits always in stock.

Mattresses upholstered. : Altar Breads supplled

HOSTEL under the charge of l'he Good Shepherd Sisters.
GIRLS’ CLUB ANNEXED.

FOOTWEAR

For Style, Comfort and Economy

COME TO

ROMA SHOE STORES

(Proprietor—M. PENDER).

62, FALLS ROAD, : : BELFAST,
Phone 23307..




GILROY S

For Bacon and Ham:  the mildest
Gilroy’s for Beef: the tenderest
Gilroy’s for Fish: the freshest
Gilroy's for Fruit:. the choicest
Gilroy’s for all: the best

Gilroy's of Ann Street

(and Branches)

THE . . . Phone 21038-39

WHITEHALL RESTAURANT

(Proprietor :—George Gilroy)

13 ANN STREET : BELFAST

OPEN 7-30 a.m. TILL MIDNIGHT. BREAKFASTS, MORNING
COFFEE, LUNCHEON, AFTERNOON TEA, HIGH TEA, DINNER,
SUPPER

SNACK BAR, ICES, MINERALS, CIGARETTES, Etc.
ACCOMMODATION 500

PRIVATE ACCOMMODATION FOR PARTIES, SOCIALS, RE-UNIONS,
WHIST DRIVES, MEETINGS, Etc.

BELFAST'S POPULAR NEW RESTAURANT
OPEN ALL DAY ON SUNDAYS

“ The W hitehall for Good Dining”




SMOKE . ..

Original Two-Flake Tobacco

Full-Flavoured and Cool

Per.. 1 /2% . Ounce

LEAHY, KELLY & LEAHY, LIMITED.

P. HOLBROOK,

BUILDING CONTRACTOR,

REPAIRS AND ALTERATIONS TO

CHURCHES,
SCHOQOLS and
PRIVATE PROPERTY.

17 CULLINGTREE ROAD, - BELFAST.




The Athletic Stores, Ltd.,

Ulster Headquarters for Sporis

FOOTBALL, RUGBY, HOCKEY,
SQUASH, BADMINTON, BILLIARDS
and INDOOR GAMES ] HH

Largest Selection in Ireland.
Keenest Prices,

CATALOGUES POST FREE.

9/11 & 12 BRIDGE STREET,
BELFAST.

Telephone: 20491]2.

STORY BOOKS, PRAYER BOOKS,
from 1/- upwards. at Every Price.

VESTMENTS, LINENS,
— and all——————

CHURCH REQUISITES.

maete v Tho Catholic Book Co.

6 BERRY STREET, : BELFAST.

COSGROVE

CASTLE STREET, - . BELFAST,

— STOCKS ONLY THE BEST ——
WINES, WHISKIES AND BRANDIES.
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GOORWITCH'’S

The finest Store in Ireland

Magnificent Model Salons
Luxurious Bridal Salons
Lingerie and Gift Salons

Hairdressing and Beauty
Salons

* X

Goorwitch has by far the largest
variety of Coats & Frocks in Ireland

WILLIAM ABBOTT,

Meat Purveyor, &c.,
riny

117 York St., BELFAST

Phone 22535




HEALTH IN EVERY HOME.
0O

[t is our solemn duty to keep it clean
and wholesome to protect those whose
health and well-being depends upon the
Hygenic precautions we take.

KENNEDY

THE MILK PEOPLE.
DIAL 24902 BELFAST

Let CROSSIN be your
CHEMIST

130 DONEGALL ST., - BELFAST.
"Phone 23389.

Telegrams—** Smokeless, Belfast.” Phone 24075.

it FOR ::

BEST ENGLISH COAL
DEVOTO & HASSAN Ltd.

g C()-lL IMPORTERS,
Sawer’s Chambers HIGH STREET, BELFAST.




HUGHES’ BREAD

SWEETEST AND BEST

STILL MAINTAINS [ITS POPULARITY AS BEING
SUPERIOR TO ANY BREAD BAKED IN BELFAST.

MODEL BAKERIES,
24201 BELFAST——

Agents in every Town and District in Ulster




Students’ Text Books,
Stationery, &c. =—

All Classes of Kindergarten and Handwork materiais
stocked in our spacious Showrooms.

Before making your purchases, please see our quality
and prices.

Sole Agents in N. Ireland for the " Unique " patent Revolving
Surface Blackboard, and stockists of all types of School
Furniture.

WE ARE SUPPLIERS OF THE FOLLOWING ST UDENTS' REQUISITES
OF THE BEST QUALITY FOR SCHOOL AND UNIVERSITY WORK—
Text Books, Laboratory Note Books, Loose-Leaf Note Books,
Exercise Books, Jotters, Fountain Pens, Pencils, Inks, Ge., Ge.

THE EDUCATIONAL COMPANY, LTD.,

34-36 FOUNTAIN STREET, - - = BELFAST.
*Phone—26525.

Telephone: Belfast 27176.

HUGH RICE,

WHOLESALE and RETAIL
FRUIT AND VEGETABLE MERCHANT, .
105 FALLS ROAD and 162 DIVIS STREET, BELFAST.

Deliveries to all parts of City.

JAMES NEARY & SON,

—— BUILDERS ———

General House Repairs and Building
Alterations Carefully Attended to.

22, NORTH QUEEN STREET, BELFAST.

Phone 23271.




PIUS XII.

His Horinzss tae Porr,

Bisuor or Ronr aND Vicar or Jesus CHRIST,
SuccEssor oF St. PETER, PRINCE OF THE APOSILES,
SvurreEME Poxtirr or rHE UNIVErsAL CHURCH,
ParriarcH or tHE WEST, PRIATE oF ITaLy,
ARCHBISHOP AND MEIROPOLITAN OF THE RoxaN ProvincE,
SOVEREIGN OF THE Varrcan Crry.




Simmarian Magazine

MAY, 1939, FOURTH YEAR.

EDITORIAL.

Father Time has run his annual course, and once again ‘‘ The Simmarian’’ makes
its bow. In this, the fourth publication of the School magazine, we arve fully
conscious of the responsibility incurred by us in endeavouring to follow in the
footsteps of our predecessors. They have constantly pleaded unworthiness. Reflecting
on the success which attended their efforts, we cannot but be imbued with a like
spirit of humility in submitting our attempts for your perusal.-

Clough, however, reminds us that ““If hopes were dupes, fears may be liars,”
and so our humility is tempered with ambition. We entertain a hope that our
labours may give you pleasure, and that, as you will not be sparing in your praise
for whatever is deserving of merit, you will, with true benevolence, pardon the
imperfections of adolescence. We ask you to remember that our contributors are
merely raw recruits in the Armies of Art and Literature, and much allowance mush
be made for those who are shouldering arms in the first blush of enthusiasm.

QOur ambitious SCI‘il’)ES ZLSA ire to plcawse oun resenting a variet of articles to
g o
suib your every mood, brmgmg

¢ Whate'er delight
Can make day’s forehead bright
Or gave down to the wings of night.”

If the pages are interesting to the past pupils and stimulating to the present,
and cause both a more lively interest in the present and future well-being of the
School—by resuscitating the memories ¢ of boyhood years” and by inciting our
successors—we ave amply rewarded.
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HABEMUS PAPAM !

I remember, very vividly, one morning last February when I walked down one
of Rome’s narrowest and most crowded streets, the Corso Uniberto. It had rained
much during the night and the streets were still wet, but high above the buildings
on either side, a blue Roman sky gave promise of a Roman day. Down the Corso,
green buses, packed with business people, tore noisily; the narrow footpaths were
crowded with the same hurrying, anxious throng. Shop assistants, not yet fully
awake, removed the iron gates of their premises and gazed at the passers-by. It
was a scene that was typical of almost any modern city at that time of the morning.
And then, suddenly, as I moved in the midst of the crowd, I noticed a newsbey
making in my direction, running, stopping, and running again, and always shouting
the message which he bore on the placard before him. In a few moments he was
passing me, and I could read higy nie({s‘age aud hear his voice: “ E morto il Papa,”
he cried. The Pope is dead. LAY N ‘ ]

It is strange what turns one’s thoughts will take in moments such as these;
I remember thinking at that moment—how often has this street heard that cry?
Those high buildings on each side of me, which now shelter modern shops and offices,
have been worn and mellowed by the centuries. Charles Dickens had written of
them while they were still palaces; long beforc his time Princes and Cardinals had
lived in them. Even the name ¢ Corso Umberto’ was something new in comparison
with the street.which bore it, for nineteen centuries ago the citizens of Tmperial
Rome had called it the Via Flaminia. As I stood there, and let the crowd flow
past me, I thought of how often that vcry ¢ I morto il Papa ® had been heard in this
street, and how often it had meant a turning point in the history of the Church.
I thought of a December morning in 1521, when, ot the height of TLuther’s revolt,
it had echoed past these buildings and spread consternation through Rome. I
remembered how, that morning, Cardinals were seen hurrying through the streets—
some of them certainly through this one—towards the Vatican, and how the Swiss
Guard were seen mounting their cannon on the Castlello San Aungelo, for the
Protestant princes of Germany were known to be dangerous men. ‘La morte del
Santo Padre’ cried the newdboy's voice in the distance, and I knew that another
page in the history of the Church was turning.

The Pope is dead. Pius XI. is dead. At first it was impossible to realize that
it was true. We had been talking of him so much that very week; we had been
speaking so much of all that was to happen in the next few days when he was to
have celebrated the signing of the Lateran freaty; it was difficult to realize that
now it would never happen. Almost involuntarily our steps—I was accompanicd
by an Irish priest—turned towards the Vatican City. Down the Via del Plebiscito
we passed, but the news had been there before us. Newspaper kiosks were surrounded
by people buying the special editions which had just come out; already booksellers
stood in their shop windows balancing books on the late Pope, right in_the front
vow; flags were creeping out slowly and hanging limply at half-mast. We crossed
the Tiber and passed into the Via della Conciliazione, the great broad street which
leads into the piazza of St. Peter's. Away at the end of it, the great basilica lay
white and shining in the mo'rn'i‘ng sun, and T thought it had never looked so
beautiful as then. Against the bright blue sky it seemed to have all the delicacy
and beauty of an ornament carved in ivory, the great dome resting gently over all,
as if it had just floated down that morning. And yet, for all its beauty, I felt
that this morning was different. I had so often looked at it before and thought of
it as the living, beating heart of Christendom; that tiny city vesting there on the
Vatican hill had scemed a living thing. This morning it was dead, a beautiful
structure of stone—but the heavt within it, that which had given it life and meaning,
had ceased to beat,

B e 0wl
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Away in one corner of the great white pinzza a crowd of several hundred had
gathered round the bronze door, the entrance to the Vatican palace. This morning
it was half closed as a sign of mourning ; camera men stood chatting heve and theve
among the crowd, and scanned the faces of the dignitaries who now and then passed
through. A great silence hung over all; the hissing of the great fountains was

e broken only by the carvefree laughter of the children who played hide-and-scek.

ed We passed from the bright sunlight into the great basilica, and it was then that
1gs we felt somcthing pulling at our hearts. Everything inside was in readiness for
EQ; the triumphal entry of Pius XI. on the following Sunday, that entry which would
— never take place. Away at the end of the nave I could pick out the white canopy
Ly ander which he would have sat; there were barriers down the nave to keep back
Tt the crowds that would have cheered him. We reached the great altar of the
18- Confession; people knelt and prayed for the two hundred and sixty-first Pope at
Y, the tomb of the first. High up in the vast spaces of the roof a sanpietrino swung,
ng spider-like, at the end of a rope, loosening the great red tapestries which he had
s only yesterday put up. The great pillavs of brocade fell one by one to the ground

with a dull thud. ¢ They are hauling down the flag,” said my companion, and I

nobiced that the woman in front of me was weeping.
That evening we procured permission to visit the Sistine Chapel, whither the

~e‘; remains of Pius XI. had been removed. e mounted the long vaulted Scala Regia,
Y' past the Swiss Guards on sentry; in the great silent ante-rooms Papal Knights, with
45; pointed white beards and starched ruffs, put their fingers to their lips and whispered
ad ¢ Piano —* Softly’ In a moment we weve gazing on the earthly remains of the
- late Pope, resting peacefully there in the dim candle-light. The healthy tan of the
o face had given place to the pallor of death, but otherwise he was unchanged; the
7 Roman nose, the strong mouth, those features which we had known so well, were
ol still there. As I stood there, my eyes wandered past the scarlet and white uniform
h of the Noble Guard to the spot, not twenty yards away, where, seventeen years:
lt- before, the Cardinal Dean had addressed to Cardinal Achille Ratti the dread question:
I’ “ Dost thou accept the election which has appointed thee Sovereign Pontiff 77 I saw

in my mind’s eye that short, strongly-built figure tremble for a moment before he
; answered : *“ That it may not be said that I refused to bow to the Divine Will;
he that it may not be said that T fled from thg burden which was to rest on my shoulders,
Lol and in spite of my unworthiness, which I feel profoundly, I accept.” He had been
or clected on the fourteenth count. © We made the Stations of the Cross with him,”
) said Cardinal Gasparri afterwards, “but we left him on Calvary alone.”” Alone, for

seventeen yeavs, he had carried that cross; Cardinals might help him in his work;
Nuncios might collect information for him from evevy part of the globe, but the

at

n tremendous, heart-breaking responsibility of it all was his, and: his alone. As I
o stood there, T remembered how a Vatican official had told me that often the Holy
16 Father would come down to Mass in the morning with a sealed envelope on which
el he had written the words ‘Jesus, Mary, and Joseph.” That envelope contained.
.0 documents dealing with questions upon which an important decision had to-be made,
d and Pius XI. would leave it on the altar while he celebvated Mass; it was his votive
'S candle, asking for guidance and light. Such is the simple and child-like piety of
1t the truly great. For scventeen years he had borne that cross, supported by the.
d prayers of his children in every part of the globe. And now, that morning, as he
h prayed to take up the burden for another day, God stayed hiz hand and called
y him home.

0 The next day they carried him into St. Peter’s, aund, raised high on the scarlet;
v draped bier, he lay there in the Blessed Sacrament Chapel, while his children came
I, to pay a lost homage to their father. They came there in tens of thousands, men
i3 and women, young and old, vich and poor. They stood in queues for long hours,
f at times in drizzling rain. They suffered tiredness, discomfort and hunger—and all
e that they might gaze for a few brief moments, but for the last time, on the face of
A= Pius XI. T stood in the queuc on Monday afternoon, and we were. two and a half
3 hours traversing the few hundred yavds of Bernini’s colonnnde, T can still sce the

Lronzed and wrinkled face of the old man in front of me, who, finding the heat and
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tiredness unbearable, turned sadly away. “Ci vidremo in paradiso,” he murmured
to himself. “ We shall sec cach other in pavadise.” T can still see the soldiers who
sacrificed their day’s leave to come and see the Pope for the last time; the young
married people, with their babies dressed in white, who stood there hour after hour;
he had always spoken so feelingly at those great audiences of young married couples,
telling them of the great dignity and reponsibility that was theirs. At length the
slowly-moving line passed into the Basilica, but it would take another half an hour
to reach the Blessed Sacrament Chapel. Inside, all was strangely silent. We passed
between two lines of Vatican Guards, with their Napoleonic hats, white doeskin
breeches, and black thigh boots. The rise and fall of voices reciting the Rosary
might have been coming from an Irvish cottage in the Gaelteacht, so plaintive and
sweet it was. Slowly, the line moved forward, until at last we reached the Chapel
of the Blessed Sacrament. There was nothing sombre or mouwrnful about the scenc
there; rather had it the appearance of an old, but richly-coloured, oil painting seb
in the shadows of a great cathedral. The scarlet and white uniforms of the Noble
Guard, the doublets and hose of the Swiss Guard—slashed with red, yellow and
blue—the martyrs red of the Pope’s vestments, the golden grille of the chapel itself,
all these became rich and mellow in the warm light of twenty-four great candles.
In the midst of it all, Pius XI. rested, at peace, his eyes closed in death. Thosc
eyes. I thought of that day, not long ago, when he had pressed his hand to the
lips of a blind boy, and held it there. My son,” he had said, after a moment’s
silence. ‘“ My son, we are all blind.”” I gazed for a moment at the closed eyelids,
and I knew that Pius XI. could now see.

The next day they buried him. I stood at the altar of the Confession and watched
the long funeral procession come moving slowly down the nave. T had stood theve
one Sunday afternoon last November, and had seen Pius XI. carried in the Scdia
Gestatoris for the last time. I remembered watching the steel casques of the Swiss
Guards, moving slowly over the heads of the great crowd, the Noble Guard with their
long flowing plumes and drawn swords, the violet and ermine of the Canons of St.
Peter’s, the brown habits of the monks, and the scarlet robes of the Cavdinals. And
then, at the end of it all, calm and serene above a sea of hands and handkerchiefs and
cheers and Vivas, the venerable figure of the Pope, his hand raised in blessing.
To-day, as I stood there beside the altar of the Confession, I could see the self-same
procession move slowly towards me. Only the end was different. Instead of the
Sedia Gestatoria they had a bier, and the mitred figure of Pius I. lay rigid and pale
Sedia Gestatoria they had a bier, and the mitred figure of Pius XI. lay rigid and pale
in death. Therc was something indefinably sweet and unearthly about this funeral
procession. There were no cheers or Visas now; only the sweet heavenly chant of
boyish voices and the ring of spurs on marble.

The days between the funeral and the Conclave passed quickly. Every day saw
the arrival of another Cardinal in Rome; the Vatican was noisy with the hammering
of hundreds of workmen. On the evening on which the Conclave opened we stood
in the piazia and watched the Cardinals’ cars go by, and went home with a'pleasant
sense of anticipation for the days that were to come.

And then came that never-to-be-forgotten day, March 2nd. Every detail of it,
the very sounds and colours of it, will live, I think, for ever in my memory. I
remember how, as we passed over to the Vatican in the morning, ‘the white ruins
of Imperial Rome shone coldly under a clear blue sky. I remember the great piazza
loosely filled with people, who ambled, and chatted, and sipped their coffec in the
open, and all the time kept half an eye on the long, narrow chimney which jutted up
from the Sistine Chapel. T remember how the hours passed plenzantly, and how
suddenly, before you quite rvealized it, a joyous little ““ ecco * rau through the crowd
and the air was filled with the clicking of cameras; the little chimney was giving
fitful little puffs of smoke, whitish grey at first, and then thicker and blacker until
there could be absolutely no doubt about it, and people gave a disappointed “Ah!" and
then laughed and looked at it again and took snapshots of it, and laughed agaiu.
It was such a tiny, pathetic, little chimney that it seemed strangely out of placa .
in the cycle of great events, We mioved off to dinner, everybody pleasantly happy ;
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the piazza of St. Peter’s was a delighted place in which to speud the morning, and
the warm sun, aud the crowd, and Lhe sense of anticipation had given edge to
appetite.

At dinner, of course, we talked of mnothing else. ¢ How long would it last?—
hope the wcather kceps up—there should be another smoke about seven o’clock
this evening.” In the late afternoon we set off ugain for St. Peter’s. The shadows
were beginning to lengthen, T remember, and as we passed down the Via del * Impero
the sun was turning the white columns of the Forum of Augustus into gold. We
arrived at the Via della Conciliazione and strolled leisuvely towards the crowd
gathered in the piazza. Then the first thing happened. An Irish priest whom we
knew came running out of one of the shops and called to us: ¢ White! White !’
He was saying ‘‘ the smoke was white.”” Without waiting to question him, we
began to half run towards the piazza, telling ourselves as we ran that it was only
another ramour and couldn’t possibly be true; and yet, it was clear that the crowd
was intrigued over something, for it had formed itself into a scries of tiny groups,
each of which was the scene of an animated discussion. We pushed our way through
the throng until it became so dense that we could go no further. Beside us a well-
dressed man was holding forth in the centre of a small group. I tell you there
is absolutely no doubt about it,” he was saying. ‘I heard the Vatican radio
calling all nations to link up with them for the announcement.”” Over and over
again we questioned him, until his patience was almost exhausted. The news, too,
was spreading through the crowd; you could feel the excitement in the air. We
looked at each other—° with a wild surmise ’ almost—and said:  This is terrvific;
it must be true.”” We had been so confident that the Conclave would last for some
days that the idea of an election on the first day was almost overwhelming. Yet
every moment new signs appeared to confirm the news; over the heads of the crowd
we could see the Via della Conciliazione almost impassable with a thick stream of
buses, motor cars, taxis, and pedestrians; all Rome was flocking to St. Peter’s.
Only the great grey facade of the basilica remained motionless and silent; not a
sign to indicate that anything had happencd; a little puff of white smoke had been
and gone, and that was all.

As I stood there gazing at the great structure before me, I thought of the great
pylon of the Vatican wireless station behind it, and of the invisible bouds that were
radiating from there, linking hundreds of thousands of howes to this spot and this
hour. T saw in my mind’s eye many a home in TIreland, in England, France,
Germany, Italy, America, where families, clustered together round the home radio,
stood with us in spirit in the piazza of St. Peter’s.

““He will give the blessing from the balecony?” asked the man who had first
confirmed the news for us, and then he went on to recall that historic day in
1922 when Pius XI. had given the blessing from the balcony for the first time since
1870. ¢ My old father was here in this piazza that day,” he said. * He was o
good Catholic, but also a passionate lover of Ttaly, and when he saw the Pope make
that magnificent gesture he came home, and sat down, and cried for joy.”

So the minutes passed, each one telling his own story. What was it the Caudinal
Deacon was to say—Annuntio vobis gaudim magnum: I announce to you a great joy,
we have a Pope. It was difficult to remember when we had fivst read of those words;
long ago, perhaps, when we studied Church History at school. Somchow, they seem
remote from us; part of that great world of history which we could read about and
enjoy, but never experience.

By this time twilight was rapidiy deepening into darkuess; the sky had become
a deep translucent blue, and here and there a star pecped out and watched. The
great arms of Bernini’s colonnade stretched out to embrace a crowd that was now
enormous, a vist, rvolling, inky sky on which the great hanging Jaumps floated like
ships at anchov. Before us the vast basilica loouied grey through the darkness,
in the midst of it a vivid patch of gold, wherve the great doors of the balcony opencd
into the brightly-lit Hall of Benedictions beyond. The murmur of the crowd grew
less and less until there was alinost silence. ' The suspense became most painful;
minute after minute slowly ticked by, until—ah, ycs, there it was—a cross silhouetted
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for a moment in the patch of gold, the ermine of the prelates, and then—oh, joy '
a flash of scarlet as the Cardinal Deacon passed into the balcony. There was a
moment’s pause—never have T felt such silence. The next moment it was shattered,
and w voice, clear as a trumpet, ran over that vast, silent sea, down to the Tiber,
and out beyend Rome to the ends of the earth.
“ AN-NUNTIO—VO-BIS—GAUDIUM-MAGNUM ; HABEMUS PAPAAM.”

And then the tide burst its gates, and from the great crowd rose a cheer that must
have picrced the skies. In a moment all was silent.

« EMENTISSIMUM AC REVERENDISSIMUM DOMINUM—DOMINUM-
EUGENIUM . . .”
“ Pacelli P’ voared the crowd, and gave itsclf over to joy. There are no words to
describe that moment. People jumped aund cheered, and waved and shook one
another’s hauds, and cheered again, and shouted * Viva Pacelli, Viva il Papa’ until
I thought they should never cease. After some moments, the Cardinal’s voice
continued :
¢ Qanctee Romanze Beclesiee Cardinalem-Pacelli, qui sibi nomen imposuit, Pinm.”

Slowly the procession formed again and left as it had come, as the multitude in
the piazza intoned the Te Deum for the Church on earth.

““ Thee, the glorious choir of Apostles. . .
Thee, the white-robed martyrs. . .
Thee, the Church scattered over the whole carth, doth praise.”

As the last strains of that great hymn were dying away, aunother processioun
filled the balcony; a tall, erect figure stood in the midst. Another moment’s silence,
and then the voice of Pius XII., clear and sweet, but weighted with emotion, began
to intone.

“May the Name of the Lord be blessed,” he said, and a hundred thousand
voices replied: “ Now and for ever more.”

Touder grew the voice of the Pope: ©“ Our help is in the Namec of the Lord,”
and the voice of the people, like the sound of many waters, volled back: ““Who
made heaven and carth.”

We fell on owr knces, and, looking up, I could just see a hand raised to bless
the world, and I hecard the words:

“ May Almighty God, the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost, bless you.”

He stood for a moment there as they cheered him, and then he turned and was
gone, '

Now that it was all over, the pent-up floods of joy rushed forth. ‘* Gaudium
Magnum, Gaudiwm Magnum,” sang the great bell of St. Peter’s, as it faivly
danced for joy; * Leetitia, Leetitia, Leetitin,” sang the little bell in the campanile
of the Church of San Lovenzo. People talked and laughed and shouted and cheered.
“« Viva Pacelli,” cried a man—TI had never scen him before—who grasped my hand;
« Romano di Rom,” cried a shrilled-voiced boy beside me. ** Habemus Pontificem,”
cried a group of University students, as they formed a circle.  An old sailor hobbled
past me, singing softly to himsclf, and with an effort I could just catch his words:

“Il Cardinale Pucelli ¢ stato benigno, i
11 Cardinale Pacelli e nostro Papu Pio. . .7"—
Gardinal Pacelli is owr Pope Pius.

We dvifted with the great crowd down the Via Della Conciliazione, and when we
came to the bridge across the Tiber we paused for a moment and looked back. Three
hundred bells of Rome were still vinging for joy; stretching away back to the piazza,
a long line of slowly-moving cars made a yellow river ol light through the crowd.
T looked for a momwent at the great floodlit basilica, and T thought of that day three
weeks before when I had seen it hathed in the cold sunlight of the morning. I
thought fer a momeut of all that had happened since then, from the newsboy’s cry
in the Corso Umberto— E morto il Papa,” to the Cavdinal’s triumphant call
to-night,  Habemus Papam,” and [ kunew that T had heard the pulse of history
beat.

W. CONWAY.
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WORDS! WORDS: WORDS.

The majority of stammercrs and stuttevers belong to the iasculine sex. | This
is'due to the fact that women have, aud use, fewer words, bub they exercisc such a
mastery over this small stock thal expression with them is perennially spontaneous
and easy-flowing; whereas men, though having a larger fund of words at their disposal,
scek precision rather than 1ap1d1ty of expression, and for this reason are much more
hesitant. But what about Mrs. Malaprop? you ask. Yes! she at once comes to the
fore to prove the exception to this generality, dlﬁelmg from the rest of her sex n
that she sought the precise word with admirable perseverance (even though results
did not justify it). She would not say that a person was as “ headstrong as a mule,”
but preferred to show her orviginality and say ¢ as headstrong as an allegory on the
banks of the Nile.” An ovdinary homely housewife, after hastily scanning an
advertisement for an ¢ Easiwork ** cooking appavatus, would throw it into the five.
Mrs. Malaprop, however, would *‘ confine ”” the aforesaid document to the flames.

Nevertheless, precision of speech is not to be scorned. Ti is a virtue not easy
to cultivate, and one may be deterred by dwelling on the fate of Mvs. Malaprop or
on the words of Pope:

“In words, as in fashious, the same rule will hold
Alike fantastic, if too new or old. ‘
Be not the fivst by whom the new is tried,
Nor yet the last to lay the old aside.”

If precision of expression is to be attained, it will be necessary to use new and
bold metaphors and similes and to coin new words of one’s own. It may be quite
impossible to express one's thoughts in existing langnage, and it becomes nccessary
to mould new words to suit new ideas. The everyday expression, “ boycott,”” has but
a comparatively recent history, but it is a much bebter word than its ponderous
soclal excommunication.”

¢ o«

predecessors— ‘. ostracism 7 and

This word resembles many other English words in that it is derived from the
surname of n person. Captain Boycott was an Euglish landlord’s agent in County
Mayo. On the advice of the Land League the rack-rented tenants were to offer what
was considered (by them) a fair rent, and, should this be refused, no payment was
to be made until the ngents agreed to accept the fair vents. Capluin Boycott's
tenantry adopted this policy and were soon furnished with notices of eviclions. The
people’s reply was to bring him to understand their point of view by the employment,
against him, of a system to which he gave his name. Try as he would, the Captain
was unable Lo find anyone willing in the farm work, nor could any offer induce them.
Moreover, the servants left him, the blacksmith would not shoe his horses, and the
postman showed remarkable reticence when he had to call at the Captain’s. The

Captain was truly * boycotted.”

Dunce is another such word. Duns Scotus (1206-1308) was a learncd scholar.
His disciples, who were called Dunsers, were vegarded by the enthusiasts of the
Renaissance as antagonistic towards the ¢ new learning,” so that the name indicated
an opponent to progress and learning, and hence “a dunce.”’

Tooligan, and the substantive Hooliganism, came from the name of a spirited
Trish Tamily whose gay mode of living eulivened the drab monotony of life in
Southwark towards the end of the nincleenth century.

Mereator (1512-1594) was a Dutch geographer, who adopted as a frontispiece of his
map-book a figure of Atlas supporting the would, thus explaining the current sense
of ¢ atlas.”
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Trollope used the word ‘‘ pinchbeck >’—* Where in these pinchbeck days can. -we
hope to find the old agricultural virtue in its purity?”” A word derived. from one
Christopher Pinchbeck, a manufacturer of cheap watches and imitation jewellery
in Fleet Street.

‘“ Sandwich ”’ was initiated by the Earl of Sandwich, who passed whole days and
nights in gambling, and, grudging to lose time eating, was in the habit of bidding
the waiter bring him for refreshment a piece of meat between two slices of bread,
which he ate without stopping from play.

January was the month dedicated by the Romans to the god Janus, a double-faced
character who could look back on the old year and forward on the current year,

Pasteur’s invaluable work may be realised by ouly a few, but everyone insists
that his milk be pasteurized.

¢

Jazz is a more doubtful word. The dictionary defines jazz as a ¢ voluptuous dance
of negro origin accompanied by a wild irregular kind of music,”” and has been broken
off as * that synchronizing supersyncopation that, originating in New Orleans, has
reached the feet and fingers of America into a shimmying, tickle-toeing, snapping
delirium, and now (i.e., 1919) is upsetting the swaying equilibrium of the European
dance.”” The dance and the music emerged from the negro shanties of New Orleans,
and in March, 1916, Bert Kelly’s Jazz Band (the first to be so named) was engaged
in Chicago/and scoréd an immediate success. It is suggested that the origin of the
word has come from the name of a well-known band conductor of New Orleans.
Others, however, contend that it was a spontaneous brain-wave of the aforesaid
Bert Kelly.

These words have become part and parcel of the ordinary everyday stock of
words—so much so, that they are now printed without the initial capifal letter, with
a consequent obscuring of their derivation. Others, while in commoner use, have,
however, retained that initial capital letter. St. Vitus was a Sicilian youth martyred
during the Diocletian persecution, 303. His feast day was yearly celebrated, but after
the Reformation lost much of its former significance, so that in Germany, in the
sixteenth century, it was believed that good health for a year could be secured by
anyone who danced before a statue of 8t. Vitus on his feast day.: This dancing
gradually grew into a kind of mania and came to be copfused with chorea, which
was subsequently known as St. Vitus’s Dance.

“ At Strasbourg hundreds of folk began
To dance and leap, both maid and man;
In open market, lane or street
They skipped along nor cared to eat,
Until the plague had ceased to fight us,
"Twas called the dance of Holy Vitus.”

Macdougallism is explained as ‘‘an inordinate display of modesty and delicacy
imputed to the inhabitants of Scotland,” in reference to the determined effort of a
Mr. Mac Dougall, of the London County Council, to clean up the London music halls
in the ’Nineties.

Comstockery, exaggerated prudishness, comes from Americn. It dates from the
Comstock Postal Act of 1873, which gave authority to a busybody of that name to
exercise a censorship of all postal matter in the United States. So inquistiorial was
his pursuit of innocent words that he was suspected of some hidden moral turpitude,
and his regime was described as the * Reign of Terrvor.”

Oliver, thieves’ cant for the moon, also belongs to this category. As the first
highwaymen were Cavaliers, it seems legitimate to conjecture an allusion to the broad.
red face of the Protector.
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To give a Roland for an Oliver is give tit for tat. The exploits of Roland and
Oliver, paladins of Charlemagne, are so similar that it has been by no meaus easy
to identify their sepavate acts. What Oliver did, Roland did, and vice-versit.

A Muller hat was named after an Austrian, Franz Muller, who murdered a railwuy
clerk, and, as a vesult of some unexplainable frugality, kept and wore the murdered
man’s hat—an act which greatly facilitated his < comprehension,” as Mus, Malaprop
would say.

Place-names, t00, have frequently formed words now in common use. ¢ Bedlam ”’
is a corruption of ““ Bethlechem,” the great asylum for lunatics, named after St. Mary
of Bethlehem.

In the beginning of the sixteenth contury a dark-skinuned nomadie race made its
first appearance in England, and were thought to have come from Egypt. They were,
accordingly, called Egyptians, later Gpeians, and henee to its present-day form,
gypsies.

The use of the word, ¢ loggerhead,” was assisted by the fact that a certain
popular inn displayed a sign having two faces and the inscription—

““We three loggerheads be.”

Loggerhead originally meant a blockhead.

Calico came from Calicut, damask from Damascus, port from Oporto, and currant

from Corinth.

Banagher was a town on the River Shannon, which, in the days before
Parliamentary Reform, was a notorious pocket-borough and, beeause of the agitation
for veform, was kept in the public ear (the eye was not then so well developed), for
members vied with one another to discover pocket-boroughs *‘ to beat Banagher.”

“Tory * exemplifies the opposite change, being the name given to the Irish in
the seventeenth century, who were turned out of their heldings to make room for
English settlers, and so took to the hills, whence they made attacks on those who
displaced them. Accordingly, they were branded as outlaws or, in Gaelic, toraidhe—
a pursued person. Duwing the English Revolution of 1688 it was applied to the
Catholics fighting on the side of Jumes IT., that is, to those who refused to concur in
excluding James from the throne. Some time afterwnrds it was adopted as the
title of a political party, especially of those who wanted no change in the order
of things. The name of this party was later changed from Tory to Conservative,
though the least unbending in the principles of the party were still labelled Tories.”

Precision, which has called many of tliese words into being, is commendable
up to a certain point. If precision was respousible for such words as
honorficabilitudanitatibus  or quudrimensiohsslity or antidisestablishmentarianism,
surely it is time to call a halt.

For words half reveal
Aund half conceal
The soul within.

"These, however, are but the exceptions to the general rule—that they are more
expressive than the ones they displace. Let us strive always to adopt the methods
of the first settlers in Australasia, who, entering into a region of new Flora and
Fauna, did not hesitate to name the numerous animals, etc., they came upon by such
words. as © friav-bird,” * frogs-mouth,” * honey-eater,’ ¢ ground-lark,” ¢ sugar-grass,’
¢ hedge-laurel,” ¢ iron-heart,” ¢ thousand-jacket.’

How simple, how expressive, how precise!

B. WOODMAN, E.2.




32 SIMMARIAN MAGAZINE.

CiSearnsa 1hnis  eogain.

Lanamaimn Doce, B Pm oann am amam 1 n-u gcomnuioe 1 n-1nnmp €ogaim.
Ui mac amém aca. i A0 1 N-4 Seomnutoe 1 motolg 010 aSur ni tug
mummeit Innip CoZamn majt Lear-amm 4 an c-reanouine ¢ Leapro 1nnip
CoZam, 4’ MaZa0 alpt a1 o Curo botccineacs’. O SAbar améim aca. Smn
4 1ab ve Parobpredsr an c-raogatl aca.

Nuai & BT an mac dUsDaM 'p prce o Mg ré fao Leir an Ottedn Up
rd comne clraigreall (NS0 & PAOENUEAD DO N-4 MWINNTIt ASUP 140 00
Tabaipc amac L\]“ AN BoicTineact. Nuan o B ré VAT beag NP an Otledn
Uy CHAI0 16 4 O obalp 0T Tigeanna. Ui mZean amdim ag an TIZedama reo
Agzur tuic rEINZIRA0 L&1Ce agup TuiT pire 1 ngrdo Leir. Do ndtac Leobia
ber ammy &’ rrubal “acan cruitn()m\ L& amdm cardao 4 h- L\CL\”" onca.
Fuait ré gremm &m an EGipeannad v oUbAIMT 16 5O 114 1é & Sabatl o
(,mceam AP Bett o7 rubal ammg Le n-a mgean. Dubaipc an o Cipeannac
CADE "N PAT 4 1TA0ILFEQD 1€ &, NAC 14D rire 1 1-a MgIn 4% TISearna agup
50 1tab reirean 1 n-a thac ag Tifeaina 1 n-Giunn.  Oubdapc & Tigearna
mpr an Otedn Un Ler o gcm]twm: '€ SLar 41 an T-reompa ASUP SO
Sculfpea® 1é buicléan go h-Grunn 5o ol SO Breicean Pé an pab an
buaCaill &3 mnre na pipgnne agur mad bi pé a3 mnre na pipinne 5o
DruZedn ré o Mmiean Le Poraov Asur mé bi € A% MNre bpéige To
rsaoilread ré é.

Cuipeat an T-Gipeannad bodc |1‘t:cu\< ' T-reompa 1P cwmpean an slar
Al ATUP enpeat an butléap So N-Crunn asur O teace S0 h-1nmip €ogam
Le pdSall amad So1oé’'n vmE o Hi ap ruinneip an buadalla 1 n-Gipnn.
Nuan & €dms an buicléap 5o h- -lnnip €oZam Cuard Pé o Cup celpce cd
h-dic a pab Leamo Tnmp L‘m,.\m N pab oume app BIE Pan &tc 1 n-mnni
mnre 6. Fa vepest v MMr rean-oudme amam 06 £d 0TAOD ve'n feat
reo & nab an Ledar-amm pin ap AZUP 50 nab bDuacall athdim aige v sup
TS ré ap an Tipt Le Tréan boictineadt’. Teipbedn ré V6 an cpo v’ Foo
& b an Tc-rean-Lanariaim 1 n-4 Scomnuige ann. T&mg an butcléan £A0
Leip an Cpo agup Cams pé apcead.  OMapp an c-rean-bean Al Teadc
ANioPr 5o oci an cemrd.  Cug i TUPCTOS 00 ASUPr VA ant Puroe uipcl,
O PIAEIME DO an pabd ocpar Al Seall A P10 & et a1ze an acan (o
ATUP Caroé’n LIGD DI aca Dubaint PE SO pab. Tusg Pioaman ceallacan
PREATAT ar £A0UN LeabWo agup Cup ri mp an Srioratd 140, Nuaip a4 BHi
™40 Lrutlce atce Tug i 5o 0TI an TAbLA 140 ATUP scmm r1 140 ruar te
rMpanots. Ui an Sabap ceangailce ap colp an cdbla 1 naat & Cuaro
an bntléan & Ve na LPREATAT CUATD an Tabap & rmuipinedaltt apn ha
Préatal agur bi obalr A% an dutléan é a comnedilt ap scdl. Nuain a
Bi & voTan 1€Te De .an PREATAT A15e O EHUS 1é asur cualo amac. Cuaro
Al peanouime amac 1 n-a 01810, DubaIpT ré Leir Jup ¢rero ré 5o nab
uirce & it aint Le n-a 04 Lanh 4 mgedd a¢ nac rab veop ap bic rd Tead,
SO FCairedn ré refleds aft a4 & LM 4ZUPr To OTIOCEAD Leir 140 a
MZean 45 an CEa0 PolL uipce. NLL an buicléap 1rcead & conne rLdén
& PARAIL aF an T-reanbean. D aape pé 1 n-aprne mr na cpeacai Agup
Nl Q¢ caop PUILL P polap an Lae &) Tedadt ptead prin. O’pdg ré
rLan acya P ol imaE pé Tun o an Oitedim Ui apire. Ui an buscaill boce
FA01l @agla no bi pé ol ocdnam 5o pPSaoilproe é nuap & T1ocEat an
LucLéap na datle.  AC mmnt & TAMIT an bucléap iprceasd an an wonap
aS cmv.\pn.\ an Oiedm Tin o 1AM PE W San puroe 50 N-Innreotat ré
VO TOIDEN VOIS A Ui ar o hwnntip an Buadalla 1 n- Cipinn, Dubaipc an
bumcléar 5o 1ab cairledn 4% atait an Buacally 1 n-GHunn o "&b uinneos




:us
nir
31N

na
SO
an
SO
50

ar
m

o7
m

P33 Aao3 3 s.

1 S

SIMMARIAN MAGAZINE. 33

At O cothne “acan L& 04 nab ra BLIa0AIM aTur 4n CATAOIN A FUL 1€ Le
ruroe uipce, nac Hraca ré 4 Leitéro ran Oiledn Up aptam asur an T
VIO A FUAL '€ 45 MATalf 4N Buacalla nac Brusin ré a Le1té1o Aam asur
AN callin-tdble nac Hraca ré a4 Leritéro ran Olledn ﬁp Atiam azur an
cpaircin & bDruaip ré uirce amac 4o Le n-a 04 L&ith & MEedad nac
TCeAnnotad 4 fab 0’aipsean ran Oiledn Up €. O’ éimg an Tifearna bp
Beln ré an & NMEean 'r ¢us ré 00’n buscall i. Porad 140 a5UP 01 bamgér
ach 4 thaip L& 'p bliaoain.

A4S N4 sleanncal
(S. O h-ANNAIMN 4 repiod rior).

BALMY BOOKS

“ A Cliff Mishap,” by Eileen Dover.
“The Great Plague,” by Ivan Astikoff.

“ Way Out West,” by Laura Norder.

¢ The Treasure Hunt,”’ by Isaac Gold.

“ Our Relations,” by Ivan Ant.

“ The White Sheet;”” by, Dryden Areyd.
¢« Hothouses,” by Tom Atose.

“In the City,” by Rosa Howses.
“Have a Quick One,” by Y. Knott.

¢ Champagne Effects,” by Carrie Holme.
¢ The Chinese Dagger,” by Howitt Cutts.
¢ Tsrael Tottered,” by Andy Fel.

“ The Man at the Wheel,” by Laurie Dryver.
< Easter,” by Gladys Koolshutt.

¢ The Midget,” by Izzy Small.

¢ Mr. Grouser,” by Mona Lott.

“ Jack is Here,” by Wendy Goaway.

¢ Still Lakes,” by R. Depe.

¢ The Frozen North,” by I. C. Cold.

¢ Bankrupt,” by Noah Kash. '

““We Only Live Once,”” by Nora Pete.

¢ Gold Reef,” by Peter Dout.

¢ Deserted,” by I. Malone.

¢ Bacon for Breakfast,” by Henry Fused.
¢ Music,” by Panna Jewette.

¢ Friendly People,” by Amy Abille.

“ A Million Pounds,” by Lotta Doe.
10,000 Feet Up,” by Eym Dyizze.
“Try Again,” by Percy Vere.

 Black Eyes,” by Brokyn Nowse.

WM. McDERMOTT, C.1.
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CIVIL SERVICE COMMISSION: EXAMINATION
ANNOUNCED.

The Civil Service Commissioners have announced an cxamination to be held on
the 3lst June, 1938, for SIX vacancies in the Meteorological Station. Age limits, j
19 to 39.

We have been supplied, by our skilled Bureau of Push-Overs, with an advance copy
of the Examinalion papers, together with many valuable hints which will be of
service to Candidates.

PaPER I.—GENERAL LITERATURE.
1  Who wrote the following :
(a) “ All the world’s a stage,
And all the men and women merely players.”
(b) ““Step on the gas, brother.”
(c) ““ A stitch in time is worth two on the bush.”
(d) “ Any evening, any day, as you go down Lambeth way.”

& Write a brief appreciation of any two of the following:— The Tempest,”
* Typhoon,” ‘‘ Hurricane,” ‘‘ Mad about Music,” ¢ Pennies from Heaven.”

5. 'Who said the following :—
{a) ““ You may as well go stand upon the beach,
And bid the mainflood bate his usual height.”
(Suggestion—Captain of McRory Cup team during match with Cavan).
(b) “I say the earth did shake when I was born.”
(Suggestion—Hitler at the Munich Confervence).

Paprr IT.—GEOGRAPHY.

1. Where is Iceland ? What comes from it? Why are they always ¢ deep ’? Has
it any counection with the Azores?

¢

2. What is the approximate distance between Belfast and Déat Feypce?  (Log tables
not allowed in this question, but dual desks permitted).

3. What is a Secondary Depression? How is it affected by the results of
Examination ?
Paprr III.—HisTory.
1 Write a short history of Ireland.
For this question we have a valuable suggestion.
1169—19—? England tries to conquer Ireland.
18— Hollywood conquers both England and Ireland.

PapER IV.—SCIENCE.

1. How would you prepare pure rain water from tap water?
(It may be presumed you have the permission of the Water Board).

PAPER V.—GENERATL. KNOWLEDGE.

1 Discuss the following: “ Judging by the salary offered, it will be a long time
before these officers can put by anything for the rainy day.” Refer to the
advisability of living in the Sahara.

2. Armed with a barometer and thermometer, how would you determine whether it
is raining or not?

INTERVIEW.
Have you any ambition?

(Candidates are advised to disclaim all desire of being appointed Managers

I . -
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or Accountants in the various suppressed Boards of the country. Note, also,
that there is mo truth in the rumour that, at the Interview after the last
Examination, the candidate who when asked the above question replied that
he would never rest until he had ousted the DMinister from his post, was
turned down).

N.B.—Candidates should not be more than 5 feet 2 inches in height, as the beds
in the Meteorological Station are a job lot purchased from a children’s hospital.

J. DUIGNAN, D.z1.

“SCHOOL LIFE.”

When I think on the happy days
I spent in my childhood years,
And then reflect on the present time,
I am almost moved to tears.

Possum—I am able,
Dicas—you may say,

Oh, why must it be that a school-boy should
Hear such things day after day.

Give a general analysis and parse . . .
How oft have I heard these words,
They echo and jingle in my ears
And torture my heart like swords.

And then the grind at Chemistry,
H Cl, CO2—quite enough,
I'm puzzled and worried and wonder
Why burden my brain with such stuff.

“ Not by words, but by blood and iron,"
That’s what stern Bismarck said,

Now what could have caused him to say it
Is the question that tires out my head.

Vi mé—I was; Vi co—you were,
It’s quite easy to learn such things,
But when it comes to * Fion na Filideacca
I get the pain that Bismarck brings.

An apple fell from a btree one day,
Sir Isaac Newton was there,

It’s a pity the tree did not fall on his head,
For his Laws of Motion then who'd care?

Now many are of the opinion

That the best days of life pass at school,
Ah, me, it saddens my heart to think

That the world contains such silly fools.

P. McKEEVER, E.2,
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“LATE NEWS.”

If you have never had the opportunity of visiting Constonzia, it will be necessary
for me to give a brief account of this country’s history, though you may not discover
it in your atlas, as map-printers find it impossible to keep up with the times.

In the struggle for its existence, General Redetztein played an important part, his
efforts finally resulting in the Declaration of Independence.

A former Austrian Duke, the older brother of Redetztein was appointed King and
was opposed to all forms of autocracy, which revealed itself in the person of Redetztein.
The General made several efforts to gain controlling power, but he was suppressed.
He appealed to the people, but only a small fraction of these contented individuals
answered his call. His efforts terminated in an unsuccessful revolt, and the King
asked the people to decide for his fate. Eventually an agreement was reached, and he
was exiled for life.

In the years which followed, Constonzia prospered by her large exports of peanuts,
which also formed the staple food of the country. Everyone was prosperous, but people
began to tire of the monotony.

About seven years after the exile of Redetatein a rumour reached Rupert, the King,
that he had returned to the country. The countryside was combed as thoroughly as
possible, but there was no sign of Redetztein. The King became more at ease, and
even ventured outside without his spectacles, for in Constonzia a man wearing
spectacles is as safe from harm as a mail-clad knight in o.den days.

In actual fact, Reetztein was in hiding in a cave, a few miles from the Capital.
Only his supporters knew for certain of his presence. Gradually, and secretly, the
vanks of his supporters swelled until many of the most important officials were under
an oath of secrecy and allegiance. Periodic meetings were held at an official’s house,
a short distance from Redetztien’s humble abode, and plans of campaign were outlined.
Needless to say, all his supporters were not present, but ten trusted delegates were
selected. At each meeting a watchman, who was a butler at the royal palace in
private life, was on duty: Three years after his return from exile, Redetztein was
practically ready for his coup-d’état.

On a moonless night, Redetztein, his ten delegates and watchman were gathered
in their usual meeting-place. Redetztein was haggard-looking as he rose to address
his men. ¢ Gentlemen, to-night we strike,” said he. I will now give you an idea
of your duties. You, Kraff—’

He broke off as the heavy boots of the watchman were heard thudding down the
corridor. An instant later the door was thrown open by a very agitated-looking sentry.

T beg your pardon, General Redetztein, but—"

““ Go back to your post, you fool,” roared Redetztein, in a bull-like voice. “ Do
you want my campaign to fail at the last moment? If you don’t return to your post
Tl have you shot.”” The meek sentry wilted at the sound of his voice, and cringingly
made for the door.

The General, breathing hard, resumed the outline of his final plan. T was an
ingenious one,
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“ You, Kraff, will go to the north gates of the palace; station a man a short
distance away, Instruct him to five a few shots at a nearby shop, opposite the palace.
This will distract the attention of the guards, who will venture out towards the shop.
Then, when the backs of the guards are turned, get two men to climb on to the top
of the wall. When the guards arve returning to their posts, strike them down with a
vifle.  When it is ascertained that they are unconscious, remove their uniforms; put
oue on yoursclf .and another on your friend Conda, here. Capalla, you will take care
of the uriconscious guards and place them in Kvaff’s house. Kvaff’s motor car is at
your disposal. Condon and Duke Richard, you =

Just then the sentry stumbled undecidedly into the room.

»

¢ Greneral,” said he, ‘I came to tell you—>
Redetztein rose, his face purple with passion.

¢ Manta, T will place you in irons as soon ‘as you are relieved by the other sentry,
and if you try to leave before he arrives I will shoot you down like the dog that
you are.” He returned to his plan.

¢ You, Condon and Duke Richard, will treat the eastern gate in the same fashion,
wearing the uniforms yourselves. If necessary, you can obtain the password, but we
will have no difficulty -with the other two gates, as the guards are in our service.
That is why T selected to-night. Station the ‘ guards’ in the proper positions, ready
to receive our band of armed men for the purpose of capturing Parliament Street,
where our only enemies live. But, before this row of houses is captured, we must
decoy the King ouf of his bedvoom. Duke Richard, you will be able to enter our
Wrother's room unchallenged. Tell him the truth—it will be sufficient to get him out.
Ciavibanden will be waiting in the passage and, between you, you will have no difficulty
in overpowering him. TIn the meantime, to ensure your safety, the interior gnards will
be overpowered by our regular armed men.. You can leave the castle by the back road,
with which you arve well acquainted. When the King is enptured and hidden, give
orders to the men to attack Pavliament Street. Try to avoid bloodshed. By dawn
the city shall be under our thumb, and T don't think that any other part of the country
will put up any fight. Work silently at the early stages, for once the interior guards
obtain the least suspicions of our plans the whole castle will be roused and Parliament
Street will be ready for action, and I know that the houses have not got chinks in their
shutters for nothing. Very well, that will suffice,”” he snapped curtly.

One by one, the delegates filed out through the back entrance, and hurried into
the waiting cars.

General Redetztein reclined in his couch and rang for the sentry.

¢ Manta,” he said. ¢ TIf it were not for the fact that I am ensured of success, I
would deal harshly with you. But, as it is, T will pardon you. By the way, what
were you trying to tell me?”’

“ Near the beginning of the meeting, General Redetstein, T received a flashlight
signal from the town, stating that King Rupert had just died from pneumonia, and

you, being his neavest relative, succeed to the throne.”
R. HUGHES, E.1.
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HISTORICAL SIDELIGHTS ON BELFAST.

In last year’s publication of ‘° The Simmarian’ there was a very informative
article on ¢ Historical Belfast.” Besides dealing with the history of Belfast and some
of its surroundings, it also explained how some of the Belfast streets got their names.
In this article I propose to give a few interesting facts, as well as explanations of
some of the street names which were omitted in the former article.

It is very interesting to trace the familiar names of the places we know, back to
the beginning, and find the reason for some peculiar names. Carrick Hill was in
ancient times called Carrickfergus Street, as it was then the direct road to
Carrickfergus. Not far from Carrick Hill is Carlisle Circus, which was named after
the Earl of Carlisle, who was Viceroy of Ireland at the time it was planned. Why
“ Arthur > is so frequently used in Belfast street names is accounted for by the
fact that five Earls of Donegall, all named Arthur, lived there in regular succession
for 150 years, and five ladies of the Donegall family gave the name ““ Ann "’ to many
places. *“ Letitia ” was the name of one Lady Donegall, and it was after her that
Lettice Hill, now John Street, got its name. It was then a famous country retreat,
surrounded by orchards and gardens, and the Lady Letitia spent much leisure time
there. LRI

A very old place and name is the ‘“ Friar’s Bush,” on the Stranmillis Road. It
was once the site of a monastery, but it owes the curious name to a holy friar, who
is said to have been endowed with miraculous powers, and it was beside the ancient
tree in the centre of the graveyard that he performed his daily devotions, hence the
name “ Friar’s Bush.”” He must have been one of the early disciples of St. Patrick,
because the inscription on his tombstone is: *‘ This stone marks Ye Friar’s Grave,
A.D. 483.”

Ct g

Waring Street was named from Thomas Waring, who had tanneries there in 1645.
At his death he made a curious will, leaving his wife ‘ fifteen pounds each year,
two rooms and the kitchen furniture, also the beds there in, ome sylver cupp, two
best sylver spoons and one park of land mear the North Gate.” Waringstown is
named after the same family. Thomas had a son William, whose daughter, Jane
Waring, was known as Dean Swift’s ¢ Varina.” She refused to marry him, although
it was said that he waited for her for four years.

Bridge Street was the site of the principal bridge over the river Feirste in High
Street, and the Maypole was a striking feature here for many years. Incidentally,
the last remaining Maypole in Treland is still to be seen in High Street, Holywood.
Beside Bridge Street is Rosemary Street, which was so called because of the gardens
of roses and herbs which surrounded the residences of the merchants in the street.
There are very few roses to be seen there now. Not far from Bridge Street is Church
Lane and Church Street, which were so called because of the old Corporation Church
which was situated near the Albert Memorial, where the present St. George’s stands.
All over fifteen years of age were obliged to attend this church under pain of fines
from five shillings upwards.

About, the year 1800, Smithfield was, and for many years later, the Cattle Market.
It is of interest to recall how the cattle were confined by coarse wooden pailings, on
market day, which was then, as it has been for the past three hundred years, on
Friday. Besides cattle being sold here, there werve also pedlars’ stalls erected,
somewhat like our present * Vaviety Market.” On all days of the week, except
Friday, Smithfield was deserted, except for the covered square in the centre, where

)
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prowers and distillers purchased their grain. As well as being a market, Sinithfield
was used by visiting showmen for amusement purposes.

Mustard Street—now known as Library Street—was named after the mustard
works which were there, and Monntpottinger and Pottinger’s Entry after the famous
Pottinger family. Thomas Pottinger paid £20 a year rent for all Baliymacarret, less

e than the rent of a small present-day dwelling-house. It was once a forest, and from
s the Queen’s Bridge to the Ropeworks at Connswater there were ouly two houses.
05, At the Queen’s Bridge the Blackstaff River entered the Lagan. It was Sir Edward
of May who reclaimed all the land along Gt. Edward Street where the high water
line was.

to When Donegall Street was built it was the widest in Belfast, except for High
in Street, which had a stream running down the centre. In about the year 1801 it must
to have been a damp place, for a gravelled footpath was ordered to be made for the
Ler health of the soldiers, as *“ dry feet are of the utmost importance, and wet ones a most
hy fertile cause of disease for armies.”” This street, along with York Street and Talbot
he Street, were formed out of Buller’s Fields. This man, Buller, was a very well-known
on Belfast citizen. From Donegall Street was a lane, which formerly was very long, but
ny now very short, called Long Lane. It branched off North Street through Donegall
\at Street and York Street, which were then meadows, as far as Carrickfergus Road.
at, While talking of North Street, I must mention that this is one of the oldest streets in
ne Belfast. It was so called because of its direction northward.

Cornmarket was in the past a scene of great activity on market days. The whole
length of High Street was crowded with cattle, corn, produce and merchandise, which
must have presented a strange scene. Close to Cornmarket is Donegall Place, which
was for a long time the residential arvea for the aristocrats of Belfast. The Marquis
of Donegall had a mansion, with its square garden plot, at the right-hand corner
facing the City Hall. At the other corner stood another mansion surrounded by tall
trees. The Bank Buildings was at one time the residence of the Protestant Bishop
of Down. At this time a brick wall, surrounding a grass enclosure near where the

T Tramway Junction is, was built, with fruit trees overhanging it. While talking of
15, walls, it may be interesting to note that walls of turf were found when rebuilding
w, High Strect about 35 years ago.

¥ O

is About 60 years ago Queen’s Island was a public park, with gardens and trees, and
ne a great crystal palace with a zoological collection. The shallow water behind was

gh used for bathing, where a row of bathing boxes was pladed. There was also o
bathing pond in the Lagan, and small ferry boats carried the people there at a
charge of 4d.

h
:E About 1810 there was a row of small two-storey cottages in High Street, which
;d’ were used as the Blind Asylum of the town. The last thatched house in Belfast was

in Frederick Street, and it was said that Lord Edward Fitzgerald was hidden in the
roof of it when a price was on his head, but no reward, however large, would have
tempted the owner of the small house to betray his visitor.

And so, we can see that although Belfast can boast of no very ancient history, it

o5 has a very interesting story to tell.

J. GREENE, D.1.
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“MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING.”

After long and profound cogitations, for I am, if anything, a seasoned philosopher,
I am forced to the conclusion, historically, mathematically and scientificially, that
never yeb has the importance merited by the subject, beyond any shadow of doubs,
been paid, at least in a positive form, to—'‘ Nothing.”

Obviously, in conformity with the highly scientific training and mentality acquired
at St. Mary’s, it behoves me, primarily, to define my subject. This may be done,
say topographically. In Co. Antrim ‘‘ Nothing’’ is defined as

A footless stocking without a leg.”

It may be defined, industrially, for example in the brewing trade, us YA
bunghole without a barrel round it.”" In the New World nothing is defined as
 Nix " in the electrical trade, ** That which is contaived within an electrical
globe, a vaeuum,” not to be confounded, of course, with “the place where the Pope
lives. R

Again, we are told there is another definition, based upon a we.l-known
characteristic— )

“ What a Scotsman gives you for holding his horse.”

Nothing is often lookwed upon as something inferior (what do a few noughls
matter, auyway ?), in fact, as a minus quantity, Yet, such is its overwheiming
importance that 1 defy any and every reader to extract its square root, The square
roob of *“ something '’ presents no difficulty., The old and valued sayings, reputed
to be as full of wisdom as an egg is of meat, are constant reminders of the importance
of nothing. Who dave deny, for example, in these days of geographical change, that
nothing succeeds like success. And to-day is as frue as ever the saying: ‘“ Nothing
attempted, nothing gained.”

In examinations, it plays an important, if distressing, part. When preparing
us for Junior, our teachers insist that nothing must be left to chance. We are more
conscious of it in the examination room, when our blank looks and furrowed brows
convey instantly to the supervisor, and indeed .to the other candidates, that we
know ‘* Little or Nothing.”

Many people ave firmly convinced that it is impossible to express
in terins of value. Bub the advent of u famous multipie store to our city puis il
beyond doubt, anyhow, that * Nothing is over sixpeiice,” az to how fur over; nothing
has yet been declaved. In studying the sciences of economies and politics, one is
strick by the amazing extent to which ™ nothing ** enters into our lives. For example,
a Prime Minister may have * Nothing to add,” the unemployed have ™ Nothing to
do,”" the traveller (in these bad times) * Nothing to write home aboul,” the conjurer
¢ Nothing up his sleeve,” the Shakespearcan company “ Much Ado About Nothing,™
and the boot trade inforh us, by w slogan, that what they supply is ** Nothing like
leather * (we hope we haven’t mis-read this).

0

nothing ™

In times of evises ** Nothing is left undone,”™ and the popuiution haz ““'Nothing
to fear,” while the man in the street wis, up to lately. inchined to the belief in
connection with aggressive Continental gentleman that Nothing can stop him.”
Need ib be said in the case of royalty that ** Nothing is too good for them.”

War or no war, the beggar has ““ Nothing to lose,” and the miser has ¢ Nothing
to spend,” except, perhaps, spave time. In conclusion, as a recent poet said, for
nothing has ever invaded the realms of poetry—

«Qh, doesn’t the day seem terribly long
When everything’s right, and nothing goes wrong,
And isn’t your life excessively flat
When you have nothing whatever to grumble at.”

Finally, I trust this scientific thesis will earn—nothing—but approbation.

M. GLENNON, C.4
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Quinquireme of Nineveh from distant Ophir
Rowing home to haven in sunny Palestine,

‘With a cargo of ivory

And apes and peacocks,
Sandalwood, cedarwood, and sweet, white wine,
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THE MAN WITH THE BEADY EYES.

s

“Get ham—"Tony—won’t you—him with the bewdly, black eyes
and the yellow face,”’—whispered Larry, and Tony Maguire, crime
reporter for the ‘ IRISH HERALD,” whose only seeming care
and aim n life was fruit, got him, and at the same time sent a
couple of quick-trigger American blackmailers to the dock.

I leaned back luxuriously in my armchair and inhaled a cigarette. I placed my
feet on the table and surveyed the telephone.

“ Mr, Telephone,” I admonished, “I'm a hard-working reporter, I am, and, |
thank goodness, there are only seven days in the week. Otherwise I'd be dead. At
auy rate, ’m a hard-working reporter and I'm going to take a rest, see!” ’ ‘
|

But the telephone merely maintained its usual pouting expression.
“ Yes,” I continued, “T'm gonna smoke this cigarette and then I'm goin’ to

sleep, and you aren't gonna stop me, either. Nope, yowre just goin’ to sit there as
quiet as a mouse—I mean—as any other respectable telephone.

¢ B-r-r-r-r-ing,”’ said the telephone.
I got to my feet and grabbed the instrument.

“Yeah,” I called. ‘° What?—another job?—a murder? Okay, T'll be down—ab |
the Ormonde, did you say ?—okay—so long.”

I grabbed my hat, and two minutes later hailed o taxi. “Po the Ormonde Hotel,”
I divected the driver. Leaning back in my seat, I reflected. What a life a reporter’s
was? Here, there and everywhere. Especially a cerime reporter, Writing in the
same old story of a body found in the Liffey, a dead muan lying in an alley, and
perhaps, an occasional suicide—no wonder one got fed up. There were other times,

of course:

The taxi wormed its way through the traffic and halted oubside the brightly-lit
hotel. I hopped off, paid the fare, and ran up the stairs. I showed the Garda my
Press badge and got past. On the landing were two plainclothes men, a Garda and
Private Detective Larry Kane. Kane turned his curly knob towards me. .

““ Hello, gossip monger,” he grinned.

“ Huh, you here again!” I scowled, walking up to the door. * Who's the poor
guy this time?” ' .

Kane opened the door and indicated the dark brown-haived victim sprawled across
the table.

¢ James Twickenham, they call him, some kinda sovt of an explorer or globe-
trotber, or somethin’,” he explained, soberly.

On the table and on the floor were dark red blotches. In a brown hairy hand he
clutched a blood-stained knife.

“ Looks like suicide,” I remarked.




ny

1d,
At

to
as

—ak

1.

the
d

185,

-1ib

my

and

oo

058

obe-

| he

SIMMARIAN MAGAZINE. 45

“ But it isn’t. Just a clunsy attempt of the murdever to cover up his tracks,”
said Larvy.

““ Yeah,” I agreed. Two police photographers had finished packing up the
apparatus, and were about to leave. Downstairs I could hear Detective-Sergeant Fred
Marston of the C.ID. questioning the servants.

I sat down on a soft, comfortable sofa, leaned back and stretched my arms.

¢ Hey, Larry—I say, Larry,” I yawned, ‘you wouldn’t have any fruit on you,
would you?”’

“Why, what's wrong ?’ said Larry, surprised. * Taken a bilious attack?”

‘“ Nope, but the doctor says it’s good for you. Makes a good detective outta you,”
1 grinned. ““ You should take some, Larry, an’ then maybe you could become a real
detective,”

“ Funny guy, ain’t you,” he snorted, and resumed his investigations.

I watched him as he examined the mantelpiece and the floor. He bent suddenly,
picked up a round ball of paper and flabtened it out in his hand. A frown puckered
his forehead as he studied it, and suddenly, as if acting on impulse, he went over to
the dead man and smelt his lips. He shuddered for a moment, and then grinned
delightedly at me.

“Got a clue, Mr. Holmes?” I asked, respectfully.

3

“ Just watch, my dear Watson,” he mocked gaily, *“ a sleuth in action,” and next

moment bolted from the room.

I sat on the table, skinned a banana, and frowned at a grinning * cub.”

“ My dear boy,” I lectured, *“you dow’t eat fruit. If you did, you would be
tidier and movre conscientious, and you wouldn’t wear that awful grimace which you
call a—er—smile. Furthermore, you would wash your neck. Now look at me as
an example——"’

““ Hey, Maguire,” yelled the chief reporter, ducking his head in the door. ** Cub
the prattle. Mr. Jacobs wants you.”

I took a final bite from my banana, dropped the skin into a wastepaper basket
and closed an eye at the junior reporter.

“ We will refer to this—er—fruit question again,” I remarked, and proceeded to
the editor’s office.

‘ Hello, Tony,” he said, gravely, as I entered. ‘I’ve got bad news for you.
About an hour ago Larry Kane stepped off a car down at the docks, walked three
paces and collapsed. He had a bullet in his lungs. Nobody seems to know what
the car was like.”

“Dead?”’ T gasped.

‘“ No, not quite. One of the boys happened to be on the spot. He got the story
and telephoned immediately. Hard lines on you, Tony.”
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It was. Larry Kane was a great guy and one of my best pals. Involved in many
a breath-taking and exciting adventure,we had fought crime side by side for nearly
ten years now.

I turned and ran for the door.

“T'll be back, chief,” I shot over my shoulder.

. . . .

Ten minutes later I was looking at Larry’s strained white face.

“Pony—Tony,”" he whispered, ** get him—won't you—Tony—him with the beady
black eyes—and—and yellow face—Tony—they—they—drugged——" He paused for
a2 moment, small flecks of foam forming on his lips. Then, slowly—" Brad—Bradiovd
—p—poisoned—Twickenham. Clue in—in my—raincoat—" His voice died away
as he slipped back into unconsciousness.

“ Tl get him, Larry,” I promised, grimly.
Tarning, I met the gaze of the tall, bespectacled man at the doovway.
“ Any hope, doctor?”’ I snapped.

““ There is,” he said, gravely, *“a very slight one though, and we must operate
immediately.”

“Good egg, doctor,” I said, and left.

I hailed a taxi, gave the driver Larry’s address, and pondered over his disjointed
phrases. “ Get the man with the black beady eyes and the yellow face,”” he had
said, and, tightening my lips, I swore softly. I found myself wondering over his
almost incoherent words: ‘¢ They—they—drugged Bradford—poisoned—Twicken-
ham.” Bradford had evidently poisoned Twickenham, but who was Bradford? Who
were °° they ”’ and who was drugged? These three questions kept whirling round
in a crazy roundabout in my oppressed brain. Perhaps, T consoled myself, the clue
Larry had mentioned would reveal something.

Two minutes later found me in his bedroom. The raincoat was lying on the bed.
T walked over to it, delved through the pockets, and was finally rewarded by a small
ball of paper. I flattened it out and stared. Tt was an empty yellow packet. Little
grains of a brownish powder trickled out in my hand. On one side was inscribed
“J. Corbett, druggist,” and an address. On the other side was Deadly Poison,
useful for killing rats, etc.’”” This was the paper which Larry had picked up in the
hotel, and I remembered how he had gone over and smelt the man’s lips. Therefore,
Twickenham had been poisoned and, afterwards, knifed. Why should a murderer
poison his vietim and then knife him, leaving the knife clutched in his hand? The
answer came readily. To make it look like suicide. Buf the attempt to bring about
this had been clumsy, too clumsy, in fact, and I felt deep down in my heart that
there was another and more important reason.

Once again I issued out in the street. T stepped into a telephone box on a sudden
impulse and rang up the offices of the Jrish Herald. ‘‘ Chief,” T called, *“TIs there
any guy Bradford in the files there? Look ’em up, will you? Thanks.” I waited
for what scemed an hour, and then I heard the editor’s crisp voice.

T think this is the guy you want, Maguire,” he said. * Charles Bradford and
James Twickenham led an expedition into Central Africa on May, 1935, and this same
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guy, along with Twickenham, talked a lot about another onme, on June, 1937, to the
North Pole, but—"

““ Okay, Chief,” T snapped, and put down the instrument. That was oné point
cleared up, and now for J. Corbett, druggist.

““Yes,” he said, in answer to my questions, ““a man did get poison here on
Monday and another fellow on Wednesday.” I had showed him Larry’s detective
badge, which I had taken from the latter’s room, and posed as a ”

cop.
¢ Describe ‘em,” I ordered.
“ The first, one was small and sallow and——"

“ With beady eyes? T asked, eagerly.

““ Yes, he had small beady eyes,” he nodded, slowly. “The second guy was
younger, with curly hair; said he: was a detective 7

“ Gosh,” I exclaimed, ‘‘that was Larry.”
“ Eh?’ asked the chemist.
“ Skip it,” T said.

Outside, I ran into a tall, lean-faced man with a thin gash for a mouth. I
apologised hurriedly and tried to get past. He stood in front of me and smiled, and
immediately I notied the cold expressionless look in his narrowed eyes and the cynical
twist of his thin lips.

‘¢« Watch your step, snooper,”” he whispered with a distinet American accent, and
stepped to the side.

Back in Larry’s apartment, T sorted through his desk. In a corner my fingers
touched a small shining pistol, and then

« TURN ROUND, BUDDY, an’ no funny stuff!”

Despite the grating harshness of the voice I recognised it immediately. It was
the voice of the man who had accosted me outside the chemist’s shop. Slowly I
turned.

“ Hello, snooper,”” he sneered, the big bluc automatic never wavering from my
stomach. A cold shiver passed down my back.

‘“ Hello, honey,” I retorted, summoning a smile with difficulty. * You aren’t
gonnn give me a kiss, are you! You nearly did the last time, you know.”

Cold fury blazed expression into his eyes.

““ No,” he said, softly, the inflexion in his voica mockingly sad, ‘I ain’t gonna
give you a kiss—Nope—I didn’t give the other snooper a kiss neither—Somehow—I
don’t think I did——" with a deliberate slowness, the big blue gun came up in line
with my heart. Perspiration broke out in my forehead as I saw his finger whiten
on the trigger. I visualised the paper blaring out my death, and then—Larry’s white
face. No, I resolved, I just couldn’t die. Next moment—

‘o

¢« DON'T SHOOT, d or you'rc a

dead maun.”

you,” I screamed suddenly and raucously,

He was surprised for a moment and, following my eyes, he shot a glance backwards.
Immediately my hand came up in a wide are, swept the small alarm clock off the
mantelpiece and hurled it in his face. Flame spurted from the nozzle of his gun,
the slug nipping my arm as it tore past. With a loud thump, he erashed to the floor
and lay still, blood trickling from a deep red gash in his forehead. T ran to his side,
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and my hands travelled through his pockets. Next moment the landlady stuck a
[rightened face round the door.

“It’s okay, lady,” I reassured her. °° Nothing will harm you. Call up the police.”

In an inside pocket I found a letter. It hadn’t been posted yet, and I whistled
as I saw the name. It was addressed to Mr. C. Bradford. Tearing it open, I read
the contents.

Dear Sir (ip said),

We are at present running a little short of funds and would be greatly
obliged if you would forward the small sum of two hundred pounds. If we do
not receive this money by Saturday we will take great pleasure in informing
the police of the little affair in the Ormonde last Tuesday.

Yours respectfully,
JOS. BURLEY.

““ Gosh,” I gasped, ‘ blackmail,” and the next moment Detective-Sergeant Marston
burst into the room.

“ Sergeant,” I snapped, ‘‘ take this guy into custody on a charge of attempted
murder and—blackmail. T’ll be back.”

* What the——" began the surprised Marston, but I was already halfway down
the stairs.

It took me half-an-hour to ferret out Bradford’s residence, and soon I was knocking
at a neat little boarding-house in the centre of the city.

“ Does a Mr. Bradford live here ?”’ T asked the maid who opened the door.
““Yes,” she said. ¢ Will you come in?”

Next minute I was tapping on a grcen baize door with the barrel of my would-be
murderer’s automatic.

s

* Come in,” said a gruff voice.

I slipped back the safety-catch of my gun, stepped into the room and gaped. This
was not what I had expected. Instead of a small sallow-faced criminal with beady
eyes, I was staring at a tall, grey-haired, middle-aged man. I noticed the fear showing
in his pale blue eyes as his glance travelled from the automatic in my hand to my face.

I said, ““ Aren’t you—Mr. Charles Bradford?”

“Yes—Y-yes,”” he stammered out hoarsely. “ Who ave you?—One of—of
B-Burley’s crowd ?”’

“ Take it easy,” I drawled. “I'm merely investigating the murder of James
Twickenham and the shooting of Larry Kane. I would advise you to tell all you
know.”

Slowly he sank into a chair and covered his face with his hands. He looked
suddenly old and haggard.

‘“ Yes,” he muttered, * yes, T'll tell all. I murdered Twickenham, or at least—
I think I did. Never hcard of the other guy.” -

“ What d’ye mean?”’ I snapped, “you think you did ?”

“ Well, you see, it was like this,” he answered slowly and wearily, “ me an’
Twickenham were always good pals. Travelled a lot together. At any rate, he
invited me up to the hotel and we must have drunk too much, ’cos—everything got
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plurred and—and we probably quarrelled. I can’t remember anything more until—
until He stopped for a moment.

“Go on,” I prompted. The mystery was getting deeper and more complicated
as I went along.

“When I wakened up, I—I found Burley and—and another tall guy and Johuson
the waiter. They all looked shocked, and said I had killed Twickenham, but promised
to keep quiet if I paid them. Johnson helped me to escape out a back entrance, and
they have blackmailed me since.”

My brain had become a babel of thought, and I tried desperately to reduce order
out of the chaos of confused facts. Then I thought of Larry.. What was this he had
said about “They drugged?” Suddenly, like a flash, the solution burst on me.
Larry had meant © They drugged Bradford and poisoned Twickenham,” and not
¢ Bradford poisoned Twickenham.” What a sap I had been. Burley had, with the
help of this ** waiter guy,” drugged Bradford’s whiskey and poisoned Twickenham’s.
They had stuck a knife in their victim and told Bradford that he had done it in a
drunken fury, As an afterthought, probably they had placed the knife in the
vietim's hand to prevent the police making too close an investigation. Then through
my thoughts came Bradford’s strident yell—

“ Look out!’ he howled.

I pivoted and hurled myself sidewise. Ior a split second I caught a glimpse of a
sinister blue barrel as it appeared round the door, blossomed rose-coloured flame and
vanished. The door slammed, something whined by my head, and I heard the sound
of breaking glass. Next moment I was on the landing, my automatic bucking
spasmodically. The man at the foot of the stairs spun round, his gun spouting scarlet
flames, veeled agninst the bannisters and collapsed. When 1 reached him he was
dead, a blue hole in his left temple. T twied him over, and sturted. Black, pain-
glazed, beady eyes staved up at me, and his face was a queer yellowish brown. It
was the man who had procured the poison af the chemist’s and whom I had sworn
to kill.

¢ That,” whispered Bradford at my elbow, used to be Burley.”

Meanwhile, scared and startled faces had appeared, and downstairs T could hear
the landlady hysterically calling up the police. Next moment Marston burst into
the hall and came up the stairg two al a time, with two Gardai close on his heels.

“ Hey, you!” he voared, ‘do you think you're playing hide-and-go-seek or
somethin’ 7 What's the big His eyes settled on the corpse, and his jaw sagged.

I looked at him innocently. ‘¢ Oh, Sergeant, I thought you knew all aboub it.
Everyone does—"’

«“ Eh?’ He gaped at me foolishly. ‘° Oh, of—of course. I—but—Hi-I'm ’ere—hi,
you can’t do that,” as I made for the stairs. * Hi—you're a witiness—an’-an’—"’

“ QOkay,” I grinned. ‘ Then pick up Johnson, a waiter of the Ormonde Hotel,
and take him along to headquarters. I want to write in my story, and T'll tell you
all about it afterwards.”

T leaned back in my wicker chair and grinned at Larry and Mr. Jacobs at the

other side of the bed. The operation had been successful and Tarry was recovering.

«“ And,” I concluded, ““ it all panned out like a fairy story, except that My
eyes turned up to the ceiling in an cxpression of acute sorrow and regret.  Except
that out of the whole bloomin’ affair T didn’t get as much as a blessed fig.”

“Ye gods,” implored Larry, feebly.
S. CREGG, D.1.




50 SIMMARIAN MACGCAZINE.

THE CONCERT OF THE SONG-BIRDS.

No place on earth is so filled with bird music as our own native woodlands. It
is there at all times of the day, though most of us associate it with the morning
hours. Is it because of those precious moments twixt waking and rising that
we then have most leisure to be conscious of it? Or is it because the world
of man has not as yet started its cacaphony of sound in competition? Whate’er it
be, early morning seems to stir up a mysterious impulse in the birds to express
themselves in united thanksgiving, for before seeking a morvsel of food they throw
themselves into continuous communal song.

Ere the first streaks of dawn shoot from the horizon the concert is in full swing.
To a regular admirer of these early symphonies, the birds seem as automatic musical
boxes which, being wound up by the invigorating morning air, have no other option
but to give vent to their feelings in

‘“ Notes of many a winding bout
Of linked sweetness long drawn out.”
Though the competitive spirit of ousting one another, in notes ¢ of full-throated
ease,’ may exist, there seems'to be something else in common—something not so
closely related to the worldly concerns of bird or man.

The skylark nearly always obtains the honour of opening the programme, and his
voice acts as a rising bell to his feathered companions. Hence the skylark may be
heard from the darkness above  startling the dull night from his watch tower in
the skies ”” long before the sun has risen. Gradually the thrushes and blackbirds
find their voices, soon accompanied by linnets, robins, wrens, yellow-hammers and
warblers. By the time the sun has risen above the horizon, it is quite impossible
to detect individual voices, and a listening mortal may then surrender to the
enjoyment, without bothering to think of the separate vocalists.

It is most surprising the varied types of song to be daily heard in the woodlands
and fields that lie adjacent to our cities. Perhaps the most striking and beautiful
of all is that of the song thrush, whose clear ringing voice, characterised by those
familiar repeats, carries far in the clear, fresh, dewy air. The blackbird renders his
melodious and fluty song from the midst of a thick hawthorn bush, while the tiny
wren proclaims himself important as he goes right down the scale. The. busy robin
gives forth his intermittent song, while perched on a stone or a lump of soil, as he
rests in his search for food; while the tapping sound of the shy woodpecker is just
audible from a cluster of fir trees.

Sometimes the melodious harmony is suddenly interrupted, and the air, which
a minute previously had been resounding with varied paens, is now permeated with
a death-like silence—suddenly stilled—a foreboding portent of danger. In a flash, the
cause bursts upon one as the grayish-brown form of the sparrow-hawk, with eyes
ever alert and fast-beating wings, cleverly winds his way among the trees in search
of his morning meal. .Disappointed, he wings his way to some fresh hunting ground,
and gradually the bolder spirits of the birds appear from their leafy shelters, and,
giving courage by their example, restart the feathery breasts rippling once again.

When the sun is well advanced on its daily journey, and normal life begins and
men are astir, the birds go about their business, and the air is silent again. Perhaps
a straggling starling, the only remnant of that beautiful choir, sits enjoying the
sunlight which brings to light the hidden colours of its seemingly dark feathers.

Evening comes, and the golden sun gradually sinks to rest. Once again the air
pulsates to the myriad notes as the birds sweep and swoop homeward. Once again
the melodious mingling of varied and tuneful songs blends in the cool air, gradually
dying and fading away, till as the stars twinkle and the moon shines forth, but
intermittent notes ave heard as now and then some feathered songster wakes from
sleep or chirps his neighbourly good-night to his feathered choirsters of the day.

N. KENNEDY, D.7,
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CELEBRITIES OF E.2.

Dedicated to the heroes of St. Mary’s veterans who have grown old in the service
of ‘“ Alma Mater.”” Brave men plodding along in the harness of study, determined
to drop in the traces rather than yield. A class composed of the hoary aged and the
boisterous youth, of the debonair swash-buckler and the stolid sage. Now, reader,
bow your head with due solemnity, as with reverent lips you frame each name.

Jack Se——v.—Known to his compatriots as ¢ Tooth,” the proud possessor of the
most perfectly-waved hair in the establishment. Lost the ““key tooth ’ of the
top row in action, May, 1924. At present holds the record for the obstacle race
from the corner of Hastings Street to the foot of the School stairs. Envied

. because of the cunning way he overcomes the most formidable obstacle—the
Head—by a flash of what is supposed to be a note. Those in the know say it
is his Latin Exer.; the great secret is shared only with ¢ €ime.”

Tom McL——rT, “ €1yne.”’—A staid lad, bosom friend and number one tout of the |
“Tooth.”” Rumour has it that he excells in gardening. If so, he will be an
eligible member for the MacRory Cup Team, who are noted for the precise 1
manner in which they tear up the pitch, rather than their opponents or the score. !

A, McD—=E.—A shrewd customer, commeonly called ‘“ McToot.”” A ““punter’ of
no mean repute, ‘‘ chancy,” sagacious, and a keen student of current form. A
Higher Mathematician who uses his technical knowledge in the working out of
systems. “ May he introduce many to our happy little circle,” quoted from
the ¢ Chief > Littlewoods—Odes to the mugs, Liber IV., Chapter X.

JouNn W——n.—Christened by our wag  Spike.” A barbarian but lately imported
from the wilds of Cobh. Known to be an exponent of the art of the uncultured
savage—Rugby. May be * drummed out’ of the MacRory Cup Team for
aggressive tactics towards the opposition. But why dig up the dead to illuminate
the vices of the living?

P McK——=s.—8till without a nickname, mirabile dicéy, the wag must be losing
his grip. A keen student nevertheless, the bright spot on the pedagogues’ horizon.
Studies with a kick which reminds one of that Kruchen or Andrew’s Liver Salts
feeling.

Jiv C——v.—Sur-named Cicero, the living replica of the great Roman lawyer. A
good sprinter, does the 8-59 Handicap in great time every morning. The course
running from Alexander St. West to the School portals is always in fine
condition. A contest between him and the ‘“ Tooth >’ seems to be about to be 1
held somewhere in the paulo-post-future. At present they are both at even
money, but ¢ Course Liar”’ informs me that S.P. may see ‘‘ Tooth ' returned
at a comfortable 3/2.

BrENDAN O’'C——N.—Known as ¢ Tough.” A youth of herculean proportions and
leonine aspect. Patronizes the teachers and treats the world with a calm
condescension. Looks on his wayward class-mates with humorous tolerance,
ignores wise guys, and seems to work in a perpetual phlegmatic lethargy.

Brian D r.—Blonde wiseacre. Amnother of our semi-paralysed footballers. Quick
on the offensive and not ecasily suppressed by authority, legitimate or otherwise.

KEvIN F——v.—Who bears the extremely appropriate nickname ‘‘Rosie.”” Carries
his burden with an embarrassed blush. In spite of his handicap, however, he
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journeys through life in excellent good spirits, the perfect example of ¢ mama’s
little fair-haired boy.”
|

DomINIcR Q——y.—Nicknamed the Rattler.” Seems at times to be possessed by
¢ Beelzabub.”” Like the unfortunate in the Bible, he has to work off superfluous

vice energy through some medium; he usually chooses a member of the class.

ned

tte BRENDAN W——~.—Affectionately (?) called Percy. A colossal pillar of magnanimity,
ler, the genius of the class, the originator of the delightiul practice of hurling paper

balls ab the innocents. A good trencher-man, gorging himsell on the fat of the
land from moon to 12-30. It is reported from a veliable source that during the

the holidays he sits at a table and, for the period of one half hour, eats bread
the surreptitiously from a paper bag. ‘ Force of habit damns souls.”

ace

ied F. J. Cu——, Connacht—Christened ¢ Philomena,” divides his * working’* hours
th'e between Maths and Trish. His period of leisure, so they say, is passed in the
it exercising, washing, combing and grooming of an animal called * Bubbles.”

What this ereature is, is not well known, bug it is reasonably suspected to be a
eross bebween a Pommeranian and a Cheshire cat. It is also stated to be the

the only one of its kind in captivity.

an

ise Vincent M——n.—Aptly named  Skinny,” is a curions blend of genius and maniac

e of acrobat and contortionist. An object worthy of the study of the most eminent
psychologist. Owing to his having a warped idea of ambition, he took to ecat-

of burgling at a very early age. The ¢ crib’" he tried cracking shows him to have

A an extremely optimistic nature. Who mentioned a rogue breaking into prison?

of He has also tried to emulate the ancient Bovgins, but he failed owing to salt

o mixed with sugar not being so deadly as he considered ib. Quite recently he
took up the national game—Poker—much to the sadistic amusement of a certain
clique.

bed

red Maruew Janes.—Having ** Mahahi ™ for his psendonym, is well knewn in high-class

for operatic circles. He is also a highly -accomplished scaler of back-yard walls,

ite Little is known, however, of his achievements in this line, though an extremely

large number (?) of the feline tribe, with a decidedly artificial me-i-ow, was seen
lately around Lasalle Drive.

ng
Bk, JauEs F N.— Little Fla,” a youth in whom there is no guile; has to be seen to
lts be believed. T here take the opportunity of correcting the erroncous opinion that
he is an outside agent for a well-known funeral furnisher. If the name, Brylly,”
is mentioned in scorn, inadvertently in his presence, the speaker should follow

& the following instructions to the letter:—(a) duck, (b) dodge to the right,
se . . :
5 (c) seek refuge in immediate and speedy flight.

e
‘be Daxny and Brrry.—* The Heavenly Twins,”” must, like the proverbial Siamese, be
,eg treated as a whole undivided unit. Meteorological officials have but recently
G solved the mystery of a minor gale which blew every morning from somewhere

about the Whiterock Road towards the Junction. Strange mutterings, such as
“T got x4y in the 4th > and ““ Do you know the Virgil,”” were borne along

nd

lm by this breeze. The whole affair was quite simple, as it was just the *“ Twins ”
- cantering down to school.

it

OweN G——~.—Or Owneen, a youth with a Gaelic name, yet who follows his native
ck language and customs with little zeal. While suoozing peacefully in his desk
during Maths., he has been heard to murmur ** Bully off,” Roll on " and other
expletives characteristic of the Hockey Pitch. This seems to confirm owr worst
es opinions that he is a devotee Lo that Sassanach game, which turns women into
he strong men and strong men into women,

%——J
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Jor McG—nN.—*“ Rocky Ardoyne Joe.” Wanted by the Novthern Ireland Customs
officials for bringing various types of ‘‘ sweet-meats * to certain of his admirers
in this city from the Gaeltheacht. PBeing a lad of great “ depth,” he easily eluded
the guardians of our Border in carrying out his nefarious work. T believe he is
a Parochial diguitary, no local function being complete without  Rocky
officiating. He has even been known to have sunk to the sordid depths of doing
M.C. at a Ceilidh.

JoE T——v.—A lost sheep who has but lately returned to the fold. Owing to his
youth and his inexperience, he has yet been spared a nickname by the wag. Boxing
circles should be prepared to receive this dynamic youth in their midst. I should
strongly recommend him to put in some tough work with the ““ bag’ and ““ ball.”
QOur next issue may see us asking you to remember “ Skinny ” in your prayers.

DENis M——v.—Popularly known as ‘‘ Speedy.” Is a real dark horse as far as
sport is concerned. He kicks the leathern sphere, I believe, with great zest and
accuracy which has entitled him to a lucrative (?) position on the school team.
Unfortunately, however, he has his price, and for a certain sum he has been
known to have sold valuable secrets about a certain outside football team to a
member of the faculty. “ Quid non mortalia pectora cogis auri sacra fames.”

C. O'DOHERTY, E.2.

TO A BIRD.

Skimming lightly through the sky,
Without a single worldly care,
Onward ever on you fly
Above a world both bleak and fair.

Teave behind the shades of night

As to the blushing morn’ you fly,
Singing on your carefree flight

A song to Him Who smiles on high.

When the even’ sun does stain

With streaks of red a sky of grey,
Then to your nest you fly again,

To rest until another day.

P. CASEY, C.1.
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| WRITE AN ARTICLE . . .

For almost half an hour, I have been racking my brains for a subject to write
an article on. So far I have drawn an absolute blank. Tdens have entered my head,
and they seem snitable enough, bub when T atlempt to put them on paper it is a
different matter, for T can’t find enough material to support them. Whether this
is due to any obtuseness on my part I don’t know, but writing an article is not as
casy as it seems.

In pictures and books, the author goes wway from all cares and worries, and
is soon typing a story. In a few days his book, which is almost certain to be a
Dest seller, is on sale. All this scems easy, and, although I don’t pose as a great
writer, I think on the grounds of the law of proportion, that I should be able to
write a short article.

Now, let me see. What can T write about?—a story iz out, so it must be in
cssay form. But—an essay needs a subject. One of the boys at school wrote an
article about ¢ Nothing.” Now, if T could get an idea like that. ““The Beauties of
Ulster.”  That's not too bad, I suppose, but, as one of my teachers says, it's a
< time-honoured essay.”” 1T T stavted writing about Spring, I would almost
antomatically put down about Spring being the first season of the year, and about
Nature thvowing off her Winter attire; so thal's definitely out.

My sister’s suggestion is *“ A Walk into the Country.” T think this is the best
so far, and Tl take a note of it, in case T have to fall back on it. Ah! I know—
“ Colloquialisms.”  There ought to be plenty of scope here, but—if *thou consider
vightly of the matter,” the idea may not be so good after all, for, although I hear
colloquialisms every day, I can’t bring so many to mind now. It’s a great pity a
story is out, beeause T have quite a lot of ideas for one. Likely, if T was writing,
ov trying to write, a story, I wouldn’t have one. That's the way.

If I could only think of some new idea, that nobody else would think of, my
problem would be settled. Such titles as *“A Day in the Country,” ** A Visit to
the Seaside,” or A Bicycle Tour,” ave as well known as the alphabet.

T often wondered why writers ave usually portrayed as being temperamental, but
T cense to wonder now, becanse if they have the same brain-racking gebing an idea
for a book as I have getting an idea for a small article, I don’t blame them. I
admire them the more.

Oh, to bz an Trving or a Stevenson. At last! A good idea. Something T know
plenty about, something I experienced, and something I have fresh—very fresh—in
my memory. An article on writing an article. What title will T give it. ** An
Author a6 Work 2 No, that's praising myself too much; I have yet to veach the
lieights of being an author. ““1 Write an Avticle " would be better. Well, here
goes—

¢« For almost hall an hour I have been racking my
brains 0 b

. ROBINSON, C.J.
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“HE WAS LUCKY.”

In a trench there lay two soldiers. They were silent, smoking thin cigavettes and
listening to the far-off rumble of guns, accompanied now and again by a swift glaring
flash which would light up a region, once peaceful and fruitful, now a churned mine
of filth, strewed with rotten bodies, broken guns, battered helmets, pools of slimy
stagnant water, and more horrible proofs of the extent of ‘‘ man’s inhumanity to
man,”’

At last, one of the soldiers turned, half round on his side, and addressed his
companion.

““You go home to-morrow, Josef ?”’

“I do,” came a soft reply.  But to what?”’ he added. ‘¢ Ferdinand, I am
leaving this battle-field, leaving shells, machine-gun fire, poison gas, no doubt; but
will the memory of them ever leave me? There are no dead men, no awful fears of
bombs from ’planes, and yet, I will always re-live theze torturous months on this field.”

Ferdinand grimaced and threw away the end of his cigarette, and, as he watched it
splutter out on the wet ground, he spoke.

““ You know, Josef, I think you are lucky to be going away from here. You may
not, think it, but you’ll scon find a few days in a happy land will make you forget all
the horrors of the front line. You’ll have a soft b:d at night, not a muddy ground
like this; and companions, not hardened soldiers like myself; but young men and
women, gay, cheery; and think, Josef, good wine and food. Ah, my friend, I advise
you to make the most of this short leave.”

Josef laughed softly, bitterly. ‘‘ You make it all sound so attractive, Ferdinand.
But you know as well as I do that war imprints something in your soul that time or
place cannot erase, and then your thoughts are only taken up with—death, slaughter,
blood, mud, days without food, nights without sleep, suffering and—Ough! you
know it all, too.”

Ferdinand was grinning as he listened to his comrade, and then he spoke. *‘ Josef,
that is all the more reason you should look forward to home. Can’t I ever make you
realise how lucky you are? You have been lucky all through this damned war, you
got soft jobs, easy commissions, everything that makes life at the front more easy.
Josef, you ave lucky!” TFerdinand’s voice was growing shriller, and his speech came
more vehemently. At last he quictened a little, and added softly, viciously: « Josef,
court lady luck when you can; remember you ave lucky.”

‘“ How can you say those things?”’ asked Josef in a peevish tome. ‘ You, a
hardened soldier; you said so yourself,”” he went on pleadingly, and at the same time
easing himself into a more comfortable position. ‘“ Ah, yes, Ferdinand, I was lucky
during the war, but will T be as lucky away from war? T tell you, war is in my blood
now ; I cannot think of anything else now, nor can you, for that.”

Rising cautiously, Ferdinand peeped over the top of the trench. ¢ Come here,
Josef,” he said. ‘“ Look at that.”” He nodded towards the vast desolation, torn,
reeking, and the pale moon causing a weird, ghastly effect, adding a new horror to
what was already horrible. Then he spoke again. *“ Do you think a man wants to
remember that?”’

“Do you think a man can forget that?’ rvetorted Josef, bitterly.

They both laughed, and veturned to their former positions. Then Ferdinand hissed
into Jozel's cav. ¢ Lisfen, youn lucky fool, go to sleep; your talk is silly and childish.”
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As be turned on his side, Ferdinand heard the answering grunt of his companion,
followed by a sarcastic ‘“ Lucky.”’

For a full five minutes there was silence. Then both men sat bolt upright. It came
neaver and nearer, growing in loudness; at first a low hum, developing into a harsh
roar, only interrupted by the sharp chattering of a machine gun. Both men knew
what was happening. An enemy 'plane spraying the trenches with leaden death. As
one man, Ferdinand and Jozef flung themselves flat on their faces, while all around
them bullets were chipping the surface of the earth. Then, just as quickly as it had
come, the roar died away again, restoring calm silence.

Ferdinand raised his head and looked about him, then he whispered:  You all
right, Josef?” There was no answer. ‘ Josef-—Josef!” Ferdinand’s voice was
getting louder. Then he became silent, and gazed at the blood oozing through his
comrade’s jacket. He choked a sob, and closed his eyes, murmuring : “I always suid
you were lucky, Josef.”

T. FOLEY, E.7.

OUT OF THE DEPTHS.

I will arise and go now, and go to my daily toil,

And spend the day in torment, as do all of us poor boys;
Nine ¢ stingers’ will T get there, or maybe twenty-four,
But for all that I'm caring, T could take half as many more.

I know I shall have no peace there, for peace is never had
‘Where schoolmasters always hurry with never-ceasing pad;
There morning’s an endless torrent of questious dry and sour,
Thrown at us by cruel teachers that we may whinge and cower.

But soon it will be all over, this life of lessons and books,

And T will be a-fishing up the clear and babbling brooks;

For as I sit in the classroom, writing away with haste,

I think of the glorious holidays which in a few days I shall taste.

A. McRANDALL, ('.2.
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PROVERBS.

A proverb is a short saying based on long experience. It is also defined as * the
wisdom of many and the wit of one,”” or ‘* the wisdom of the wise made up in small
doses for the foolish.” Perhaps the best definition is that a proverb is a short pithy
saying in general use. 1t must be brief and epigrammatic in order to teach its lesson,
or point its moral; that is, it must have directness, wit and terseness to fulfil its object.

A proverb is mo mere ¢ chit-chat >’ or small talk of conversation. Tt must be
sensible. It must, too, be brief—* much matter ¢ decocted’ into few works ’—so that
it may be easily remembered. Above all, a proverb must be popular.

There are many wise sayings which have not become proverbs. They have all
the sense and depth of thought which go to compose a proverb, but they do not
possess the point and sting which “ comes home to the bosoms of men.”

Much can be said about the nature of a proverb. It expresses a general, not a
universal or literal truth; for example, *“ move haste, less speed,” or ‘‘a bird in the
hand is worth two in the bush.” Very often it is literally untrue: *“ a watched pot
never boils ”’; “ early to bed and early to rise makes a man healthy, weaithy and
wise.” Quite often proverbs are contradictory, thus we find: ““too many cooks
spoil the broth,” while against this is *“ many hands make light work,” and again:
“look hefore you leap” and ‘ he who hesitates is lost,”” are in divect opposition.
From this it follows that, although proverbs are true in the main, they caunot be
taken without certain qualifications.

Proverbs may be divided up into numerous groups, of which the chief might be
classed thus:—

Proverbs of guidance: ¢ Honesty is the best policy.”
Prohibitary proverbs: ““Don’t look a gift-horse in the face.”
Hortatory proverbs: ¢ Look before you leap.”

Prophetical proverbs: “ After a gather comes a scatter.”
Predicatory proverbs: ‘* Still waters run deep,” etc.

These proverbs, in their various divisions, have cach a certain type of lesson to
point out. Seme may appear quite sensible, others absolutely absurd, but each
proverh has a motive or duty to fulfil. They possess the same qualities in some
respects, but may be in opposition to oue another according to their types.

All proverbs ave not equally interesting, nor do they appeal to the same extent.
They atiract our attention through diffevent devices. Some ave pleasing to the ear.
It is the rhyme which helps to make them easily remembeved: * Who goes a’ borrowing
goes o' sorvowing,” ' Hast, West, home i§ best.” Proverbs such as these may be
found in many languages.

Another quality often found in a proverb is alliteration: *“ A friend in need is a
friend indeed,” * No cross, no crown.” In others it is the ** tartness ’’ or bitter sting
which draws attraction: ¢ Liars should have good memories.”

Many of us unthinkingly make use of proverbs in our daily conversations. We
have heard them so often that they come naturally to our lips. The greatest poets,
dramatists, the most profound thinkers and writers, the *‘ savants ? of all ages have
delighted in using them.
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The origin of the proverbs might be disputed. They have lasted through many
ages, and will last through many more. It is impossible to discover the venerable
age and antiquity of muny of them. One thing we do know about them is, that they
are the poor man's philosoply; or, ouc may say, the safety valve for popular

sentiments.

The majority of proverbs were originally spoken by some philosopher, monarch
or hero, and, being fully appreciated when first spoken, have been handed down to us
that we may profit thereby. Perhaps the interest in the wise saying has gradually
worn off and we receive it with little or no appreciation, or again the proverb may
have stamped such an impression on the past gencrations that it comes to us in its
original form and beauty, as ‘‘a rolling stone gathers no moss,” or “all that
glitters is not gold.”

Proverbs are universal. They are found in all countries, although some countries
ave richer in them than others. They cxpress the same thoughts in the different
languages, but often they lose their beauty and sparkle when one tries to translate

them.

“ The genius, wit and spirit of a nation are discovered in the proverbs,” said
Bacon. The truth of this is evident, for *“ proverbs ave habitual to a nation, being
transmitted from father to son.”” These brief *‘saws > reveal the universal character
and genius of the people amongst whom they are current. They disclose the secrets
of their life and habits. Even from the style of proverbs in a country we can gain
some estimate of the calibre of its inhabitants. From the thoughts and ideas expressed
in the proverbs we can judge, whether the nation is thoughtful, refined and civilised
or crude and unlettered.

Proverbs may or may not have an influence on those who hear them. The indolent
may mend his ways, and the slacker become industrious. Again, a proverb heavd,
read or studied may cause more harm thian good—ItL might even cause a revolution.
Tor it may cause the individual who notices it to lemrn the truth and, by so doing,
conform to the wisdom of the saying, and thus upset his own efficient routine.
Finally, a proverb may go unobzerved by some and ohly be scanned by others. What
offect, therefore, could it produce on those who go their own ways and possess their
own beliefs of truth and wisdom?

The influence of a proverb is gemerally cited after the event. That is, when the
occurrence or happening—for instance, a war—is finished and done with.

The imperishalr)le beauty of some proverbs have been excellently expressed by

Tennyson :—

¢ Jewels five words long
That on the stretch’d forefinger of all time
Sparkle for ever!”

0. GALLAGHER, E.2.
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FOOTSTEPS OF ST PATRICK IN COUNTY a

b

DOWN. e
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There mast be many people living in Belfast who know comparatively little of 1}

the scenic beauties and historic associations of a county that lies very near their o

doors, namely, County Down, appropriately described as the cradle of the Faith i1

in Ireland, the county in which St. Patrick began his glorious Apostolate, and t

which, of all others, was most dear to him. Let us take a tour, in fancy, round d

this very interesting county. b
We shall first take the main Belfast-Downpatrick road. About fifteen miles from

the city is the village of Saintfield, pleasantly situated among the fertile hills which (

are o feature of County Down. Its name is a literal translation from the Irish,
Tulach na Naomh, but tradition is silent as to the saint to whom reference is made.
It was heve the United Irishmen of Down first appeared in arms in the Rising of 88,
winning a victory over the York Fencibles under Colonel Stapleton. Continuing
our journey, we pass through Crossgar, the town of the Short Cross, and reach
the Quoile Bridge, about twenty miles from Belfast. Here we turn sharply to the
left for Saul. The River Quoile is very beautiful at this spot, especially at full tide.
A couple of miles’ run brings us to Saul (Sabhal, a barn). Here St. Patrick said
his first Mass in Ireland, in a barn presented to him for the purpose by Dichu, the
chieftain of the district, and St. Patrick’'s first convert. St. Malachy erected a
monastery on the site of Patrick’s Barn in the twelfth century. Part of the site of
the abbey is mow occupied by a Protestant Church, built about 1770. Two miles
from Saul is the ancient Church of Raholp, the See of Bishop Tassach, Patrick’s
metal-worker and friend during life, and loving attendant during his last hours.
This little church of St. Tassach is one of the oldest buildings in Ireland, and was
probably founded by St. Patrick himself. The local people call it ‘ Church-moyley »
(the uncovered or roofless church, Irish ‘ maol ). Midway between Saul and Raholp
is Sliabh Patrick, upon which a splendid memorial to St. Patrick has been erected.
From this hill is obtained a view of almost unparalleled beauty—a magnificent
panorama which, once seen, cannot easily be forgotten. In the foreground beneath
the hill lies Ringbane, at the mouth of the Slaney River, where Patrick first landed.
Looking northwards, one can discern the Hill of Slemish, where the youthful Patrick
tended his flocks. To the west one can see the site of the ancient Barn of Patrick,
and the monastic house of St. Malachy. A little farther south-west lies Downpatrick,
where Patrick sleeps, and beyond are the majestic Mountains of Mourne. To the
south one can see Struel Mountain, upon which is St. Patrick’s Chair, and below
which are St. Patrick’s Wells. To the north and east lie the shimmering waters
of Strangford Lough (Loch Cuan) and its numerous islands, and, to the south-east,
the Isle of Man.

Resuming our journey, we proceed to Strangford, a charming little town on the
shores of Loch Cuan, whose Norse name recalls the many Viking raids on the coast
of Down. Audley’s Castle, one of the twenty-seven castles built by De Courcy
around Strangford Lough, a picturesque ruin, deserves a visit. Turning to the
loft, from Strangford, and keeping to the road washed by the waters of Loch Cuan,
wz soon reach Kilclief Castle, about two miles distant from Strangford on the
road to Ardglass. This castle was built about the middle of the fowrteenth century.
Ap one peried it was occupied as a sce-house and manor of the Bishop of Down. |
It is in an excellont state of preservation. Tighearnach, Abbot of Clonmacnoise, who
died 1088, recorded that in the year 1002, Sitric, King of the Danes, arrived with
a fleet in Uladh, and plundered Kileliel and Iniscorscry (Inch). In the vicinity is
an old corn mill, which is said to have been used by the monks of Kilclief in the
days of the Normans.
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Ballyhornan Bay next comes into view. Here there is a lovely stretch of beach
( and, within wading distance when the tide is out, is Guns Island, the scene of
romantic smuggling tales, and incidents of ’98. The Catholic Church at Chapletown
repays a visit. Here we may examine a remarkable statue of Our Lady, built into
the gable of the church. This statue has a most intercsting history, and dates back
to pre-Reformation days. It was smashed to fragments in the days of Elizabeth.
Bub the faithful people of the district gatbered most of the pieces and preserved

 of them through the ages. Other fragments were unearthed neav the ancient church
heir of Dunsford. The late Mr. Francis Joseph Bigger and others interested themselves
ith in the matter, and the fragments were lovingly and tenderly collected and pieced
and together and restored to an honoured place in the Catholic church, in the very
und district where it was smashed and thought to be for ever destroyed over threc

hundred years ago.

lno;ﬁ A mile or so farther on, we see the 1uin of the very ancient Church of Ardtole
ish (Ar.d Tuathail, Tu?,thall’s Height). This was formerly the parish church, and was
ﬂ.def ded'lc.a'ted ‘to St. Nicholas, the patron saint of sailors. This townland contained the
‘08 dividing line between the Irish and Anglo-Normans. The Ordnance Survey marks
1ing,r the southf}rn Pm‘t- as ‘ Eng]ish. Ardtole mld.the northern as ¢ Irish Ardtole,” the
ach chur.ch lying just midway. This isolated position was on occasions found dangerous,
the pa,rt101.1‘_m'1y so when thelowners of the fortified castles came to be at variance with
ide. the Irish clans of the d1st1:ict. There is a tradition that some of the Anglo-Trish
<aid henchmen of Ardglass, ﬁlll(hllg the chieftain of the MacArtain Clan in a deep sleep
the on the grass, fastened his long hair to the briars around. But they dearly paid
4l for this insult when, some time later, MacArtain, at the head of his clann, surprised
o of a,m?. m.a,ssacred the Ardglass men who had gathered to Mass in Ardtole Church.
iles This disaster took place about the middle of thg fifteenth century, and it led to the
ks abandonment of the church as a place of worship for Ardglass.

:vl:s Close to this ruin is a fine souterrain. These souterrains, or artificial caves, were

v constructed by the earliest inhabitants of the country when the natural caves and
4 open woods did not afford sufficient shelber to an increasing population. Caves of

:21111 this kind are numerous in County D0rw11.‘ They vary in size, but their general
B characteristics are much.the same. They consist of one or several cl.lambers from
cath three feet to five feet w1de,~ and from fivle to. seven feet high. The sides are built
ded. of rough unhewn stone, built dvy, i?lchmng inwards towards the top, and covered
rick with a series of flagstones. The entire cave is sunk below the ground several feet,
Sk although occasionally they are found not more than two feet below the surface.
'ick, The chambers branch off the main passage at irregular intervals. Often there are
thé sewer-like passages leading from the chambe.n' to the surface of the earth. Although
Sox usually detached, these underground dwellings ave sometimes found in connection
with earthen forts or raths.
bers
ast, Here we get a magnificent view of Avdglass, the * City of the Seven Castles.”
This town has many associations with stivring scenes in our history from the days
the ‘of the Norsemen to the days of '98. John De Courcy lived here, and in 1217 was
oast confirmed by Henry ITL. in his possessions heve. Shane the Proud, tradition says,
urcy lived here. His castle, a magnificent pile, is in a wonderful state of preservation,
the and contains within its walls scores of objects of historical and antiquarian interest.
nan, Its gloomy interior aud antique furnishings give an excellent idea of what life must
the have been like in such a building, when, in addition to the owner and his family,
ury. it housed a retinue of soldiers and servants. Avdglass has associations with the
W1 Kildare family. After the rvevolt of Silken Thomas, the English, under Lord Grey,
who took the castle. The people of Ardglass still show the tower chamber in the old
with ‘ castle which was searched for Lovd Edward TFitzgerald in *98.
y is
the Leaving Avdglass, on the return jowrney, we pass Coney Island, and a few

miles on we turn into a lane leading to the Holy Wells of St. Patrick in Struel.

T e e S |
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These wells are very ancient, and although they were blessed by St. Patrick, they
are really pre-Christian, and most likely were connected with Druid worship. Hosts
of pilgrims, rich and poor, gathered to these wells on Midsummer’s Day and on
the Friday before August 1st. (La Lughnasadh, or Lugh’s festival or fair, was
celebrated in pre-Christian Ireland on August 1st). The pilgrimages on a large
scale were stopped for some years, bui in recent years they have been resumed.
According to local tradition, St. Patrick himself often came to spend the night in
prayer and fasting at these holy wells. There are four wells in all here: the eye
well, a bathing well for men, one for women, and the drinking well.

We continue our journey.to Downpatrick (the fort of Patrick), where we visit
St. Patrick’s Grave. It is situated near Downpatrick Cathedral, and is marked by
a huge stone upon which is a carved cross and the name ‘ PATRIC.” This grave
also contains the remains of St. Brigid and Columcille, In this graveyard is a
tenth century granite Celtic Cross which formerly stood in the centre of the town.
It was re-erected from scattered fragments in 1897. The carving is partly obliterated.
There is a representation of the Crucifixion at the intersection of the arms, and
beneath are four rows of figures covered with interlaced work. .

Downpatrick Cathedral has an interesting history. .On the site of the present
structure stood an ancient Abbey, said to have been founded by St. Patrick himself.
This Abbey and the whole district suffered gréatly at the hands of the Norsemen,
being plundered no less than four times between the years 824 and 1103. In the
latter year a great battle was fought by the Irish against the plundering Norsemen
under their king, Magnus Barfod (Barefoot), in the vicinity of Downpatrick. The
Norsemen were defeated and their king was left dead on the fleld. He was buried
by the Irish near the Abbey which he had come to plunder. The Abbey was repaired
and restored to something like its former splendour by John De Courcy about the
end of the twelfth century. He also changed the dedication from Holy Trinity to
St. Patrick. In 1316 the town was plundered and the Abbey burned to the ground
by Edward Bruce. It was again destroyed in the reign of Henry VIIL. by his
ruthless Lord Deputy, Leonard de Grey, who first profaned it, turning it into a
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stable and destroying the monuments of Patrick, Brigid, and Columeille. It lay
roofless and devcliet for more than two centuries until 1790, when its rebuilding
commenced as a Protestant Cathedral, and the wncient round tower, which had
withstood the ravages of time and hate, was vuthlessly pulled down. the pretence
peing that it might fall upon and damage the new Cathedral,

A short distance from the Cathedral is the great mound or dun from which the
townt derives its name. This ancient fort was known to Ptolemy as Dunum. Locally
it is known as Rath Celtair, the fort of Celichair of the Battles, n wurrior of the
Red Branch Knights, whe lived there in the first century. It is also called
Dun-Da-Leath-glas, the fort of the two broken locks, or fetters. Jocelin accounts
for this mame by a legend that the two' sons of Dichu, having been confined by
King Laoghaire, were removed from the place of their confinement, and the two
fotters by which they weve bound were mivaculously broken. Tradition states that
for over three centuries Kings of Uladh vesided here. The castle which once stood
on the Rath was sacked by Edward Bruce in 1316.

Resuming our rveturn jowrney, we cross the Quoile Bridge, near Finnebrogue
(Fiodh na mbroe, the badger wood, or, perhaps, Fiodh na mbrog, the wood of the
shoes). Almost two miles from Downpatrick we reach u road-sign which indicates
the way to Ineh Albey. We follow this voad until we veach an iven gate, through
which we pass into a shaded avenue. We foliow this avenue for a short distance,
and theve opens before us one of the most impressive sights we have yet seen, for
fere, on the left bank of the Quoile River, in quiet and beautiful swroundings, ave
the ruins of the once-important and imposing Cistercian Abbey of Inish. The site,
as the name Inch implies, was insular in early times (Gaelic inis, an islaud), About
1180, John De Courey, in atonement for his destruction of an Abbey at Erenagh,
founded the Cistercian Abbey here. The full name is Inisheourcy. Harris, in his
History of Down, was in ervor in staling that this name was derived from De Courey,
for we kiow that theve was an earlier monastery heve named Inis-cumbseraith, that
is Coosernigh's Island, long before a Normun set foot on Trish soil. The Annals
of the Four Masters vecord that in 1001, ** Sitric, son of Amlaff, set out on a
predatory excursion inte Ulwidh in his ships, and plundered Kilelief and Tnis-
Cumhscraigh.”  Tighernach of Clonmacnoise records this also (Tigernach died in
1088), and Aodh Maglanha, Abbot of Tnis-Cumbscraigh, was one of those who
signed the Charter of Newry, a document of about the year 1160. It is highly
probable that the person whose name is commemorated in the place name was
Cumhserach, one of the sons of Conor Mac Nessa, who succeeded his father as
King of Ulster in the first century. It was in Inch Abbey that Jocelin, a monk
of Furness, about 1183, wrote a biography of St. Patrick, most likely attracted to
his subject on finding himself in view of Patrick’s last vesting-place, and living
amidst the scenes of his earliest missionary laboure in Treland. The Cistercian Abbey
from the first was a centre of English influence, and, to strengthen that fast-
decaying influence, the Anglo-Irish Parliament decreed in 1380 that membership of

the Ovder at Tuch should be confined to English or Anglicised Irish.
nt To-day, amid a scene of vxquisite beauty and peace by the placid waters of the
If. Quoile, Inch Abbey is at once a picturesque and impressive sight. TIn this secluded
l vetrent the silence seems more penebrating and peace morve profound than elsewhere
he we have visited. There is something of sadness and solemnity in the very atmosphere
e of the place that makes a deep impression on us. Our minds ave carvied back in
he faney to the days of its past glory. We picture the impressive scenes of a thousand
ed years ago, its vich glass windows veflecting the beautiful sunset, its stately tombs,
ed its silver-toned bells ealling the monks to prayer, the long-robed monks chanting
he prayers and hymus in cadences sweel as the fragrance of the summer air, their
to sounds carried over the still waters of the Quoile and through the spacs of wild
“_d wood vesonant with the songs of birds, Tittle wonder we find onrselves unwilling
LS to leave this hallowed spot. But we tear ourselves away, and continue our homeward
< journey, passing on our way Loughanisland, with its aucient island churches, and
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historic Ballynahinch, the scene of the fiercest battle of ’98, where the ** Hearts of
Down > won glory, under gallant Harry Munro, by their stubborn fight for freedom
against overwhelming odds. Near Ballynahinch, in a quiet glen, is the grave of
Betsy Gray, the heroine of the Battle. The mounument erected to her memory was

INCH ABBEY.

smashed to fragments in 1898 by the unworthy descendants of those who fought
by her side, and the inscribed fragments on her tombstone mark the grave to-day.

A little over half an howr’s run from Ballynahinch, through a vich and fertile
countryside, brings us home. We shall long retain pleasant memories of this day’s
cnthralling scenes.

M. D. M.

THE FILM SOCIETY.

The session 193839 was a lean one from the point of view of meetings—as our
honorary operator, Mr. F. Collins, was unable to attend as often as we would have
wished. Nevertheless, the few meetings that were held were quite enjoyable, giving
a mixed programme of educational and amusing films, with emphasis -on the latter
type. ‘“ Our Gang’ pictures were found particularly amusing; while *“ Felix " —
though the blasé admirers of Donald Duck found him a bit tume—was much
enjoyed. An excellent film of “Finland ” was a feature of our last show. The
use of the large screen added very much to the enjoyment, as it was found to be
much easicr on the eyes and gave a much clearer represeutation. The best thanks
of the Society is due to Mr. F. Collins, who has given his valuable time and apparatus
unsparingly to us. He has promised to give us a show, with amplifying apparatus
for music, during the coming Winter term.
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STAMP-COLLECTING.

The hobby of postage stamp-collecting or philately, as it is called, is a most
interesting, profitable and educational pastime.

Few are the hobbies which suit both young and old alike, but stamp-coliccing
takes a firmer hold on the collector as the years pass, and some of the most noted
philatelists arve elderly men.

Among many collections are stamps which have been sold for hundreds of pounds.
What is the reason for the value of these stamps? It is bocause they arve rave. The
rarver a stamp is, the more valuable it becomes, and thus a collector may pick up a
veritable gold mine some day.

Sometimes a certain set of stamps of some country has a blemish, or a wrong
shade of colour, and when the next set is printed the error is corrected. The wrongly
printed stamps have then a vaiue which increasos with age, for many of the incorrect
set ave lost or destroyed, and the careful colicetor who has u copy in his collection
finds that stamip a profitable investment.

But the true stamp-collector does not collect stamps in ovder to make money on
them. His interest in the world is quickened and his knowledge broadened as a
result of his hobby. He will wish to read about the countries of which he gets stamps.
He will begin to take an interest in geography, history and biography.

Certain types of stamps may be collected, such as zoological stamps, bearing
pictures of animals, bivds, ete., or portrait, view or map stamps. On the othet hand,
you might prefer to collect stamps of different countries vegavdless of the type. You
can collect gitllevies of kings, queens, princes und presidents; you may seek portraits
of famous saints, scientists, dicoverers, etc., ov scenes of historical interest. In the
stamps of the U.S.A. alone you may build up a gallery of presidents of that republic,
and in doing so find out all about them.

There are all shapes and sizes of stamps, from the tiny narrow stamp issued by
the state of Victoria, Australia, to the triangular stamps once issued by the Cape of
Good Hope and the very large stamps of Paraguay. Sometimes there will be found
stamps which have been over-printed. These stamps are sometimes very valueble.
An example of this kind is the English stamp which, on the founding of the Irish
Free State in 1922, was over-printed until & new set could be issued. This is a stamp
with a history, a stamp no longer being printed and, therefore, a stamp that becomes
more valuable as the time goes om.

Wars come and go, empires fall and vepublics arise. Kings’ heads disappear from
postage stamps and those of dictators appear—so the stamps bear a record of world
uplheavals, redistribution of land and the rise of new governments. What a fascinating
hobby it is! Collectors who started before the Great War must be proud of their
albums. Here arve stamps of Servia, Montenegro, Posnin, German West Africa and
Russia, of the Tsars, and other countries which have nowadays changed their form
of government or have merged into other countries.

Stamps are not expensive to buy, and by collecting them from foreign letters a
fine collection may be built up at no cost whatsoever. It is safer to invest in an
album to protect your collection from loss or damage. Stamp-collecting is a fascinating
hobby, and will becoma more entrancing as time goes on and will increase the
collector’s general knowledge.

J. CONWAY, D.7.
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Dirty British coaster with a salt-caked smoke-stack,
Butting through the Channel in the mad March days
With a cargo of Tyne coal,
Road rails, pig lead,
Firewood, ironware, and cheap tin trays.
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FAIRIES.

Fairies nowadays are rvegarded as a means of amusing children, or sometimes
frightening them. Fairy tales are to the child what novels and all kinds of imaginative
litevature ave to the growi-up person, a means of relaxation, pleasure and amusement.
But, as children are gifted with such a wealth of fancy, such ready sympathy, and
such power of identifying themselves with others, the fairy tale means much more
to them than any story can possibly mean to onc of older years. Hence the region
of fairy lore is often described as a kind of enchanted land, a half dream, half real
world, entrance to which is the peculiar privilege of the little oncs.

Belief in the fairy world is so inconsiderable that it will never harden into a creed.
It is of no use owr asking how the belicf sprang up, or when; nor need we inquire
too precisely into its nature, for many of the most common nursery legends ave of
great antiquity and very early history is strangely interwoven with stories that closely
resemble them, and while fairy lore belongs to every country, it has been able hitherto
to defy those of the learned who would trace its origin or reduce it to a system.
Science cannot examine nov reason grasp it, for what they touch is not the entrancing
secret of the fairies, but some trace of it rather, some shining in the fields and
forests, in poetry and in childhood; some glamour of the morning world, left there,
perhaps, by the passing of the little people. Fairy tales form the natural outlet for
imagination, uncontrolled by the laws and circumstances of daily life, and hence
afford scope for the wildest fancy.

Tt is significant that, except to the child and the seer, they have always passed.
It is not for nothing that the immemorial beginning of our fairy tales should be:
“ Once upon a time, long, long ago.” It all happened, tantalizingly, in the * good
old days,” and the good old days recede, as we know, for ever.

In fairyland there is no time, nor space, and no logic, but only the glamorous
twilight and the soft beauty of the Borderland. They are a strange company—giants,
goblins, brownies, imps: wood, tree, and water spivits: heath-people, hill-watchers,
good people, little people, leprechauns, pixies, gnomes—and stvange rvegions are the
homes of the fairy folk: a delicate little people, yet whimsical; mischief-loving, yet
given for the most part to homely and helpful tasks, full of the laughter and the
dancing joy of childhood.

Fairy tales have little to teach or to explain, but frivolous and even absurd as
they ave, yet they have such charm, and lure us into a world so glamorous and gay,
that we are happy to go and sad enough when we must at last return

“ With a fairy hand in hand
To a world more full of weeping than we can understand.”

This race, then, whose home is so close to and yet so far from the human world,
may well claim from us the attention which its fascination demands. Tts main
characteristics are agreed upon strikingly in every country. The grandmother, busy
at her spinning—wheelv in an Irish cabin, has much the same store of tales for her
childven’s children as the old peasant woman on the steppes of Russia or even in
the hills of Hindustan. They tell of men and women coming along a lonely road
by moonlight, who heard

“ Very softly chiming in, magically clear,
Magically high and sweet, the tiny crystal notes
Of fairy voices bubbling free from tiny fairy throats,”
and saw the merry dancing of the elves, and were lured to join them within their
magic circles. And everywhere are stories of new-born babes mysteriously taken by
some night-tripping fairy from their cradles, and of the changelings left in their stead.
There are other tales of domesticated brownies who come to help and to reward the
careful housewife and to torment and punish the lazy one, who will gratefully accept
any dainties which may be sct aside for them and yet are gricvously offended if
their hosts are so tactless in their mitsaken goodwill as to leave them the present

L ooEe. =




70 SIMMARIAN MAGAZINE.

of a garment. Indeed, a Yorkshire story tells that
“ Hob ved coat: Hob red hood
Hob do you no harm, but no more good
was shouted angrily by a hitherto friendly and helpful little goblin to hiz peasant
host, who on account of this grievous but well-meant insult must do without his
household services for ever: and how valuable thes: were we inay gather from
Milton, who
“ Tells how the drudging goblin sweat
To earn his cream-bowl duly set,
When in one night, ere glimpse of morn
His shadowy flail hath threshed the corn,
That ten day-labourers could not end.”

But the mischief-loving fairies are as numerous as the good ones, and nursery
literature abounds in toads and lizards, and dwarfs and wizards and hideous monsters
of every description. Really tervible and wicked fairies ave, however, comparatively
varve, and the * bad > fairies exist to punish evil and the good fairies to reward
the virtuous. Many of them, especially gnomes and dwarfs, dwell underground and
in the mines, and are acquainted with the intervior mysteries of the mountains. They
ave skilled metal workers and can often make money, but prefer to fashion magical
ploughs and scythes. 1In Trish fairy lore the leprechaun is usually rsgarded as thoe
fairy cobbler, who mends the tiny shoes by inoonlight.

We always think of the faivies as being very smail and delicate, and we even
hear of them being not a half-an-inch high. But this seems almost too tiny, till we
remember that the elves can grow smaller and bigger zs they please, and they can
assume at will the forms of men or of monsters. Thus, Alonso and his companions
mistake Aviel for a foul harpy and drew their swords upon him—yet Aviel was wind-
vocked in a cowslip’s bell. The fairies have power, too, to explore regions long closed
to the enterprise of man—all places are open to the blithe spirits whose privilege it is

“To fly,
To swim, to dive into the fire, to ride
On the curled clouds.”
They have the fresdom of the elements.

Opinions of different writers vary as to the nature of the fairies, yet even if we
arve saddened by the thought that the fairies, who are but air, must miss for ever the
warm delights of humanity, we may be comforted by the wind-borne fragment of
Aviel’s freedom song:

¢ Merrily, merrily shall I live now
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough ”’
and by that still more distant echo:
“ Come unto these yellow sands.”
And we shall not do ill if we trust in this, the judgment of the greatest among the
poets.

At any rate, it is clear that the little citizens of fairyland have one supreme
quality—that of singlemindedness. Whatever their whimsies, they ave steadfast in
their love and gratitude, in the fierce tornadoes of their childish hate and in revenge.
They arc certain to keep all promises: they never waver in their serene couviction
as to what is evil and what good. Kindness is good, and gaiety, and honest labour,
and the fruits of the earth and the alternating beauty of day and night. Tt is of
these things that their lives arve full, and they will come about us, the elves and
fays, in proportion as we can share with them unregretfully this clear simplicity.

Even if we are not of these, of the elect; if we cannot receive and do not desire
their gifts; if we do not see with owr own eyes their tiny dancing forms; if we are
just ordinary people, we may yet believe in the fairies: we may still set their cream
bowl upon the hearth, and in the absorption of our worldly occupations and our
haste and our ambition, we may love them well, and think of them as existing through
all ages, the dear companions of the child-hearted.

A. QUIGLEY, E.2,
-
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THE LAMENT OF THE WINTER

I'm alone! I'm alone!
As I howl and as I cry,
With a cold dismal sobbing
Thro’ the dark and leaden sky.
All the trees they ave bare,
All the little birds have flown
To other lands in fear.
Tm alone! I'm alone!

With a long-drawn wail
I glide upon my way,
My moaning and my groaning

Can be heard throughout the day.
On my vengeful wings I bring
The cold and frost and rain,

And T splash it, and I dash it
Thro’ deserted streets—in vain!

Far below me I can see,

Thro’ the cottage windows bright,
The happy children gathered

In the cosy fire’s light.

As they listen to the rain

Beating on the window pane,
They laugh with glee
As if they wished

To hear my scream again.

Round the swaying chimney stacks,
Thro’ the many little cracks
I quiver and I sigh,
Like a soul for ever lost,
‘While the cold rain ever drips
And my cold breath ever nips
And the chimney-smoke in anger
By my twitching hand is tossed.

Then away, away I scream
Over fields that once were green,
Doors and gates from off their hinges
Ripping as I go.
Thro’ the gaunt and barren boughs,
Thro’ the blenk and bare hedgerows
I sigh and cry and scream :
As T go dashing to and [ro’.

For my life is one of hate,
Mine the sad and bitter fate
Of causing life to freeze
And Death to follow in my wake.
On my coming birds will fly
And the little budlets die,
And every living thing
Before my blasting breath will quake !

WIND.
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T'm alone! I'm alone!
As T howl and as I cry,

Like some lost forgotten soul
Thro’ the dark and leaden sky.
The countryside is bare,

Every living thing has flown

Before my breath in fear,
I'm alone! I'm alone!

S. DYNAN

WISE AND OTHERWISE.

The workmen were repairing the wires of the school-house.

‘WonDERING YouTH: ‘‘ What are you doing?”

WorkMan: * Installing an electric switch.”

Yourr: ©“ I don’t care. We've moved, and I don’t go to this school anymore.”

The teacher had written the following sentences on the board and asked the pupils
to correct them :—
““A hen has three legs.”
¢ Who done it ?”’
One small boy wrote: < The hen never done it. God done 1it.”

This road sign won a prize in an American contest: *“ Even a speeder can’t do
thirty days in less than a month—so go slow!”

Jmamy : ¢ Teacher says I'm inventive.”
Moruer: “ Fine! What did he say you could invent?”
Jmimy : ¢ New spellings.”’

MoraER: “ Stop reaching across the table. Haven't you got a tongue?”
Jounny: “ Yes, but me arm’s longer.”

HeaD TracHER: ‘ Why are you sitting there, Tommy ?”
Towy : *“ Mr. B—— told me to sit there for the present and I waited all the time,
but he hasn’t given me the present yeb.”

Orp GENT: *“ What does your father do for a living?”’

Youra: ‘ Chops down trees.”

Orp Gonr:  And what does he do after he chops them down?”
Yours: * Chops them up.”

Boy: ‘“ Mother wants a chicken.”
Farmer: “ Do you want a pullet ?”
Boy: ¢ No, T want to carry it.”’

¢ Mother, what does DD stand for?”

“ Doctor of Divinity, my dear. Don’t they teach you such things in school ?”

“ Qh, yes; but it doesn’t sound right here.”

¢ Read it out loud, dear.”

“The witness said he heard the defendant say,  I'll make you suffer for this; I':
be Doctor of Divinity if I don’t.”

When asked to paraphrase the sentence, “ He opened with a few cursory remarks,”’
a wee scholar wrote as follows: «“ He began by swearing.”
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IRELAND AND THE CULTIVATION OF THE
ARTS.

As it is the office of the Arts to refine, clevate and humanize, it is natural to
suppose that they existed only in countries pervaded by an atmosphere of culture
and learning and where the soul of every maun cried out for emulation in the fine
arts rather than in the useful arts.

Considering the cultivation of the arts in Ireland, however, this supposilion is
very clearly disproved, for, according to the earliest writers of Ireland, it would
appear that the Irish nation possessed a nabure the essence of which was not only
invincible ignorance but uncivilization itself. They were a rude and barbarous people,
not yet departed from the primitive habits of pastoral life, and lived in a manner
which was as wild and unrestrained as the life which their fathers led in the woods.
They were seemingly unwilling to abandon their old habits, ideas and customs and
to learn anything new.

Realizing the dilatoriness which prevailed in Treland, one is justified in saying that
in a people born into the world with seemingly a double dose of original sin there
could not possibly exist thie glowing ember of culture, and that the arts which were
cultivated and flourished among the civilized nations could not be found in Treland.

Now il was here that the greatness of the Ivish nation shone forth with undefying
brightuess, for not only did the existence of the arts influence the lives of the people,
but Treland was conspicuous among the great nations in the field of culture. As this is
somewhat contrary to ordinary reasoning, there may be some who, being dubious
vegarding the veracity of the assertion, will consequently say that the whole idea
is a little exaggerated. Now, any dubiety which may exist must be digmissed when
the writings of Cambrensiz ave considered, for he says, with surprise vather than
gratification: **The only thing to which 1 find the people of Tveland apply a
commendable industry is playing upon musical instruments, in which they are
incomparably more skilful than any other nation I have ever seen.”

This is indeed something very great and wonderful, and the realization of it must
fill the heart of every Irishman with joy and gladness; that the Trish described as
rude, so very rude, yeb excelled all other nations in musie, an art which among the
fine arts themselves may be justly called the queen. The magic influence of musie,
which is indeed truly wonderful, is felt among all nations, and both savage and wild
man are at times under its enchanting spell. The wild war dance of the savage appears
almost inhuman, and to ears accustomed to higher forms of music theve is little
which is pleasing in the beating of their tom-toms. But amidst that chaos of
sound, however, there is rhythm, regularity and a certain eveness in the order of the
sounds, though it is difficult to recognise. In a word, little of what is ealled music
is produced in that beating. Such rude beginnings, it must be realized, are separated
by an cnormous interval of time and skill from the proficiency displayed by the
Tvish in the time of Cambrensis. That proficiency in music was not acquired
suddenly ; not in one day did their ears become so skilfully attuned to melody ; music
was in Treland at the beginning of history in a rudimentary form, but that form,
so very delicate and plaint, was tended, fostered and encouraged. Thus it was that
Ly repcated and untiring efforts, by the exoreising of paticnce which knew no limits,
the havpers arrived at a pevfection when they could

““ Swell the soul to rage or kindle soft desires,”
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The Irish nation, evidently realizing that an intense devotion to ome art has the
power or tendency to destroy a lealthy balance of the mind, did not confine themselves
to developing music alone. They were a cultured race, and so werc anxious to
explore new ground in the field of art, and so introduce new works of learning and
refinement—works which they hoped would make the name of Eire immortal.

Among the other fine arts in which the Irish excelled was that of illuminaling
manuscripts, and the proficiency and skill in this was equal to that displayed in
music. 1t would, indeed, be interesting to know what inspived the Irish to cultivate
this art to the degree which can only be described as bewildering, for it would give
one a deep insight into the character and very soul of the ancient Celt. After
considering the subject thoroughly, it will be found that the only probable solution
is one which fov its plausibility is very simple.

Treland was being converted from the basic level of paganism to the lofty heights
of Christianity, and so the preacher required his copy of the Scriptures to teach the
people who, with unbounded zeal, flocked to hear him; the priest required his ritual
to administer the Sacraments and the missal to celebrate Mass. To satisfy all these
demands, monks were constantly employed in the monasteries which had established
themselves very rapidly, in making copies of the required books. But to copy thesc
sacred books, and to copy them plainly and legibly, was nol enough for these zealous
men. The Scriptures were the inspired word of Giod, and so they thought it only
right that something should be done to decorate and ornament those works in which
the wisdom of God was contained. And so, inspired by that grand thought, those
fervent monks took upon themselves the task, which was indeed glorious, of
embellishing the sacred books.

Considering the illuminated manuscripts which are still in existence, the most
widely-known, and certainly the most beautiful, is the Book of Kells. It is a copy
of the Four Gospels, and as it was sometimes called the Gospel of Columcille, it is
believed to be the work of St. Columba, who, by constant practice, attained
considerable artistic skill.

Now, to describe the beauty of the Book of Kells is by no means an casy task,
fov it is very difficult to find words which will convey, cven in a small degree, the
cnchanting beauty which it possesses. A cursory glance at it would declare that
there was a redundancy of lines and curves, a too great wealth of colour, and that
even disorder and confusion existed. But on a closer examination the true magnificence
of the work is revealed ; indeed, the more it is examined the greater appears its wealth
of beauty, the figures, lines and colouring ave so skilfully blended that the effect is
truly amazing. Yes, the Book of Kells, with its superb artistry, bears testimony to
an Ireland of great culture, learning, beauty and tradition.

Realizing theve is always a peculiar interest in dwelling on anything which relates
of Treland, arvising not only from the fact that it is our native country but from the
pleasure which is found in learning of its greatness and glorious history, I sincerely
hope that T have, even in a little way, aroused your interest in the Treland of old,
and that you now realize that Ireland, as well as having given soldiers and statesmen
to the building of empires, poets and musicians to its adornment, historians and
writers to record its achievements, has added many bright and beautiful gems to the
world’s treasure house containing masterpicces of the fine arts.

C. DE LARGY, D.2.
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SNOBBERY.

The question of independence is not the only one to which Ireland should pay
attention. Thefe are more matters wrong than thosc everyone sees, aud they are
matters that need drastic remedying. In the times when the Ivish people were mosb
oppressed, they displayed the noblest of their traits, and earned a name for dauntless
courage, steady fidelity and generosity. Now, when things are going easier, we are
beginning to slip. We are practising the vices of the modern world as freely as other
countries. We are changing our ideals from those of freedom and of virtuous existence
to those of opulence and ease; and not only are we falling in with the trend of
modern ¢ progress,” but we are developing our own typical vices, in common with
other races. From what I see, snobbery bids faiv to exceed all these, in being most
widespread, as it is most pernicions of the number. We all are to some extent
inclined to it, and the majority succumb to it. As to its evil effect, a casual perusal
of the newspapers will provide one with plenty of examples.

TFew of us would be prepared to countenance snobbery in an active and open
fashion ; but too many inwardly excuse themselves, and give themselves dispensations
to do what they condemn in others. They denounce the “mobs’ who disdain. to
commune with their ¢ inferiors,” while at bottom they themselves ave just as bad;
for they entertain petty pride and contempt, and though they are ouwardly convivial,
yobt they like to distinguish lhemselves, by some trifling points of superiority, to
assert theiv high nccomplishments and liberal education. To the less obdurate of this
clags, T recommend the works of Thackervay, who veritubly pilloried the snobs in a
pumber of his books. Indeed, it will be found that no good writer ever described

I snobs in a fashion complimentary to them. Better still, let them look at the men
of really great character. Not men of genius or of letters, hui those whom all can
like or vespect, men who practised generesity in thought and action. Thus Mr.
Chesterton, though he did possess many-sided genius, yet very often laughed ab
himself, and this in a sincere fashion. Me said, as it were, * 1 know I have gifls
not given to others, but I can look at myself and find wuch (o Taugh at; nevertheless,
I can see in myself as great u fool as any, but T am not ashamed to let all know of it.
Whatever others may be, T am just what I am, and theve is neither use in nor
inclination for denying it.” This was a man of tremendous intellect. Bub he was
fearlessly genevous and amazingly humble. He treated himself havshly, bub he was
too kind to judge others. If all judged themselves as he did, what should they
find? Certainly, all would discover theiv own weaknesses; for even the greatest
geniuses arve foolish in some way or other, and, if they are professors of the things
they know, they ave as childven in other affairs. At any vate, since the men whose
opinions are worth while unanimously condemn snobbery, and as, besides, everyone
knows full well from his own conscience that it is not right, what excuse is there
either for its practice or its condonement? Whoever practises it, therefore, against
his better knowledge is thereby doubly guilty.

In rural Treland & special Lype of snolibery is only loo provalent, and its effects
are fav-reaching and destructive. The monied farmer never thinks of allowing his
childven to marry ** outside theiv sphere.” The poorer peop’e, to complete the * kettle
of fish,” see no benefit in their childven’s marrying any but the rvich. * Sure, what's
the good o' marryin’ a galoot like Barney 7 fhey say. “‘Set your eyves at old
Tom, with his five thousand and his big farm, an’ think o' me an’ your father.”
The outcore is that there arve few marriages and little settling-down in the country.
The young men and women flock to the town, where they can carn * easy moncey.”
Instead of twenty-four shilings for n week’s farming, they now can carn three pounds
in the same time. It is an atlractive chinge, to inexperienced cyes, and many
seek it. So the country is growing more and more desolate. A statistician says
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that at the present rate of depopulation it will be like the Sahara in ten years—
even now it is becoming tragically empty. Why? Because we Irish are cursed with
an inordinate respect, if not greed, for money. We want money, less for the sake
of the luxury it will bring us, than for the sake of the homage it commands. Even
those who suddenly come into wealth ave not immune from this disease. They
realise theiv new dignity, and take steps to show it. Fromn a little side-street house,
their abode changes to a subuwban villa. They adopt a new accent, and recreate
themselves by walking at leisure along the main roads. In truth, as a nation we are
snobs ut bottom. The only cure is by each man’s taking thought and stopping it
straight away, restraining the surge of contempt which the sight of a tattered collar
of worn boots carns for their unfortunate possessor, and forcing himself to respect
every man on account of his dignity as a man.

Tt would be doing neither justice to the title of my jottings, nor satisfaction to
my own feelings, to end without saying something of what first led me to write on
this subject. Briefly, it is the snobbery that I see all around me in this Falls district.
This local brand, unlike the English type, which is regarded as fairly general, does
not depend on blood or high breeding, but is largely a question of £ s. d., though T
have met with some slight variations. What bears me out in this is the fact that our
worst snobs are such as extract their money from the very lowliest people. They
have their premises in some obscure though very lucrative area, but they live in
semi-detached, nay, at times even wholly-detached villas, and are very fine and
disdainful gentlemen. Not that I wish to disparage either these people or their
professions for what they are—but they veally have nothing to boast of except
money. Why, then, do they give themselves aira? I can see no answer, except
that money is in real earnest their god; and this it is to such an extent that if
the President of Eire himself were to come their way, and happen to be out of
funds, he would fail to command any veal vespect. Even some of the poor in
our locality are snobs, for they assume a pitfully obvious accent, and pronounce
their words with great labour and affectation when they inform a neighbour of
some acquisition, in the shape of a new type of wireless set or, perhaps, even a washing
machine, or, failing that, a large laundry bill, to show that they mo longer do the
washing at home.

What w race are we! Money does not serve us so much as we serve it. 'We have
let its importance grow so that it is now a name fo tremble at, particularly if we are
not in its good favour. Some of us, I fear, will soon fall dewn and adore it; and
not #ill then will all realize clearly how matters stand. For all walk blindly in their
own path, bavely aware of the servitude of others, and completely unaware ol

their own.

«“Trade marks,” too, are a curse among us. We are too apt to take things at
face value, to accept only recognised and censored things, and to look at everything
in the conventional light. This creates prejudice, which, coupled with ignorance,
constitutes snobbery. These * brands of authenticity,” false standards of mensuve-
ment, ave only too common in our avea. There ave, besides common brands, living
and walking trade mavks, which distinguish the authentie from the inferior goods,
in too many eyes. Whatever does not bear the stamp may be mediocre, but cannol
touch at the coveted mark of perfection. No!

T can only hope, if what T have said be ignored and do no good, as indeed is most
probable, that T myself will pay strict regard to what I have laid down, give an ear
to my own advice, and reform myself as T have so ardently urged others to do.

D. MARRON, C.J.
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“A SLIGHT CASE OF ——?”

“ What can be keeping Jack ?’ said Mrs. Gallagher, nervously.

““Oh, I don’t know,” retorted her husband, angrily, “ and I don’t cave, either,
That boy is up to something, and you may be sure it’s nothing good.”

Mrs. Gallagher made no veply. She went to the door and looked up and down the
street, all the while muttering to herself: “ What can be keeping him, what can be
keeping him ?*’

At ordinary times, if Jack Gallagher had been late coming home for tea, no
remarks would have been passed.

But this last few weeks a queer change had come over Jack. His friends knew
him as a dashing, carefree youth, who was the life and soul of his home. His pleasing
manuer and guick humour endeared him to all who knew him. Now, all this had
changed. At times, it is true, Jack seemed to be himself again, and he laughed and
joked with the other members of his family, but most of the time he seemed to be
in a restless, nervous state. He used to spend most of his time at home, but now
he was seldom in his home, and while he was there he remained thoughtful and
conversed little.

The air of mystery which surreunded him puzzled and worried his parvents. Once
or twice they ventured to ask him the veason for his sudden change, but they were

greeted by a hasty, heated reply on each oceasion. What could have come over Jack ?

Mrs. Gallagher had returned to the kitcheén, and the family was at tea, when a
key twrned in the door and in walked Jack. )

He came into the kitchen, sat down, and began to read a newspaper which was
lying on the couch. A keen observer would have noticed that he wasn't really reading
the paper, but he was gazing at it with a vaeant stave. He was contemplating

something in his head.

“ How’s business at the store, Jack ?”” ventured Mrs. Gallagher, in an attempt to
relieve the strained atmosphere.

““ Not bad.”

Again there was silence.

Mrs. Gallagher rose and prepared his tea.

* Would you like some toast ?”’ she asked him.

‘“ No, thanks.”

She poured out his tea. He threw down the paper and began sipping the steamiug
brew. He ate very little, and even refused a piece of his favourite cake. He scemed
very uervous.

“You ought to see a doctor, you don’t look well,”” ventured his father,

“Oh, I'm all right.”’
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He rose from the table and went upstairs. When he entered his bedroom he was
so nervous that he found it difficult to find the electric switch. The door banged
behind him. He went over to a desk and opened a drawer with a small key.

His eyes gleamed when he saw the object in the drawer. He lifted it out cautiously,
a little black, gleaming instrument. As he opetied and loaded it, a sinister smile crept
over his serions face. He mmuitered under his breath as he slipped it into his hip
pocket.

In the kitchen again, he could settle down to do nothing, He turned on the
wiraless—his favourite dance band was playing all the latest tunes, but he switched
it off again. He lifted the evening paper, saw the headline which announced that his
favourite football team had won the cup, but he read no further. He didn’t even
check his football coupon.

About eleven o’clock he prepared to go out. As he adjusted his hat and coat, he
muttered : ““ I'll get him this time and make no mistake, either.”

T hope he is up to no evil to-night,” said Mrs. Gallagher, when he was gone.

1 hope not,” said her husband. ** Anyway, I'm going to bed.”

But Mrs. Gallagher had no intention of going to bed. She would remain there,
hoping and praying for her son until his return.

The streets were deserted when Jack Gallagher arrived near his destination. He
swung into a small, dimly-lit side street. Near the far end there was a sign which
said: * Glove Boxing Club.” Here Jack halted, and slipped into the shadow of a
nearby doorway. He was now more nervous than ever.

After about hali-an-hour, there was a bustle at the top of the stairs which led from
the front door of the club to the gymnpasium. Jack's eyes gleamed when he saw a
tall, broad-shouldered fellow coming down the stairs. That was Mike Smyth, heavy-
weight champion of England, who was paying a surprise visit to his old club. Nobody
was supposad to know about it, but Jack Gallagher did.

Smyth came on down the staivs. Jack took his weapon from his hip pocket. He
took aim. Smyth was now at the door. Jack's finger slipped on to the trigger, and
as Smyih turned to shake hands with his old trainer, he pulled it. There was a
flash, and the next moment Jack was unning silently down the street, hngging the
protecting shadows.

When he arrived home, he went straight up to his bedroom, locked up the weapon,
and slipped into bed.

His mother, who was in the kitchen, now, after a night of worry, prepared to
vetive. As she passed her son’s room she pecred in at the sleeping figure, and thanked
God that he was safely home.

Such is the life of a mother whose son is a candid camera fan'!

GARRETT McGRATH, E.7.
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A TOUR THROUGH ANTRIM.

During the holidays last Summer a friend invited me to go for a tour round
Antrim in his car. I readily accepted.

The morning we left the weather was fine, and the sky clear and blue above,
though a mist lay over the water. Now and then the ghostly shadow of a ship was
discernible as it cavtiously made its way out the Lough.

For some miles along the road we saw strings of handsome country houses and
neat-looking churches, with factories and cottages gathered round them, like villages
of old at the foot of feudal castles. Gradually the mist lifted, and soon the sun
appeaved to make that wide expausc of water a shimmering width.

The first town we met was Carrickfergus, noted for its real and romantic-iooking
castle jutting out bravely into the sea. Once a bulwark of defence, it is of little use
now, however, except as a background for pictures.

2 2 p

Driving on, we came to the small town of Larne, after having passed which we
reached ¢ the Antrim Coast Road.”” This, besides being one of the most noble and
gallant works of art to be seen in any country, is also a route highly picturesque and
romantic. On one side the sea spreads wide before the eyes, tall cliffs of limestone
rise abruptly on the other.

Rounding a huge rock that lies on a turn of the voad, we suddenly came upon
Glenarm, and the place looked so comfortable that we stopped for a while and
visited its historic abbey and castle. The abbey exists now, but in the unromantic
shape of a wall, but the castle is in the most complete order, an antique restored to
its orviginal appearance and design. The port is a very busy place, and yearly
hundreds of ships visit it, stone and lime being the chief exports. If one (ravels the
wnountains at night the kilns may be seen lighted up in the lonely places, flaring red
ia the darkness.

I¢ the road from Tarne to Glenarm is said to be beautiful, the coast route from
here to Cushendall is much more so. At three miles’ distance, near Carnlough,
Glenarm looked more picturesque than when close beside it, and looking back as
the car travelled on to the mighty Garron Point, I had a view of the whole
line of coast southward as far as Island Magee, with its bays and white villages and
tall precipitous cliffs, green, white and grey.

Rounding Garron Point, we came to an inlet called Red Bay, the shores and sides
of which are of red clay, that has taken the place of the limestone, and towards
which, between two ranges of mountains, stvetches a long green plain, forming
together with the hills thal protect it and the sea which washes it, one of the most
beautiful landscapes of this country. It is sometimes called * Swilzerland in
miniature,” but it is doubtful whether words can describe its beauty.

Rounding this beautiful bay and valley, we passed by some caves that penetrated
deep into the ved rock. These caves are occupiedl ; one is used as a forge by a
blacksmith. The road then passes under an arch cut in the rock, and beside a
conical hill where previously the ruins of an old castle could be secn. Trom a distance
this ruin looks very majestic up on its height, but on coming close it dwindles down
to a mere wall

Quickly we reached Cushendall, and from there the road led us for fourteen miles

|
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by wild mountains and across a fine aqueduct to Ballycastle. Not far from Ballycastle
we saw an old ruin, Bonamargy Abbey, and by it the River Margy flowed into the
sea. We did not stop long at Ballycastle, but continued on our journey to the
Giant’s Causeway. The road to here was bleak, wild and hilly. The little houses
along the way were more separated from each other, and here and there we saw
mansions with no trees around them, only the wide expanse of open fields. Hills
rose and fell in front, and beyond them was the sea. The occasional view of the
coast was great; Bengore rising eastwards as we went along; Rathlin Tsland before
us, in the steep rocks and caves of which Bruce took shelter when driven from
Scotland ; away in the north-east the blue coasts of Scotland itself.

After passing through this somewhat gloomy land, we came to the great sight of
the day—the Giant’s Causeway. We remained here for a time, and then went on to
Portrush.

Now, the name of Portrush recalls to some the happiest days of childhood, to
others the choicest experience of a lifetime, but to all who have been there it brings
a whiff of the freshest, purest and most exhiliarating air and a vision of glorious
ocean sunsets. Yes, it has been called the Brighton of Ireland, but, needless to say,
only on the ground of its social and popular charm, for when had gay Brighton
golden sands, romantic cliffs and a world’s wonder at its very threshold?

Somewhat reluctantly we left Portrush, and proceeded towards Portstewart. This
town, snuggly sheltered from the bitter east wind, is, like so many other towns along
the Antrim Coast, rich in history, and for that alone will Portstewart always be not
only interesting, but even enchanting.

From here we journeyed to Ballymena, and hence to Antrim—we did not stop at
Ballymena, for it is a busy market town and possesses nothing which would in any
way arouse interest—that town which so majestically watches over the rippling waters
of Lough Neagh. The word ¢ Antrim * is derived from ‘ Entruim,” meaning ‘ the
inhabitation upon the waters,” and so one inevitably associates a town with such
a beautifpl name with one possessing a wealth of rare beauty.

We duly departed from Antrim, and, as the outline of the Round Tower grew
more and more obscure, we sensed a certain loneliness, and even became melancholy;
we realized that our tour through Antrim was drawing to a close, and soon we would
once again be in the noisy city of Belfast. The road upon which we were now
travelling was indeed a very fine one, and so we raced along at a thrilling speed.
Only one thought, however, tended to mar our great joy and happiness—that every
minute, every second we were leaving further and further behind those glorious
scenes which but & few hours before were ours to behold and enjoy. But, however,
we found comfort, great comfort, in realizing that our minds that been enriched
on that day with a too great wealth of beauty, and that the memory of such enchanting
and even mysterious beauty would be difficult, nay, very difficult to efface.

D. DIFFEN, E.7.
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NEWS IN FLASHES.

name is not Walter, and T don’t wish to be burdened with the name “ Wench ™’

(fellow sufferers, please note).

Frasu

Frasu

Frasn

Frasu

Frasa

Frasu

Frasu

Frasa

Frasn

FrasH:

Frasua

—Mr., C

:—Jake Sherry came to school early yesterday morning. Bro. M

—Mr. K

:—Rumour has it that a new wing is being added to St. Mary's to store the

trophies won by the Macrory Cup team, or maybe it’s to store the team,

did the waste-ground opposite the school in eight seconds. Tl
bet Mr. K and Mr. MeG are burning with envy. That reminds
me—The boys of E.2 would greatly appreciate it, if Mr. C—— would kindly
finish the sentence he began yesterday, just before the clock struck twelve,

:—Lord Rocktyre is thinking of buying the City Hall; he feels cramped at

Calmvale. Speaking of Calmvale, I hear it is to be moved to an island in
the Mediterranean Sea, so that Lord Rocktyre will be near his work.

:—1I hear that the boys who do private study during the Gleography class have

their little differences; some quiet game should be introduced. “‘ Fla ' tells
me he has a good dart-board for sale. How about it, hoys?

:—A new sport has sprung up in the school—duster-flinging. * Percy * took

quickly to the sport, and even now is a master af the art. With the slightest
provocation, he boasts of the lamp-shade he broke.

:—Tt is reported that the ‘‘ umbrella-man ’ has been sent for, to settle the

dispute between Bro. M and the school late-comers. ‘¢ Jeck,”” the leader
of the late-comers, tells me that he will take half the school as a
reconciliation ; but something tells me he will have to be satisfied with the
yard and the bike-shed, for the present anyway.

:—The twins of E.2 have a grievance. None of the masters appreciate the

wonderful art of day-dreaming, which they have brought to a very fine state
of perfection. After all, someone said at some time—

“ What's this life if dfull of care,
We have no time to stand and stare.”

—TI wish to take advantage of this space to deny the rumour that after leaving

“Doc’ at the Springfield Road I walk the rest of the way home talking to
myself. Jim Flanagan is always with me.

Frasu :—Poor Jim Fla. was playing football last week when someone kicked him on

the jaw. His chin has swollen so much that he is almost visible.

is suffering
from shock. Jake, would you please give me that unused excuse; I might
need it sometime.

—The ¢ Head’ has a marvellous cure for Saturday morning sickness. This
sickness is caused by Friday night pictures or long spells of billiards; the
iliness reaches a climax with an intense longing for bed on Saturday morning.

has a mania for the sound of breaking glass. He hails the noise

with ““ That’s good.”” It is a sheer delight to see his beaming smile when
you have accidentally broken a retort. By way of showing our appreciation
of all the work he has done for us (or, we have not done for him}), the boys
of E.2 have decided to gather all the glass retorts in the laboratory, into the




88 SIMMARIAN MAGAZINE.
contre of the floor, and to drop bricks on them. I'm sure Mr. K— will
simply be overcome with gratitude. Even now I can hear him say * That’s
good.”

Kr.asm :-~My friend ¢ Doc *> has lately become a Ceilidhe fan. I am waiting impatiently
for that great day when he will appear in a collar and tie. Mr. McG—,
looking for prospective swimmers for the school swimming club, put the
matter before E.2. A heated argument arose when someone said that ‘ Doc’
was a frequenter of the baths. The argument, however, waned to nothingness
when ‘Doc’ used his neck as exhibit * A.

Frasm:—Many false reports have it that after every practical exam. in the lab. there
are collections for the re-building of the school. Wouldn’t it be terrible if
the school caught fire; we would not be able to estinguish the flames, because
every c.c. of water used is registered.

Frasua:—There is a2 movement on foot to have a small addition built to the school.
Bro. B keeps talking of ‘“ casting pearls.”” By the by, if there are any
juniors who would like to hear the story of ‘ The Baldman and the Fly,’ let
them go to Bro. B—— any day at 12-30 p.m., and I'm sure that illustrious
gentleman will take pleasure in imparting the tale. Boys leaving school
should pay their ¢library money.” (Mr. C——'s request).

FrasH :—There was a daring robbery in the tuck shop a short while ago. Three toughs
attacked Joe Mac—who happened to be in the shop at the time—and gagged
him (that was the first time he had stopped talking since he was born).
Two other toughs filled their pockets with buns, and all five made a clean
getaway. However, five men answering their description were found lying
dead in Falls Park. The police are prompted in their conviction that these
are the same men by the fact that each man, when found, had a half-eaten
bun in his hand.

Frasa :—The best news of the year—I'm not going to write any more.

MATT RODGERS, E.2.

“THE COAL-MAN.”

Though loudly blows the winter’s blast,
And sifting snow falls white and fast,
The coal-man drives along the street,
Perched upon his waggon seat.

The dust begrimes his ancient hat,
His coat is blacker far than that,
*Tis strange to see his sooty form,
All speckled with the feathery storm.

Thus all the cold and wintry day

He labours much for little pay,

Yet in the home such joy abounds
When he has closed his daily rounds.

D. McBRIEN, C.2.
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YOUR CAMERA AND YOU.

The advent of the ¢ Simmarian *> heralds the approach of Summer, and with it—
we hope—warm, sunny days, and some outdoor life. To many of us this means a
search for bathing togs, tennis rackets, and—the camera; of the latter, however, it
may be said, without much fear of contradiction, that probably no other article in
one’s possession can give rise to so much pleasure and benefit if used intelligently, or
s¢ much disappointment and waste of money if used otherwise. Yet, how many
camera owners—and they are legion—really understand their cameras, or know how
to obtain the best results from them? Judging from the spate of “ snaps’ with
which one is confronted both during and after the Summer holidays, one is inclined
to the belief that the only gain is to the film manufacturers and the processing
chemists, in a large number of cases, because most of the efforts by aspiring
“ amateur ** photographers are nothing more than studies in * still life!”” And
often, not very good studies at that. This short article is, therefore, written in the
hope that it will stimulate the interest of those readers who already possess cameras
and know nothing about their function, or who intend to become owners and would
desire to know how to set about obtaining passable results. To begin with, we will
first discuss the camera

Now, the essential parts of a camera consist of a lens, a support for the film or
plate, and some opaque material connecting the two, so as to shut off all light other
-than that passing through the lens. To-day, however, even the cheapest camera has
more than that to offer, as, for instance, a shutter to cover the lens, and a trigger
to open and close it. A camera which consists merely of the foregoing, however,
would need little understanding, as—the shutter mechanism being automatic in
action—there is nothing to go wrong, or to present difficulties to the operator. On
the other hand, except for the very cheapest camera on the market, all cameras
possess at least one other *“ gadget,” namely, a means of decreasing the aperture of
the lens, thus reducing the amount of light entering it. It may be a sheet of metal
with holes of different sizes cut in it, used in the box type of camera, or a circular
ribbed diaphragm—known as the iris diaphragm—as in the folding type. In the
former the holes—known as ‘¢ stops ’—can be brought into position by raising ar
depressing the strip of metal which protrudes on top of the box, whereas in the
latter a small lever, with an indicating arrow, can be moved to different positions
marked on the circular disc surrounding the lens. The stops in this case are marked
F8, F16, and so on. It is important to remember that the higher the number the
smaller the stop, and vice versa. It is imposible in an article of this length to deal
fully with the purpose and use of these stops in photography, buf they are there
for a definite purpose, and the manufacturer intended them to be used. Generally
speaking, it is inadvisable for the beginner to become oo bold in experimenting with
them, photography being a somewhat expensive hobby, but the use of three stops
for routine work is to be recommended, and will quite definitely improve results: f/8
or £/11 for rapid exposures, f/16 when there is not wvery much difference in the
distances of the various objects in the picture from the lens, and f/32 when it is
desired to include very near and very distant objects on the one film or plate.
However, as altering the aperture of the lens means altering the time of exposure,
it should be remembered that each decrease in the size of stop used must be taken
into consideration when estimating the exposure. This latter is most important,
bus it is by no means easy, especially for a beginner. Every photographer, amateur
or professional, is forced to rely upon his own judgment in this matter, and judgment
comes only with expervience. For a few shillings, however, very excellent exposure
meters may be obtained, and while none of the cheaper varieties can be considered
really accurate, they do help to form some estimate of the time required. The
following brief general rules might also prove of benefit:— '
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(a) Subjects of an open character, with no masses of deep shadow near
the camera, require short exposures, whereas, where there are heavy
shadows in the foreground, near the camera, longer exposures will be
necessary, Where a larger proportion of the subject is under trees,
very long exposures will be required, as the light is being filtered
through the foliage, and the same amount of activic or chemically-
active radiation does not reach the film.

(b) The colour of the object must also be considered. Yellow requires a
longer exposure than white, and red cven longer.

(c) Seascapes, where a large proportion of sea and sky ave in the picture
generally require very short exposures.

(d) While a cloud in front of the sun actually makes it necessary to
increase the exposure, white clouds opposite the sun mean a shorter
exposure than an absolutely clear sky.

(e) Very carly in the morning, and towards sunset, exposures must be
longer than during the early forenoon and afternoon. Finally—
when in doubt, over-expose.

Foenssing is another matter often calling for attention. Most box cameras are
of the * fixed focus® type, and therefore there is no chance of an error in using
them, TFolding camerns, however, have to be accurately focussed on the subject,
and for this purpose have affixed on the bottom plate, clearly seen when opened out,
a slide rule with an indieating arrow, which can be set at different points, usually
three, six, nine feet, and infinity., Now, it is of no nse whatever trying to obtain
a picture of a subject six feet away if the camera is focussed at any other point. It
amust be focussed ab six feet. Nothing mote, nothing less. Furthermore, the distance
from the subject should be carefully measured (the usual *“ pacing™ is sufficiently
accurate), and the camera held perfectly level and still during exposure. It is as well
to hold one’s breath during the actual exposure, as, when the camera is being held
i the hands, it is otherwise almost impossible to avoid movement. * Infinity
should be used for all subjects more than 9 feet away il the maximum near focus
marked on the rule is 9 feet. It may not be out of place heve to suggest that in
choosing a camera—unless ono is entering bthe lists as seripus  ** amateur '
photographer—simplicity of design should be as imporiant a consideration as cost.
To the average person, a camera with a multiplicity of devices becomes nuisance
instead of a pleasure, and voll after roll of spoilt films can go a long way towards
spoiling one’s holiday enjoyment.

Tn conclusion, one would like to say a word regavding the taking of *snaps N
and holiday photographs. Do not take a group of people—and by ““ group ' I mean
any number from two upwards—as if they were facing a fiving squad, or waiting
for the dentist. Do not—I pray thee!—line them up in front of a bathing hut,
tree, tent, or mevely the top of Cave Hill, like so many nine pins, and take them with
dreadfully fixed smiles like tooth-paste advertisements! Bring vitality into your
pictures by posing your subjects in natural every-day postuves or attitudes, or, better
still, ““ get” them before they are aware of your presence, and they become camera-

conscious !

Again, why waste voll after roll of expensive film taking faces you see aboub
you all the year through, and of the very sight of which you should by this time
be weary unto death? No! While the glory of Summer and Autumn are about you,
try to capture some of it on your films to cheer you with happy recollections during
the long, long Winter months. Flower and woodland, heath and mountain, stream,
viver and bye-way offer o myriad beautiful objects on which to try your skill—and
your luck! Go to it! ;

S. DYNAN,
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OUR FOURTH FOREIGN LEGION.

On either side the yard ave places
For putting youngsters through their paces,
Inhabited by *“ heady-cases”
Both in the desks and on the daises
Of our many teachered school;
And up and down the people:pass
Gazing at the sickiy grass,
Or at Paddy bungling a pane of gluss,
Distracting all the A.2. class
With his putty-knife and rule.

Four brick walls loom through the fogs
Opposite a place of hogs
And a sporting ground for dogs
And within the swotter slogs
From nine o’clock till three.
Especially in Number Two
Where you may never hope to chew
The bread of—well we'll say ‘“The Brew,”
"Tis there that life means ‘‘stew’ and ‘“‘stew’
Until the day you die.

At nine o'clock—mnay five to nine—
A breathless, hurrying, scurrying line
(Reminding one of herds of kine
Pursued by flies when the day is fine)
Comes tearing in the gate.
But who has seen them reach the hand?
Or at the cloak room seen him stand?
And has he got his magic wand?
And does he cry ¢ you're late?”

Only boys who come not ecarly

Hear a voice that echoes clearly

And a noise that very nearly

Makes the late one wish sincerely
That he was never born.

But when the sun is overhead

Then it’s too hot to lic abed

So Wilson brilliantines his head

And sallies forth with milk and bread
To greet the laughing morn.

And when the clock 10-30 strikes

Along the Crumlin road he hikes,

Despising buses, trams and bikes,

For there is something else he likes
To spend his tram-cash on.

He enters round cleven-five,

All smelling of a honey hive,

But also of some huge whist-drive

Where old Virginian odours thrive,
But Time marches on.

So now since all the boys are in

We think it time we should begin

To sketch cach one—Hold up your chin

Pat Brophy, even though ’tis thin
And let us see your face.

Cute as a fox, with merry eye

As blue as April morning sky,

He looks around, a tough wee guy,

And bites his lip and heaves a sigh
And shuftles in his place.

’Tis said that Pat did once behold
TUpon the screen a very bold
Young rascal who on being told
To go a message did but scold
His loving mama dear.
Thought Pat >’ That’s just the proper stuff,
Of messages I've done enough,
When 1 go home I'm gétting tough.”
He tried it on, but—smack ! whack! cuft!
And now, boys, see his ear!

His partner in the daily toil
Is the over-lively Thomas Boyle,
‘Who’ll never lose a chance to spoil
And make Pat’s little jokes recoil
Upon his cwrly head.
Tom Boyle, whose voice is strong and true
But seems to travel from his shoe,
Can sing and play and dance and ** stow,”
He can torment the master, tod,
By trying to swing the lead.

All beaming like an Autumn moon,

Red as a full-blown rose in Juane,

Is Leslie Graham, the stout gasoon

Who looks for jokes from dawn tiil noon,
While fatter he doth grow.

Beside him nestles Brendan Clarke,

Who chirps his answers like a lark

And revels in the beagle’s bark,

He'd love to sing from dawn till dark
A hunting we will go.

A pair we'll introduce to you—

Tom French and Desmond Walsh, the two

Who side by side in friendship grew

The palliest pair you ever knew,
And, oh! so very good.

This happy paiv of Old Park loxes,

As plump and sturdy-built as oxes,

Bring over the lunch from Jrs. Rockses,
For masters, too, need food.
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We say without much hesitation

That nowhere in the Irish nation

Is to be found a better station,

It took first prize (for your information),
That’'s Randallstown I'll tell ye.

Qur Vincent cometh from the same

(Be careful how you spell his name),

T-e-a-g he will disclaim,
As well as Buggles Kelly.

Pat Murray and Mr. Ivory
Are the friendliest pair you'd wish to see
Since Pat advanced two desks or three
And tackled his Geometry
You might say by the throat.
With hands on hips and haughty chir,
Gilmurray doesn’t care a pin
Who calls him Ganbo—He can spin
The tallest yarns, without a grin,
About his motor boat.

1f anyone wants to learn ¢ Poker,”

We can direct him to a joker

Who knows a street where every stoker

Has frequently with venom broke her
Neighbour’s gentle nose.

Mulholland is gone Celtic-mad,

Tom Powderly is Princely clad,

No doubt he is a first-class ad.

For tailor-mades, you know his dad
Makes all wee Tommie’s clothes.

Has anyone heard James Canning say

That he who rides and runs away

May live to ride another day,

But let him run once more we pray,
He’ll need to run his best.

We've heard the cat sat on the mat,

But we know one who cheats the catb

And on his tummy lies down flat

Before the fire—Eoghaneen, hear that,
Get up and brush your vest.

Another boy whom pussy mauls
Owns a sweet shop up the Falls,
But he continues to make calls
To his sister’s shop, for in the thralls
Of fragrant weed he’s found.
Jack Thompson’s mastered all the arls
Connected with that game of darts,
A little man of many parts,
He visits Ma’s to purchase tarts
And eats them coming round.

If you want a sweet refrain
o soothe your merves and ease your brain,
We'll call on Henry Hart again
(The savouring slight of Icho-Crane)
To cheer you with his song.
Yet, careful, Henry ! make no noisc
Or youw'll disturb “ Avoirdupois,”
Where he so carefully enjoys
The heat with which he never cloys
As it comes the pipes along.

The spotlight on McRory focus—

Ego praesto hocus pocus!

Sweets from nowhere up in Crocus,

Good boy, James! Don’t wish to choke us:
For you won't get the chance.

"Twas Willie Reynolds saw the store,

Gave the signal for uproar

Just as he was packing more,

And the usual rosy blush came o’er
Young James’s countenance.

‘While Willie tunes the strings, twing, twang,
Ed Campbell on the keys doth bang,
A, B. C. D., clang, cling, clang,
At other times he follows ¢ Strang,
The Terrible,” they say.
A heavy growth of facial stubble
Is honest George’s greatest trouble,
Every day it seems to double,
But soon the blade and soapy bubble
Will cleax it all away.

McCann once ventured at a joke

About a certain bear-skin cloak,

He thought it was a master-stroke,

But he rues the day on which he spoke
That sentence of derision.

The Duffys have no movie craze,

They go instead to all the plays,

For they possess some extra rays

Of sweet refinement in these days —
At least, thal’s our decision.

The prefect in room number three

Is Gerry Burke, who has to see

That compass, ruler, set and T

Are gathered up. His ‘“ housemaid’s knee "
Is now completely cured.

Des. Donnelly and John Gracey sing

In such a manner as to bring

The neighbouring cats all clamouring

Outside the gate in choral ring,
And both must be endured.
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Ed Bennett does his comp with care,
And Bubbles titivates his hair,
There’s nothing in this world would scare
Brian Mallaghan into doing his share
Of fireside preparation.
We must admit that we can’t throw
A single thing at Nalty Joe,
Congrats, old man, on being s,
But still you're not alone, you know,
Deserving such laudation.

Another name we’ll mention yet

Concerning whom, to our regret,

We can‘t crack wise ones; never il

We'll capture him within oar nel
Before the year is oub.

Now, who has got himself so steeled

[ Against our wit as not to yleld?
Let his name be now revealed—
Even money on the field—

Jim Rice, without a doubd.

Davy, Murphy, Ross and we,

Pocts of high qualitie,

Are very sorry we can't see

Qur way to turn our artislrie
Against our own combine.

We hope we've kept you all amused,

And that we shall not be accused

By anyone who feels abused—

So, lest we should become confused,
We'll finish with this line.

‘ Amen

%_J

By the A2 DOGGEREL-MONGERS.

SCHOOLBOY HOWLERS.

Iu the boat there are eight men and one to coax them.

National government is when all parties forget themselves and go [or each other.

Napoleon called the English a nation of shoplifters. 4

Lancashire is famous for its cotton because of its humility.

He suffered from a compound fraction of his leg.

My uncle put his foot on the exhilerator and the car was exhileraled dircelly.

During the French Revolution many nobles were gelatined.

Cars are run by eternal combustion engines.

A virgin forest is one where the hand of man has never set foot.

Moths can’t grow big because they only eat holes.

A refugee is a man who blows a whistle at a football match.

The horse you bet on is called a cert; if it loses it is called a dead cert.

Double dealing is when you buy something wholesale to sell retail.

Fictitious assets ave assets you think you have got but you haven’t.

Correct the sentence: It was me that has broken the window.” ‘Pupil: 1t
wasn’t me that has broken the window.”

Compliment is when you say something to someone which he and we know isn'l
true.

Our Parliament assembled in March and dissembled in April.

Use the words cool and collected in a sentence. ¢ The man was cool before the
accident, but he was collected aftenwards.”

In Holland they use water power to drive their windmills.

Henry VIIL died of a painful melody.

A suburb is a place where trecs grow on the footpath.

Doficit is what you've got when you haven’t as much as you had when you had
nothing.

New York is behind Greenwich time because America was discovered a lct later.

““Basil, what happens to boys who tell stories?”’—* They ride half-fare on the
trams.”’

’
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THE LAST CHORD.

“ You know,” said Tim to me one evening as we sat talking by the fire, *“ all the
ghost stories you hear are always told by someone who has heard them from someone
else. At least, that is how they have been toid to me.”

“ Well Tim,” said I, jokingly, for Tim could always better anyone’s yarn by one
of his own, * if there is one man in Ireland who had the right to see a ghost it’s
yourself, for no one could beat the story you'd make of the poor creature.”” At this
T could see Tim’s chest swelling out, for he was very proud of his reputation as the
best story-teller in the parish.

““ No,” he answered, and he shook his head as though he was soiry for himself.
‘“ No, I have never seen a ghost. But one time I came as near to a queer happening
as I ever want to be again.” He stopped and gazed into the fire, his fingers playing
a tattoo on the arm of the chair. I kept my peace, for I saw he was preparing to
tell one of his yarns. '

“ Tt was a good while ago,” he began, ** when I first met Tom O’Grady, and from
the very first we became the best of friends. Tom was a good chap, but very inclined
to be melancholy now and again. I used to think it was his work or money matters
that depressed him, and I never passed any comment on his sorrowful mood. Then
one day, when I found him deeper in the blues’ than ever before, I pressed him to
tell me what was the matter. He looked at me, and he said: * You may laugh at me,
Tim, if you want to, but it’s a ghost that I once saw that makes me so afraid and
melancholy.” “Tom, said I, ‘you know and I know there are no such things as
ghosts, but if telling your story might help you, T'm willing to sit down and listen
to you.” ‘Right you are,” said Tom, © here it is.”

“T once went down to the country for a holiday. As you know, I am very fond
of rooting about the old ruins which Ireland is so rich in, and so I made my heud-
quarters in a little village near the Abbey of Melliford. The abbey had been sacked
by the Danes and all its priceless treasures smashed or carvied off by the wild robbers.
That is, all but one masterpiece of the sculptor’s art which, for some reason or ofher,
the * Winged Hats’ left alone. Tt was a stone organ marvellously carved in granite,
with a keyboard of white and black marble.

¢ This keyboard was the most beautiful part of the whole carving. Although
composed only of rectangular strips of black and white, nevertheless the artist had so
wrought them that they appeared to be inviting one to play them.

¢ The villagers had a legend about that self-same organ. They said that when
the Danes attacked the abbey one of the monks, in ovder to show them they were
attacking a sacred monastery, sat down and actually played on the stone keyboard.
But the Danes, instead of being awed, were infurinted and cut the monk down in the
middle of the music. The villagers said that at odd times the monk would appear
and play the part of the music which he had played buefore the Dunes had killed him.
They also said that if anyone ever heard the monk’s part of the music, and then heard
the finish of it, he would die.

“ Of course I put no faith in the yarn, but it scrved to rouse my inlerest in the
organ. So, onc bright morning, T set out for the ubbey. I bad some little difficulty
in finding it, for it wus set in the heart of a small wood. It was dark amid the
crumbling stone walls, and at first T felt an odd sensation of fear, which soon
passed, however, as my interest deepened in the wonderful stonework. T had almost
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forgotten about the organ when I came upon it in a small niche. As T have said
before, it was wonderfully carved, and the artistry of it took my breath away. I spent
quite a while examining it, but soon my attention wandeved to another part of the
vuin, and so I gradually drifted to the miassive stoue portals. I stopped to admire
theiy fine stonework, and as T did so I became aware of the sound of soft, sadl music.
Tt came from the stone organ, and as I rushed into the abbey it ended in one pealing
chord as if suddenly cut off. I looked at the organ. It seemed the same as usual, and
then I noticed that half-a-dozen of the stone keys were pressed down. I could not
believe my eyes, and felt the mayble with my fingers, The keys werve down alright,
and, as T withdrew my hand, rose back into place. I placed my fingers on them again;
they were stiff and unwieldy. T clenched my fists and brought them down with {ull
force on the keyboard. But the marble remained unmoved. Then I remembered the
villagers’ warning that if one heard the monk’s part and then the complete tune he
would die. In the grip of a terrible fear, I rushed from the abbey. The next day I
took the train home. .

“ Tom sat silent after he had finished, and then he turned to me. * Don’t you see,
Tim, I am afraid of a ghost? But there are no ghosts. Why should I fear what does
not exist ” I tried to calm him down, but it was of no use. .I told him that he had
fancied he heard the music, but he shouted: ¢ Not hear it; why, man, I have the very
score in the house at this moment.” With that he rushed off and came back in a few
minutes with two sheets in his hand. One was of parchment, the other of ordinary
music paper. ‘ There! he said. ‘There is the original music, and here is where I
have transcribed it. Now, just to see whether there are ghosts or not, I'm going to
play it from beginning to end.’ His nervousness had by this time affected me, and I
said vather hurriedly to him: ‘ Now, Tom, don't do anything hasty.” He laughed
wildly, and crossed the room to where the piano stood. Then a sad, soft type of music
filled the air. It went on, slowly and sweetly, till it crashed on a chord. I knew this
was where the monk must have finished. Tom sat rigid at the keyboard, his face
glistening with sweat, as he stecled himself for what must come. Then his hands
began to press the keys, but it was not the sound of a piano that rang out. It was
the sound of an organ, pealing forth in thunderous majesty.

*“ When the last ccho had died away, Tom stood up, recled, and fell; and T knew
before T reached him that he was dead.” :
R. MAGEE, E.1.

MORE HOWLERS.

Milk is imported in tins and is called condemned milk.

Science is what you don’t hear when you listen.

A volcano is a mountain that interrupts all the time.

The Minister of War is the clergyman who preaches to the soldiers in the barracks.

The Equator is a menagerie lion running round the earth.

An Equinox is a man who lives near the North Pole.

Poetry is where every line begins with a capital letter.

The Pyramids are a range of mountains between France and Spain.

The cold at the North Pole is so great that the towns there are not inhabited.

The Gulf Stream is a stream which is shaped like a gulf field.

A Doldrum is the name of a wind given by sailors.

A Voleano is a stream which boats pass and are lifted to the other side. Two
examples are the Lagin and one at Ravenhill Road.

Rainfall is warm moisture which rises into cold space which makes drops of
water fall. For example, when the steam rises out of a kettle and one puts his
hand to the steam, in no time water will be in his hand.
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A SCHOOL MORNING,

Bed is the finest place on earth on a school morning; at least, schoolboys think
s0, and they should know. During the holidays they have no hesitation in junping
out of bed immediately they are called, but on a cold school morning they prolong
the agony by dozing off every few minutes, all the while trying to muster up sufficient
courage to enable them to brave the unsympathetic cold. And aren’t the bedclothes
warm ?

The required courage is mustered as the hands of the clock slip avound indifferently ;
the fear of being late works wonders. Although I say it myself, I think T would
bag all the prizes going for the quickest dresser, for I get plenty of practice during
the winter months, when it is no use defying the morning cold.

Then, washed and dressed and striving not to appear sleepy, I speed down the
stairs like a rocket; or, perhaps, it would be more appropriate if I said like a
jumping jenny.

Some boys state that breakfast is the most enjoyable meal, but I fail to agree.
The tea is either too hot or too cold, bacon and eggs resemble leather, while toast
looks like nothing on earth. .And yet, if it were a Sunday morning, I could tuck
in and find no cause for complaint. As it is, I have no time to complain. Scarf and
overcoat three-quarters on, I grab my books and hurry out. Plop! ouch! Oh, why
will T never remember that on a frosty morning the steps at the front door are
coated with ice? Even the pavements have been decorated by Jack Frost, and I
have to slowly pick my way along the footpath and vefrain from running should a
trolley “bus hove in sight from around the cornmer. If I have to wait for a "bus I do
so with a crowd of others—schoolboys, men who destroyed their otherwise blameless
characters by becoming schoolmasters, civil servants, clevks, shop assistants, et cetra.
As the 'bus comes slowly along there is a scramble in which the strong triumph over
the weak; it is evidently a case of women and childven last, Upstairs there is jusl
sitting room for one, and I win the race to bag it. Then the gangway is crowded
with late-comers, who have run and arve out of breath. They and the conductor
blandly ignore the notice which reads: “ No standing allowed ™ ; even the B.C.T.
inspectors do not kuow such a regulation is in existence, buf everyone sitting wishes
that it were enforced, for the "bus seems like a portable Black Hole of Calcutta. Ii
I am late it will dawdle along the road, pulling up at every stop to discharge a few
passengers and to take on many morve. It is veally wonderful the number of persons
who can fill a single trolley 'bus.

We are near the school now, so I rise and force my way through packed humanity
until I reach the platform. By this time we have amived at the desired stop, and I
hop off. T join the steady stream of boys who are marching on the school from the
four points of the compass. Classmates always enquire: “* Have you all your maths
done?’ And the answer is always the same.

Tf T am late, while hurrying as best I can, I interest myself in watching boys
coming along the road at a steady jog trvot, to break out in a furious spurt when
they reach the precincts of the school. An old school custom the unacquainted
imagine, but little do they know what awful and dveadful fate awaits the late-comers
just around the corner.

And in thé school itself, a good time will be had by all for the next six hours—
Oh—yeah! .
MARTIN J. TUOHY, D.1.
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DON'T READ THIS—FOR ECCENTRIC PEOPLE
ONLY!

Oh! so you are going to read it. Well, now that you have made the admission that
you are eccentric, I will tell you the story of, perhaps, the most famous of all
eccentrics.

Silas Hornby had spent an adventurous youth engaging in prize-fighting and equally
frolicksome affairs. Indeed, Silas had proved himself a regular playboy on more than
one oceasion. Then he had married, settled down respectfully and proved himsell a
devoted husband.

Perhaps the peaceful life did not agree with him, or maybe.it was his wife—but,
whatever the cause, Silas Hornby developed into one of the greatest eccentrics on
record in the year 1870.

His first obsession came about in this way. One day, during a heavy thunderstorm,
Mrs, Hornby happened to glance out of the window and beheld, to her amazement,
Silas standing upright among the flowerbeds, regardless of the rain that soaked his
fine velvet coat. To Mrs, Hornby's entreaties and expostulations he merely raised a
finger and said: ** Hush, my good woman, Lam a flower,”” and he stood swaying gently
beside the hellyhocks, an expression of idiotic bliss on his face, and not until the storm
had passed did he return indoors.

Silas went on with this strange mania, and persisted in taking the “* forms ”’ of
chairs, teapots, etc. Once while in this strange mania, under the * form " of a cat,
he caught and ate a mouse, to the utier horror of Mrs. Hornby, who fled from the
room. The most amazing part of this role was that he persisted in behaving exactly
like a cat, sleeping by day and going for nocturnal rambles.

Despite the strain of her husband’s eccentric behaviour, Mrs. Hornby preferred to
keep him in comfort at home rather than subject liim to the horrors of the asylums of
those days. However, his most amazing role proved to be his last.

One morning Silag did not get out of bed. This well pleased his wife, who thought
him as well there as anywhere else. But, when he remauined theve all day ‘without
moviug, his eyes closed and his body rigid, she grew alarmed. She called in the local
doclor, who was a shrewd man.  “ Silas,” said he when he saw the spectacle, ** [ hear
you are ill.”’

¢« More than that,” came the answer in sepulchural tones. I have been dead 24
hours.”

““ Indeed,” said the doctor, ** there can be no doubt about it. I will arrange for
the funeral to-morrow.”

Next day the unvesisting Silas was lifted and wrapped in a winding sheet and
placed in a coffin. The funeral procession then made its way towards the graveyard,
with all solemnity. A grave was dug while the presiding clergyman vead the burial
service. The coffin was lowered into the grave, and the grave-diggers commenced
filling in the grave. Silas could stand it no longer, for, at the sound of the first shovel
full of eavth as it clattered down on the lid, he uttered a fearful shiiek, and, flinging
himself against the loosely-fastened lid, leapt from the grave and ran all the way
home, the winding sheet billowing out behind him.

Next day Silas met the villagers with sheepish eyes. and from that time on he was
completely cured.

An eccentric story, written by an eccenbric would-be author for an eccentric reader,
But I hope you have seen its moral. Cense now your petty superstitions, and
remember the words of Scripture: ““He that contemmeth small things shall fall by
little and little.”’

J. McALLISTER, D.1
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WAR AND THE POETS.

War has always been a very important and deciding factor in the life of mankind,
s0 it is only natural that the thoughts of the poets should have tended towards it.
Thomas Moore, the famous Irish poet, wrote many rousing war songs to stir the blood
of his oppressed country.

“On to the field, the battle field,
“ Where Freedom’s standard waves,
*“ This sun shall see our tyrant yield,
¢ Or shine upon our graves.”

In the ‘“ Lusitanian War Song >’ he says:—

“The song of war shall echo through the mountains
*’Till not oune hateful link remains
“ Of slavery’s lingering chains,
“’Till not one tyrant tread our plains,

¢ Nor graitor lip pollute our fountains.”

The same spirit is prevalent in *° Remember the Glories of Brian the Brave ’ :—

‘““No! Freedom, whose smile we shall never resign,
“Go, tell our invaders, the Danes,

““ That ’tis sweeter to bleed for an age at the shrine
“Than to sleep but a moment in chains.”

The fighting spirit is also present in ‘‘ The Minstrel Boy >’ :—

“ The Minstrel Boy to the war is gone,
““In the ranks of death you'll find him;

“ His father’s sword he has girded on
“And his wild harp slung behind him,”

and in “ Song of the Battle Eve " :—

““ To-morrow, comrade, we
“ On to the battle plain must be,
““ There to conquer or both lie low!
“The morning sun is up—
*“ But there’s wine still in the cup,
‘“ And we'll take another quaff ere we go, boy

€ ‘GO &

Campbell, also, arouses the war spirit in “ Hohenlinden ** :—

“The combat deepens. On ye brave
““ Who rush to glory or the grave!
‘“ Wiave, Munich, all thy banners wave,
‘“ And charge with all thy chivalry "*

He relates the feasting and other acts of rejoicing to celebrate victory:—

“ Now joy old England raise,
“ For the tidings of thy might,
““ By the festal cities blaze,
‘“ Whilst the wine cup shines in light.”
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Tennyson praises the ‘noble six hundred ’:—

‘“ Half a league, half a league,
‘“ Half a league onward,

 All in the valley of death

‘“ Rode the six hundred.

“ ‘Charge!” was the captain’s cry,
““ Their’s not to reason why,

‘“ Their’s not to make reply,

“ Their’s but to do and die,

‘“ Into the valley of death

“ Rode the six hundred . . .”

¢ The Gathering Song of Donald the Black ** breathes the same rousing spirib:—

‘“ Fast they come, fast they come,
“See how they gather,

“ Wild waves the eagle plume,
‘“ Blended with heather,

 Cast your plaids, draw your blades,
“ Forward each man set,

““ Pibroch of Donail Dhu
“ Knell for the onset.”

2

Dryden, in his ¢ Song for St. Cecilia’s Day,” says:—
““ The trumpets’ loud clangour
‘“ Excites us to arms
“ With shrill notes of anger,
“ And mortal alarms,
““ The double, double, double beat
* Of the thundering drum
¢ Cries Hark! the foes come,
“ Charge, charge, tis too late to retreat.”

Dulce et decorum est pro patria mori, and this side of war finds much favour, too,
with the poels. Brooke gives us his epitaph:—

“TIf T should die, think only this of me,
¢ That there is some corner of a foreign field
“ That is for ever England.”

Moore, again, in ‘‘ Before the Battle,”” echoes:—

¢“ But, oh, how blest they sink to rest,

““ That close their eyes on Victory’s breast . . .
‘“Many a heart that now beats high

““ In slumber cold at night shall lie,

““Nor waken even at Victory’s sound,

““ But, oh, how that heroes sleep

“Q’er whom a wondering world shall weep.”

Ia another poem we have:—
¢ Forget not the field where they perished,
“ The truest and last of the brave,
< All gone—and the bright hope we chevished,
¢ Gone with them, and gquenched in their grave.”

But a more cheerful note is struck when the same poet writes:—

“ (O blest are the lovers and friends who shall live
““ The days of thy glory to see,

¢ But, the next dearest blessing that Heaven can give
“Ts the pride of thus dying for thec,”

R L
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Campbell talks of * singing glory to the souls of the brave,” and in “Ye Mariners
of England ”’ stirs up the war spirit by recalling the deeds and fame of the old
‘sea-dogs > who have won glory on the battlefield of the raging deep:—

““ The spirits of your fathers
‘ ¢ Shall start from every wave,
““ For the deck it was their field of fame
‘“ And ocean was their grave.
. “ Where Blake and mighty Nelson fell,
| “ You manly hearts shall glow,”

and continues—

““ Then, then, ye ocean warriors,
¢ Qur song and feat shall flow
“ For the fame of your name
“ When the storm has ceased to blow.”

Of the noble six hundred, Tennyson asks:—

‘“ When can their glory fade?
0, the wild charge they made,
¢ All the world wondered.”

and says:—

““ Honour the charge they made,
“ Honour the Light Brigade,
“ Noble six hundred.”

€ )

As time wore on, the ““all for glory  spivit gradually disappeared and other
poets paint the other side of the picture. The terrible side of battle, the waste of
life, the wanton misery of war, all find expression in:—

“ Last noon beheld them full of lusty life,
“ Last eve in Beauty’s circle proudly gay;
“The midnight brought the signal sound of strife,
¢ The moon the marshalling of arms, the day
‘“ Battle’s magnificently stern array.
! “ The thunder clouds roll o’er it which, when rent,
“ The earth is covered thick with other clay
¢ Which her own clay shall cover, heap’d and rent,
“ Rider and horse, friend, foe—in one red burial blent.”

or in this:—

“They say it was a shocking sight
“ After the field was won,

¢ For. many thousand bodies here
‘ Lay rotting in the sun.”

There is no glory in this poem, giving the combatant’s point of view:--

“ Why do you lie with your arms ungainly huddled
| ¢ And one arm bent across your sullen, cold

¢« Exhausted face? It hurts my heart to watch you,

“ Deep-shadowed from the candles guttering gold;

““ Any you wonder why I shake you by the shoulder,

¢ Drowsy you mumble and sigh and turn your head.

“ You are too young to fall asleep for ever;

“ dnd when you sleep you remind me of thy dead,”
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Willred Owen gives us the present idea of war in his *“ Anthem for Doomed Youth ” :—

¢ What passing-bells for those who die as cattle?
“ Only the monstrous anger of the guns,

“ Only the stuttering rifles’ rapid rattle

‘ Can patter out their hasty orisons. .

** No mockeries for them from prayers or bells,

“ Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs—
““ The shrill, demented choirs of wailing shells.”

Robert Nichols says:—

“ Entreat you for such hearts as break

““ With the premonitory ache

< 0Of bodies, whose feet, hands, and side
¢ Must soon be torn, pierced, crucified.

*“ Sue for them and all of us

““Who the world over suffer thus,

“ Who have scarce time for prayer indeed,
“ Who only march and die and bleed.”

Owen gives us another poem, * Strange Meeting,"” full of burning satire and despair,
in which two soldiers meet in Hell, one having killed the other the day before:—

¢ am the enemy you killed, my friend,

“1 knew you in this death; for so you frowned
‘“ Yesterday through me as you jabbed and killed,
¢ I parried ; but my hands were loth and cold.

““ Let us sleep now.”

It is a most moving poem. The two dead soldiers meet, the one with uplifted
hands ““as if to bless.”” The first man, who had killed the other the day before,
greets him as a friend, with words of pussionless acceptance of Fate, * here is no
cause to mourn,” but the secand more sensitive and understanding, with touching
unforced eloquence gives utterance to the tragic pathos of *“the undone years,” the
frustration of the hopes and long, long thoughts of youth, and with poignant
mordancy reflects that because he and his companion can never return to tell the
world what war means, ‘‘men will go content with what we spoiled,” or
<« discontented boil bloody and be spilled.”

“ But what good came of it at last?
““ Quoth little Peterkin,

¢ “Why, that I cannot tell,” saith he,

“ But ’twas a famous victory.’”

G. MOONEY, E.2.
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SCHOOL ACTIVITIES IN SPORT.

During this last year school games have not held the same attractions for the
pupils as was manifest in the past. This state of affairs is surely a passing one, and
eventually all the old ardour of past years will be revived. Even with this lack of
enthusiasm, St. Mary’s had football teams competing in the Macrory Cup, Junior
Colleges’ competition, and the Minor League competitions of the South Antrim
Board of G.A.A.

In the Macrory Cup competition, games were played against St. Patrick’s College,
Cavan; S%. Patrick’s, Armagh; St. Macartan’s, Monaghan; St. Mary’s, Dundalk,
and Newry C.B.S. The standard of play in all games was up to first-class county
standard, and in none did the school record a victory. These defeats were not due to
want of football ability on the part of the school’s representatives, but rather to errors
in tactics and inability to last out a full hour’s play at top pace, faults which could
be remedied by regular training and systematic practice. Other factors in our defeats
were the ground and weather conditions in practically all games, conditions which
militated against good play and weighed heavily against our light team. In a friendly
game against Omagh C.B.S. the school gained a narrow victory, and thus only one
Senior game went in our favour. Still, we admire the pluck and courage of those
lads who strove valiantly to register victory or prevent defeat. The best thanks of
all associated with the school football teams are due to Mr. Geo. Nash, well-known
Co. Antrim referee, who took charge of all our home games; also to members of
Grounds’ Committee for use of Corrigan and Macrory Parks.

In the Junior Colleges competition our really Junior team gave a good account
of themselves, without even the consolation of one victory. But these defeats in no
way damped the ardour of the Juniors, who will be better prepared to wear the
¢ Blue and Gold ”* in the Senior competition later on. Matches in this competition
were played with C.B.S., Newry; St. Mary’s, Dundalk; and C.B.S., Omagh.

In the local Minor competitions, which were rather belated in starting, the school’s
record is much better. Easy victories over Gaedhil Uladh, McDermott’s and Shauns
and a very narrow defeat by St. Peter’s have resulted from matches played to date.
A maintenance of the same standavd of play in remaining games should result in the
school occupying a high place in the League tables at the cnd of the season. A new
departure in Minor League activities is a competition for teams under 16 years. Here
high hopes are entertained for the ultimate success of the school team, which has taken
part in only one match that resulted in a victory over Wolfe Tones.

Owing to circumstances which it was difficult to change, there were no activities
in the Junior school. However, with the approach of fair weather and dry pitches,
the usual House Competitions for the Davey and McMahon Cups will be got under
way, and the ¢ Preps’’ will be initiated into the niceties of Gaelic football and so
prepared to their places various school teams later on.

It is with pleasure I record the successful appearance of Alf. Murray and Eddie
McLoughlin, two former stalwarts in the school team, on Ulster selection against
Leinster in the Final of the Railway Cup on St. Patrick’s Day.

Swimming is a new departure, and the initial enthusiasm for this venture augurs
well for its permanent success. Inquiries amongst pupils discovered a large number
of ““crawl specialists.”” The plunge was taken, a meeting was called and officials
from the boys were appointed to organize and run this section. A squadron team
was ¢ fished out” and competed at St, Malachy's College Gala after a short period
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of training. They were defeated, after a close struggle, by ¢ Inst.,” who won an
exciting race by a “ touch.” The squadron consisted of Joe Jennings, Tony Jennings,
Chas. Vernon and Davy Collins, and they were ably coached by Pat Bradiey, who is
deeply interested in the art of natation.

To return to the club, which is controlled by Joe Jennings, Senior Captain; Tony
Jennings, Junior Captain, with Davy Collins as Secretary and Treasurer, there is an
active membership of fifty. Every Monday from 5 to 6 p.m., thanks to the courtesy
of Mr. Dowling, Baths Foreman, a pond in Falls Baths has been placed at our
disposal at a small charge of five shillings. Each practice has had an average
attendance of forty boys who, with very few exceptions, are fine swimmers. Kevin
Brady, with several other Old Poys. are giving their services as instructors, although
few non-swimmers put in an appaarance. Here is an incident which looks like a record
and should be encouraging to non-swimmers. A  prep land-lubber’’ succeeded in
swimming across the pond after one lesson! Now then, non-swimmers, take heart and
join our band. Points races are organized according to classes, and the leaders in each
section are as follows:—

¢« Pryp.”’—J. Thompson, A.2.; J. Rice, A.2., and J. McPartlin, Al
« yuntors.”'—T. Jennings, B.2.; J. Connell, C.3.; S. Toman, C.4.
¢ §mnrors.’—J. Jennings, D.2.; C. Vernon, D.1.; J. Connell, E.I.

Royal blue costumes, with a bright yellow shield worked in Royal blue lettering
with the name of the school and a neat monogram, have heen adopted as club colours.

The squadron team is training assiduously with a view to taking part in other
school galas, in which they hope to give a goad account of themselves.

Trom this review it is obvious that healthy recreations and pastimes ave recciving
plenty of encouragement from the staff, and all that is necessary to piace St. Mary’s in
a position worthy of the School is the whole-hearted co-operation of the boys.

e e
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SECOND: PRESIDENT CHRISTIAN BROTHERS PAST PUPILS UNION.

PROFESSOR J. J. F. MURPHY, JM.Sc.
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PAST PUPILS’ UNION.

THE UNION’S SECOND YEAR.

In a brief summary such as this it will not be possible to do more than notice
the more outstanding happenings and activities of the Union’s second year.

The first event we have to record was the resignation from office of ““Paddy ”
Charleton, that most popular and efficient of secreturies. After unanimous re-election
at the Second Annual General Meeting in September he had perforce to take this
step at the first Executive Meeting on account of having to leave home to take up a
post. in London. Our pleasure in the knowledge that this appointment meant
promotion for him in his carveer was tempered with regret, in that it also meant the
loss of his active assistance to the Unian. In paying tribute fo Mr, Charleion at
the first  Smoker >’ of the new session, the President, Professor J. J. F. Murphy,
expressed the conviction that Members of the Union would undoubtedly desire to
show their appreciation of his services in a more tangible form at a future date.

Speaking of ‘ Smokers”’ reminds us that three of these most popular of Union
activities have been held up to date, the outstanding one being that held on the
Tuesday before Christmas. At this function the members of the Dramatic Society
(including, by special permission, the ladies) were the guests of the House Committee.
At it, also, the cup presented by Mr. C. O'Neill to the Golf Section for competition
was handed over to the winner, Mr. J. Elliott, by Dr. E. McEntee.

The idea underlying the ¢ Smoker ** is to give Mcembers the opportunity of coming
together in an informal and social way and getting to know each other better. In
this respect great stress is laid upon it by the Executive Committee as a means of
realizing the Union’s aim of promoting a spirit of mutual co-operation and
camaraderie.

The next happening of importance is what might be called the blossoming of our
Dramatic Society.

This Society was one of the first sub-sections founded in the Union, but during
the year 1937/°38 the note it struck was quiet and workmanlike rather than brilliant.
It was the chrysalis stage.

On the 26th October last, however, it awoke, like Byron, to find itself famous.
Those Members who attended St. Mary’s Hall to witness the production of J. B.
Priestley’s “ Laburnum Grove ” will not readily forget the feeling of pride they
experienced when the final curtain fell.

Since then the Society has gone from strength to strength. For the first time
in her history, if we are to believe reports, the Maiden City was taken by storm when
next month the same play was entered for the annual Feis. Anyhow, we carried
off the first prize, and arrived home in the small hours of the morning with our
blushing honours thick upon us. At the recent Catholic Drama Festival we again
annexed the trophy with * Quinn’s Secret.” With two plays to be presented in
St. Mary’s Hall at Easter, this gives our Dramatic Society the veally fine record of
four plays produced in just over twelve months. Well done!

The big noise in the Union after the august Exccutive Committee is the House
Committec. This is the body in charge of the Club Rooms and all activities therein.
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Their bye-laws are the viaduct along which the delights of snooker, darts, chess,
table-tennis and cards are conveyed to devotees. They are the commissariat of the
Union. Self-sacrificing souls!

Their big achievement this year has been the running of a very enjoyable informal
dance cach Sunday evening and the installation of a book-case and formdtion of a
small library.

Our most successful activity last year was the Study Circle. At the beginning
of this year the time of meeting was changed from Sunday afternoon to Friday
evening, and this seemed to have an adverse cffect upon the attendance. Upon
rveversal to the original time, however, the Circle picked up again and some excellent
work is being done. The subjects for study ave “ The Church >’ and the immortal
encyclical ““ Rerum Novarum.”

This year saw the formation of a table-tennis team, which has been entered for
the Catholic and District’ Table-Tennis League. Their opponents in the opening
league match were Ballyclare, before whom they fell resoundingly. However, they
have won all their other matches in the first half of the programme by a convincing
margin, and the annexation of another trophy is not beyond the bounds of possibility.

Tn December we gave expression to the wishes of a big number of Members and
friends (particularly the friends) and held our first Annual Dance. The venue was
the Carlton, and a very enjoyable business it was.

The second Annual Ceilidhe was held in January—also in the Carlton. The hall
was packed—very much so, indeed—but nobody seemed to mind. On the whole, it
wag not quite the success of last year, but enjoyable nevertheless.

On the 27th of this month was held a Special General Meeting—the first in our
short history, The business befove the Meeting was the election of an honorary
seeretary in place of Mr. Charleton, and fwo resolutions from the Execubive
Committee affecting addilions to the rules governing membership.

Only one name was before the Meeting, that of Mr. E. Gallagher, who had heen
Acting Honorary Secretary, and he was accordingly elected.

The additions to the membership rules were the creation of a Junior Membership
of the Union and the admission thereto of past pupils between the ages of 18 and 21,
the first year of which membership should be free and the following years at
reduced fees.

The Meeting adopted the proposals unanimously and closed at 8-55 p.m., having
lasted just ‘wenty-five minutes. The Union certainly can get things done at the
double!

The foregoing is but a very bald and sketchy account of what up to date has
been a most full and active year. If it induces even one past pupil to take an active
interest in our orginization, then it will have served its purpose. The Union,
however, wants all past pupils, young and old. All can find a suitable place within
ite framework, and all can lelp to further the objects for which it was founded,
namely, the spiritual, social, intellectual and material welfare of the Members.

E. GALLAGHER, Hon. Secretary.
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MAURICE McCAVANA,

DENIS J. MAGUIRE.

SEAMUS O’REILLY.

COLUM BRUCE.
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PAST PUPILS.

We wish to congratulate, on his clevation to the Priesthood, Rev. PaTtrIck
O’Donnrrr, C.8S.R. We wish him many years of successful labowr in his illustrious
Coungregation,

We must also congratulate:—

Rev. Farnsr Wirrniam Conway on his obtaining the Doctorate of Divinity in
Maynooth, in September, 1938. He is now in Rome doing a Doctor’s course in
Canon Law, and we wish him every success in his labours.

Bro. A. P. McDonaLp, who got his B.A. degree with honours in National University,
and is now teaching in the Christian Brothers’ College, Pretoria, S.A.

Bro. P. P. O’RefrLy, having completed his training at Christian Brothers” Foreign
Missionary College, Marino, is now teaching in Christian Brothers’ College,
Greenpoint, Cape Town, South Adrica.

Art O’FRIEL on obtaining in December, 1938, the degree M.B., B.A.O., B.Ch.,
in Queen’s University.

Parrick CHARLETON on his promotion to the Air Ministry in London.

JosgpH CHARLETON on passng the Examination for Inspector of Taxes in Eire. He
is now Assistant Inspector of Taxes in Limerick.

DEsMOND SPENCE on passing, taking a high place, the recent Customs and Excise
Examination.

Frank Park is in St. Malachy's College, studying for the Priesthood.

PrrEr CAREY has entered the Augustinian Order, and is at present in Devou.

Frank Kerny has gone into the Passionate Novitiate in England.

BRENDAN ANGLIN, GERARD GARTLAN and DAvID WyLIE are in the Christian Brothers’
Juniorate, Baldoyle.

GERARD CANNON, JamEs CUNNINGHAM, CHARLES McGETTIGAN, JaMEs McKunzIE and
WaALTER HEANEY ave at present studying Chemistry.

CorvM BrucE, having passed the Examination for Wireless Telegraphist, has been
appointed to the ss. Duchess of Atholl.

Franx CrirrLy, Dermor LenwoN, Parrick LzypenN, Kevin MoCusker, THOMAS
Wizson, PereEr MarvacHaN, Tom MclisTer, were all successful candidates in
the Clerical examinations of 1938, and are all at present stationed in London.

Hucu O’NEiLL secured an appointment with the Hibernian Insurance Company.

ANTHONY GLARTLAN was succassful in the examination for a post in the Great Northern
Railway, and is now in Strabane.

Parrick TeonrntoN and LAURENCE HymaN, having obtained the Senior Leaving
Certificate and Pre-Registration Examination of the Faculty of Medicine, are now
pursuing their Medical Course in the Queen’s University, Belfast.

Terry McCavana, KeviNn RoBBiN, Crcin FoRRrESTER, PATRICK DONNELLY have joined
the Royal Air Force.

Mauvrice McCavana and Seamus O'REitry passed the examination for Preventive
Officers in the Eire Civil Service. Naurice is stationed wt Castlefin, Co. Donegal,
and Seamus at Kinlough, Co. Teitrim. JoE MacuirRe passed the corvesponding
examination in the Imperial Civil Service, and is stationed in London.

Beaxarp O’NEmn, who was a Clerical Officer in London, is now a Sorting Clerk in
G.P.0., Belfast.
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KEVIN McCUSKER. THOMAS McLISTER.

PETER MALLAGIIAN. THOMAS WILSON.

e e T



SIMMARIAN MAGAZINE. 111

THE STUDY CIRCLE, 1938-'3%.

“ CERTA BONUM CERTAMEN.”

What is the purpose of a Study Circle? A Study Circle is composed of a small
group of members—the cell of Catholic Action—who meet weekly for the purpose
of forming in themselves a Catholic mind by the study of Catholic Doctrine and
Catholic Social Principles. The members take an active intevest in all that concerns
the Church, and in the social problems of the day and their relation to the Catholic
position. They aim at developing in themselves natural qualities of mind, heart,
and will, so as to become good, earnest Catholics who consider their religion a matter
of everyday life and do not relegate it to the position of something which is put on
with one’s Sunday clothes, and as quickly taken off again. Having prepaved
themselves by their self-sanctification and by the studies already mentioned, they
can become natural leaders and lay apostles in their own professions, and thus
increase the Kingdom of Christ by drawing men to the knowledge and service of God.

This year omr Study Cirele has completed its fourth year of existonee, and its
members have successfully trodden the trail blazed by their predecessors. At the
outset an optimistic note can be struck, for though at the end of the last School
Year we lost most of our former members—who have gone to do their part in the
battle of life—the influx of a band of earnest, enthusiastic and devoted newcomers
gave fresh life and sivength to our efforts in the cause of Catholic Action. The new
members certainly lacked none of their predecessors’ ardowr and zeal, for they gave
of their best by their regular attendance at the meetings, their careful preparation
of Papers, and their intelligent participation in the discussions.

The intellectual development that was secured by the pooling of the knowledge
and experience of the students, and the frank and friendly examination of each other’s
views in the light of Catholic Truth contributed in no small way to the general
success of the year's work. The encyclicals studied gave ample scope for thought
and discussion, and that these Papal Letters were appreciated was evident from the
interesting and illuminating papers that were vead, and the attention gvith which
they were received.

May the work done by the Study Circle this year, as well as improving those who
took part in it, be a clarion call to future members to go and do likewise. May

St. Mary’s School Study Circle flourish!

J. McALLISTER, Secretary.
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PROCRAMME OF STUDENTS’ STUDY CIRCLE.

CHRISTIAN BROTHERS SECONDARY SCHOOL, ST. MARY'S, BELFAST.

FOURTH YEAR, 1938-'39.
Cuamman: RAYMOND A. E. HUGHES.
SecreErarY : JOHN McALLISTER.
Meetings every Friday at 7-30 p.m., in School.
FIRST TERM——SEPTEMBER TO DECEMBER, 1838.

Dogmatic Gourse—by Spiritual Director. Papers—by Students.

Tae KiNcsHIP oF CHRIST. CATHOLIC SOCIAL ACTION.
Text: “ The Kingship of Christ ~"— Encyclical—* Quadragesimo Auno.”
Msgr. Toth. g

30th September, 1938.

1. The Idea of the Kingship of Christ. 1. The Occasion of *°Rerum Novarum.”
Its chief headings. Scope of the
 Quadragesimo Anno.”’

Peter Carey.

Tth October, 1938.

2. Christ’s Right to the Kingship. 2. Benefits due to “‘Rerum Novarum.™
What has been done (4) by the
Church, in the matter of teaching,
in practical application; (B) by the
Civil Authority.
Brian Devitt.

14th October, 1938.

3. Christ King of our Earthly and of 3. Benefits contd. What has been done
. our Eternal Homes. (0) by the parties concerned, in ()
Working Men’s Unions, and (b)
Associations of Employers. The
“ Rerum Novarum’ is the Magna
Charta of the Social Order.
Kevin MeCuskher.

21st October, 1938,

4. Christ is King of the Church. 4. Authority of the Church in Social and
Economic Spheres. The Right of
Property. The Obligations of
Ownership. The Power of the State.
Obligations vegarding Surplus In-
come. Titles in acquiring ownership.
Joseph MeGowan.

28th October, 1938,

5. Christ is King of my Soul. 5. Capital and Labour. Unjust claims of
(@) Capital. (b} Tabour. Principle
of just distribution. TUplifting of
the proletariat.  Proletarian con-
ditions and property.

Kevin Finlay.
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4th November, 1938.

6. Christ is King of Youth. 6. A Just Wage. Three points to be
considered: (¢) Support of the
Working-man and his family, (b)
state of business, (¢) the needs of
the common good.
John Sherry.

11th November, 1938.

{. Christ is King of the Family. 7. The Reconstruction of the Social
Order. Collaboration between voca-
tional groups. The restoration of a
guiding principle.
Thomas McLister.

18th November, 1938.

8. Christ is King of Sufferers. 8. The change in Economic Conditions.
Domination has followed from free
competition. Disastrous  conse-

quences. Remedies.
Brendan O'Callaghan.

25th November, 1938.

8. Christ is King of Believers. 9. The Changes in Socialism. (e¢) The
more violent—Communism; () the
more moderate—Socialism. Its atti-
tude on Class-warfare and property.
No middle course possible. Catholic
and Socialist contradictory.

Raymond Hughes.

2nd December, 1938.

10. Christ is King of Human Life. 10. The Root of Social Disorder. Moral
renovation. Ruin of Souls—cause of
this.

Garrett McGrath.

9th December, 1938.

11. What does Christ’s Birth Signify to 11. Remedies: (a) Economic life must be
the World ? inspired by Christian ‘Pl‘inciples.
(b)) The Law of Charity must
operate. A difficult task. Course
to be followed. Intimate union and
harmony necessary.
Robert Magee.
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SECOND TERM——JANUARY TO MARCH, 1939.

Dogmatic Course—by Spiritual Director. Papers—by Students.

CHrisT THE DIVINE TEACHER. Pope Leo XIIL'’s Encyclical:
Text: ““ The Great Teacher ’—Mgr. ‘“ Sapientiee Christiane.”
Toth.

13th January, 1939.
1. Christ’s Revelation of God as our 1. Outline of course of study for term.
Father.

20th January, 1939.

2. Cluist’s Revelation about the Human 2. The Evil of Neglecting Christian
Soul. Teaching. A Godless Government
se.f-condemned.  The decline of
Religion and its dangers.
Gerald Park.

27th January, 1939,
3. Christ’s  Revelation  about  our 3. Duty of Catholics towards Church and
purpose in life. Country. True love of Church and
Country not opposed.
Charles Delargy.

3rd February, 1939.
4. Christ’s Conmandment that we love 4. State Laws at variance with the Law
one another. of God invalid. Scientific Progress
a pretext for rebellion against God.
Martin Tuohy.

10th February, 1939.

5. Christ and Work. 5. Need of Catholics to be well instructed
in their Religion. Catholics should
defend the Faith.

Patrick Hughes.

17th February, 1939.

6. Christ and Wealth. 6. Catholics should profess and spread
the Faith. The Need of Action in
Common.

Gerard McGivern.

) 24th February, 1939.
7. What is the Following of Christ? 7. Complete Obedience and Submission to
. the Church and the Pope necessary.
The extent of the Obedience due to
these. The Nature of the Church.
| The Rights of the Church.
Peter McCann.

3rd March, 1939,

8. How we are to Follow Christ. 8. The Church does not disapprove of
any lawful form of government.
State Laws must help Religion and

| Morality.

John Mitehell.
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10th March, 1939,

9. The Joy of Following Christ. 9. Necessity of Union of Mind among
Catholics.  False Prudence con-
demned and described. False Zeal
and Rashuness reprobated.

James Flanagan.

15th March, 1939,

10. Christ the Master of Life. 10. The Right Qualities of Public Action.
Due subordination in the Church
necesary. Christian Virtue neces-
sary.

Christopher O'Dolerty.

24th March, 1939.

11. A World without Christ. 11. Just . punishments for Wrong-doing.
Practice of  Christian  Charity
strongly urged.

Teorge Boyle.

31st March, 1939,

12. Has Christianity Failed ? 12. Right Training in the Family. Rights
and Duties of Parents.
Feorge O’ Neill.

THE EDITOR AND COMMITTEE

Wish to thank Rev. Father L.
MeKeown, C.C., St. Peter's, Belfast,
for Photographic Block of St. Patrick's
r Grave ; also the ‘‘ Belfast News-Letter”
for Photographic Block of Inch Abbey.

We also wish to thank our Advertisers,
and request our readerswhen purchasing

to @ive them a preference.




IRELAND'S Premice MACHINERY STORES

CONTACTS WITH WORLD’S LEADING
MANUFACTURERS.
oS s
PLANT, MACHINERY AND ELECTRICAL
EQUIPMENT
FOR EVERY [INDUSTRY.
MACHINE AND HAND TOOLS ALWAYS IN STOCK.

GoS sl

OUR PRICES DEFY COMPETITION.
GrS e i
UNFAILING SERVICE BEFORE AND AFTER SALES.
GrS e
HENDRON BROS,,
8-16 ELIZA STREET, BROADSTONE,
BELFAST. DUBLIN.
Phones 24261 (3 lines), Phounes 76358 (2 lines).

A.HAMILL | |d. & d. WILSON

Wholesale Fruit Merchant ARG

Large quantities of Home EINEST QUALITY

Crown and Foreign Fruits
received daily.

s vove vt vecome » | | LAMB. & BULLOCK

customer already, do so

FLiF, BEEF
A. HAMILL —

St. George’s Market, Belfast. 215 FALLS ROAD.

Telegrams : ’Phone:

“ Dolorosa.”’ . 24136. "PHONE: 22430.




Telegrams:—'' Union Hotel, Belfast.” Telephone :—226641.
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TERMS MODERATE
CENTRAL HEATING. HOT AND COLD
RUNNING WATER IN BEDROOMS.
A. OWENS 4 HE PROPRIETRESS.

NEW PRICE LIST FOR 1939 OF

LIQUEURS, WHISKEYS, VINTAGE WINES,
ETC., ETC.

NOW BEING CIRCULATED.

New Price List for 1939 applies to orders from
. = 12th December, 1938. - -

Orders delivered Free in City and f.o.r. Belfast.

JOHN McCLOSKEY,

CARLISLE CIRCUS. "Phone 43610.

Branches—HOPE STREET and SYDENHAM. ’Phone 53930.

N.B.—1 do not claim to be a large importer of Wines,
but | DO CLAIM to import a large percentage of the
finer and better class wines.




To the FRUIT TRADE

FOR HIGH-CLASS FRUITS ORDER FROM

D. DEVINE & SONS, LTD,

WHOLESALE FRUIT MERCHANTS
St. George’s Market,
BELFAST. od 2" blelin

CHOICEST SELECTED FRUITS AND
FLOWERS OF ALL SORTS IN SEASON.

© ¢ Vine, Belfast.” 23858 and 9 Belfast.
Telegrams { ¥ i/iliﬁ’son:, -Il)LEblil].” Phones { 21573 Dubli.
ESTASLISHED OVER 70 YEARS. SIGHT
TROUBLES
H IGH_CLASS CARS. Should be attended
to at once
]
WEDDINGS.
TOURING. If you have any Eye Discomfort,
avail yourself of—
SHOPPING.

LIZARS’ SIGHT

o I K A N E SERVICE

FUNERAL UNDERTAKERS,

’
6.8 pongeats st. | [J- LIZARS,

OPHTHALMIC OPTICAIN,
8 Wellington Place, Belfast.

Telephone 24336.

BRANCHES THROUGHOUT CITY.
National Health Insurance Optician.




Gilliland’s Stores,
79-81 Castle Street, BELFAST.

One minute from Castle Junction————Phone 24556.
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Have you ever gone in to buy a 50/- Suit and been persuaded
by the salesman to take one at 75/-, only to find later that
you were wearing a factory-made job after all, which benefits
neither yourself nor your country.

For about 19/- more you could have a Tailor-made Suit of
better Material, made, not to your size but to your figure and
measurements, with two fittings.

If you care to spend those extra few shillings here’s the address

DOWLING & CO.

5 ROSEMARY ST., BELFAST
(FIRST.FLOOR)

We have specialised in Clerical Clothes since 1908.




Everything in Furniture
Also Church and School Furnishings

Manufacturers of
CHESTERFIELD SUITES, BEDS and BEDDING,
FURNITURE of every description.

Factors of CARPETS and LINOLEUM,
. PIANOS and ORGANS, etc., etc. ::

Estimates given for FRENCH POLISHING, UPHOLSTERING,
and REPAIRS OF ALL KINDS.

CO-OP. TRADING CO.

54-§0 HICH STREET, BELFAST.
BRIAN A. MEENAN, Proprietor.
Phone 22448 (2 lines).

TYPEWRITERS scondfnd ™
All Makes supplied. Duplicating and Typewriting

of all kinds at very moderate prices.
Gaelic Script typed.

J. A. IRVINE & CO.

2 COLL'EGE SQUARE NORTH, - - BELFAST.
Telephone 25094.

THE IRISH DIRECT TRAING 60., LTD.

MANUFACTURERS OF

THOMPSON’S MINERAL WATERS

IN SYPHONS AND BOTTLES.
DIRECT to your door THE DIRECT way.

DONECALL ROAD, - BELFAST.

"Phone 23759.




BUY YOUR FOOD HERE.

THERE ARE MANY EXCELLENT REASONS WHY YOU
SHOULD SHOP AT

JOHN QUINN, Ltd.

51, CASTLE STREET,

BELFAST.

Telephone: 23614, 23615, 26111.

IRELAND’S
BEST BUTTER
IS

KILROSS

Taste for yourself
the delicious flavour
of this

.. Record ..

Prizewinner

At the price of
ordinary creamery.

WE KNOW !
WE MAKE
THEM !

MILESTONE

SAUSAGES
ARE A TREAT
TO EAT.
10d, 1/-, 1/2
per pound.

GCOOD TEA
GIVES MORE
SATISFACTION

D and
MILESTONE
TEA
IS REALLY
GOOD.
Blends.

1/10, 2/-, 2/4, 2/8,
3/-, 3/4 per pound.

Freshly Sliced
for
each customer

LIMERICK
BACON

is unrivalled
throughout the
world for

QUALITY AND
FLAVOUR.

THE FIRM FAMOUS FOR FOOD




THE FRUITERERS, FLORISTS . . .
eaERaaes
We supply only the very finest quality

Fresh Fruits, Flowers and Vegetables at

Lowest Market Prices.

EE==SS=s

TORNEY BROS. Ltd.

SLIGO DERRY LIVERPOOL
Head Office: 2 OXFORD STREET, BELFAST.

'Grams: ‘' Banana, Belfast.” 'Phones: 26451/2/3.

KENNEDY’S BREAD

NONE NONE
NI CER BETTER
IT_SATISFIES
THE EiA\KLEI{\'
BEECHMOUNT AVENUE, BELFAST.

’Phone 25043.

WATER TURBINES Established PELTON WHEELS
MILLING MACHINERY 1882 PUMPING PLANTS
e—
TELEPHONE: TELEGRAMS :
20421 HYDRAULIC

ROBERT CRAIG & SONS (Engineers) Ltd.,

YORK STREET ENGINEERING WORKS,
GT. GEORGES STREET,
BELFAST.

AIR COMPRESSORS Enquiriess ROCK DRILLING PLANTS
OIL PRESSURE GOVERNORS invited. MACHINERY REPAIRS
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Wholesale Wine Merchants. 3
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Established 1866
Famed for High-Class Ports, Sherries, and
Australian Wines.
All Imported from Best Known Shippers.
ALTAR WINES—Rich, Medium, and Dry.
Quality and Purity Guaranteed.
Bonders of Finest Matured Whiskies:

Old Comber, ‘‘ Banquet’ Liqueur, J. Jameson & Sons
- - - and J. Power & Sons. - - -

OFFICES—27-33 TALBOT STREET, BELFAST
Telegrams—" Wines,” Belfast. Phone—20542,

WM. MULLAN & SON

BOOKSELLERS

Recent and Standard Works on all subjects arve always
available, and visitors are welcome to inspect the
varied stock.

AIl the Newest Books immediately on publication.

We carry a very large stock of Books, covering the requirements of Students

For THE UNIVERSITY, CIVIL SERVICE, COLLECE OF
TECHNOLOGY and SECONDARY SCHOOLS

BOOKS FOR ALL EXAMINATIONS

The Original Educational Booksellers in Northern Ireland.
ESTABLISHED A CENTURY.

DONEGALL PLACE - - BELFAST.

And 56 FOUNTAIN STREET (The Children’s Bookshop).
Phone 23184,




K. LEONARD **

’U MY MOTTO:

Sales With
- Service -
Radio & Electrical
dgonfractor = ool
.. Public Address . .

Equipment Installed
for Churches, Schools

and College Enter-

32-36 B ERRY STREE T, tainments.

BELFAST.

THE NATIONAL BANK Lisitep

Established 1835
(Member of the London Bankers’ Clearing House).
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% The Bank was founded over a % BELFAST—

-
S

century ago and has heen repre-

e

62-68, HIGH STREET,
98-100 FALLS ROAD.

sented in Belfast since 1864. You
are invited to ask or write to any
office for full details of the complete

Tealerfeslafeferfestesle

Banking Service available, which
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DERRY, LIMAVADY,
MAGHERAFELT- and

** includes Special Departments for
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s+t Executor and Trustee, Income Tax,
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* Foreign Business and Small Savings. throughou’r the country.
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Dublin: 34-35, COLLEGE GREEN, C. 1.
London: 13-17, OLD BROAD ST., E.C. 2.
Capital, £7,500,000




CENTRAL HEATING

GI/IVES

It is surely real economy
to see that the fabric of

your buildings is properly

REN
agon?

Efficient Central Heating
is an absolute necessity in
carrying out these objects.

Installations are planned

for existing or projected
buildings by an efficient
staff of expert heating
Engineers,

protected and the comfort

and well-being of the

occupants provided for,

We offer you the benefit of over 60 years’
experience and can quote you competitive
prices no matter whether a single stove or a
complete hot water or steam installation is

required.  Satisfactory service guaranteed.

Send us your enquiries.

usgrave
AND COMPANY, LIM!TED,

ST. ANN’S IRONWORKS, BELFAST.
"Phone: 57461.




Tvlephone 21851,
Telegrams: ¢ Laughlin, 21851 Belfast.”

The
Leading

House
for Jewellery &

Leather
1624 Goods -

SKIPPER STREET.
R. G. Laughlin

BELFAST
& Sons, Ltd.

Hardware
Cutlery

Two minutes from
Albert Memorial.

H. J. NOLAN

WHOLESALE FISH MERCHANT AND
SALMON FACTOR,

Fish Market
Belfast and Dublin

Also at ARDGLASS, ARKLOW, BURTONPORT and HOWTH.

PHONES— TELEGRAMS—
Belfast 5 (225;?"":5) “ Minimum,’’ Belfast
. 11313 ‘* Plaice,"’ Dublin
( lines) SO
Howth 52 ‘“ Nolan," Ardglass
G o “ Nolan,” Arklow
Burtonport 5 ' Nolan,"” Burtonport




JPaint -

FRESH HAND MIXED FINEST QUALITY.

Also Genuine White Lead, Varnishes, Enamels,
Glass and Putty.

Glazing and Leaded Lights Contracts.
WALLPAPER FINEST SELECTION IN CITY.

Paint Shops and Stores,

KENT STREET, ROYAL AVENUE
(at FREE LIBRARY),
BELFAST.

'PHONE 24115,

FELIX LAVERTY & CO.

Wholesale Tea, Wine and Spirit Merchants.

AGENTS for: PORTS—C. Da Silva; SHERRIES—Hijos De
Jimenez, Valera; LIQUEURS; GINS—Herman Jansen, Ltd.,
Schiedan; BRANDY—Girard's.

62-66 GREAT PATRICK ST.

Telephone Belfast 21572. Telegrams ‘' Bacchus,” Belfast.

GERALD O’RAWE, M.P.S.

Pharmaceutical Chemist.

SPECIALIST IN DISPENSING AND PHOTOGRAPHIC
'WORK. )

57, CASTLE STREET, ; BELFAST.

(2 minutes from Castle Junction).




When in BELFAST
Lunch, Dine and have Your Tea at
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FULLY LICENSED

OUR FAMOUS—
1/6 3-COURSE LUNCHES
and HIGH TEAS
ARE POSITIVELY BEST VALUE IN CITY.
A TRIAL WILL CONVINCE.

THE C =

GLOBE OYSTER SALOON
AND LUNCHEON

JOY'S ENTRY (off High St.)
BELFAST.
THE LARGEST AND BEST BAR IN IRELAND.

Whitstable Oysters in Season : Morning Coffee
Hot Luncheons from 12 o'clock

The best brands Whiskies, Brandies and Wines in stock
Ale and Stout (bottled and draught) in perfect condition

COMFORT, CLEANLINESS and ATTENTION

UNDER SAME MANAGEMENT :—

THE HERCULES, 63, Castle Street THE CAPITAL, 7 Dublin Road
THE KINGSWAY, 45 Smithfield




Better Shoes for Less Money

AT THE

Regal Shoe Stores

LATEST STYLES! HIGHEST -QUALITY!
WHOLESALE PRICES!

Save5/-inthe Pound at
THE REGAL

64 Castle St. & 141 Royal Avenue.

(2nd door above Queen St.)

'Phones: 21700, 24723. Established 1868.

Henry McGowan,
iINCs

67 Durham Street.
Belfast.

PRIME BEEF & MUTTON.
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CORDIALS,

M‘Ginley, Ltd_.

’ BOTTLERS OF

| GUINNESS'S EXTRA STOUT,

| BASS and WORTHINGTON ALES,
| GAYMER'S CYDER .
‘ JACOB'S GERMAN LAGER.

BATIl-ll PLACE, BELFAST.

REDBANK RESTAURANT

AND LUNCHEON BAR,
CALLENDER STREET, BELFAST.

PRIVATE PARTIES First Street from Donegall Place, via
Castle Lane or Donegall Square North.

J. CUNNINGHAM.

specially catered for.
Phone 25116,

CYCLE AND KEEP FIT. MODELS IN STOCK TO
SUIT EVERY CYCLIST.

Prices from £5-10-0
or 10/7 monthly.

JOSEPH H. CASS,

81-83, King St., Belfast
AGENT FOR
Rudge-Whitworth,
Raleigh, Humber,
Elswick, Claud Butler
and Sun Cycles.




BROWNE & NOLAN Ltd.

SUPPLIERS OF ALL SCHOOL REQUISITES.

MANUFACTURING SCHOOL STATIONERS,
SCHOOL AND COLLEGE TEXT BOOKS,
KINDERGARTEN MATERIAL, MAPS AND
CHARTS, SCHOOL FURNITURE, etc., etc.

Office and Showroom :—
1, COLLEGE SQUARE NORTH.

Warehouse and Factory:—
71/73 KING STREET.

Ask us to quote for your next Requisitions.

Write or ’Phone. Belfast 23548.

TECHNICAL AND SECONDARY SCHOOLS

Mathematical Sets, Slide Rules, Drawing Pens, Boxwood

and lvory Scales, Celluloid Set Squares, School Compasses

and Dividers, Sectional and Drawing Books, Drawing
Papers, Pencils and Rubbers, Protractors, &c.

RODMAN'S TECHNICAL SUPPLY DEPOT

17, ARTHUR STREET - - BELFAST

For QUALITY and VALUE in
CHOICE GROCERIES, PROVISIONS
AND FRUIT

WE ARE THE CHEAPEST IN BELFAST.
A TRTAL, WILL CONVINCE. SATISFACTION OR MONEY BACK.

JAMES CRILLY, - 24, ANTRIM ROAD.

Telephone 43004.




For all that's Bood to eat
of the choices and freshest

' Fish! Poultry!
il Provisions! Fruit!

You must go to Ulster's oldest established Store
where quality has remained unchanged since 1850

‘. =
D. McCANN & SONS, Ltd,

136 Royal Avenue, BELFAST.

Phone 21681-21682. Deliveries daily everywhere.

COPYING THAT IS DIFFERENT.

At a fraction of the cost of printing, your Copying can be
executed in numerous TYPE STYLES and SPACINGS, from
BOLD to MINIATURE, and in various LANGUAGES
(including Gaelic) by our unique method of Duplicating.

ASK FOR SAMPLES AND PARTICULARS,
GRAHAM, LUTTON & CO., LTD.,

25, HOWARD STREET, - - BELFAST.
"Phone: 25922.

HUGHES IMPORTER OF

CHOICEST FRUITS, FINEST FLOWERS

- - AND EARLY VECETABLES. - -
103 & 105 CASTLE STREET. 32 KING STREET.
"Phone 23241 (2 lines).




B. S. B.
LINK UP WITH THE

BELFAST SAVINGS BANK

It served your Great-Grandparents; it is at your service to-day;
it will be here to serve your Great-Grandchildren.

Total Funds exceed £12,000,000.
THE HOME OF 96,000 ACCOUNTS. —
FEW THRIFT AGENCIES CAN CLAIM 122 YEARS OF SERVICE.

BELFAST SAVINGS BANK

ARTHUR STREET, BELFAST
BELFAST:
85 KING STREET Amalgamated Banks—
164 ALBERT BRIDGE RD.
117 SHANKHILL ROAD ARMAGH SAVINGS BANK,
16 ANTRIM ROAD Victoria Street, ARMAGH.
7 BOTANIC AVE.
164 YORK ST. COLERAINE SAVINGS BANK,

Abbey Street, COLERAINE.

MARKET SQUARE, LISBURN
HIGH ST., PORTADOWN LONDONDERRY SAVINGS BANK

UPPER MAIN STREET, LARNE Bank Place, Shipquay Street.

BRYAN ST., BALLYMENA
B.S. B.

Telephone No. 25021.

AMBROSE |
RPN FREDERICK

ULTAN BOOK _LM‘GINLE

STORE e —
’

— Electrical

All publishers’ Books supplied. v .

School Furniture Manufacturer Englneeﬁ

and Repairer  :: :: Large Will be pleased to quote for
Range of Irish Books stocked. S.M.S. Express Elevators.

Books for all Exams. Ba NEON SIGNS.

e e
GRAMAPHONE RECORD of
Prayers in lrish. Recorded by
Sizte N1 Oudbgain, Price 2/-.

Everything Electrical for
Churches, Collieges,
Schools Offices, Shops,
i Private Residences,

) Warehouses, Hospitals,
9 1 and Institutions. . . . .

Caslle Street ;
’ 67 King St., - BELFAST
BELFAST e g




We Stock everything for Gent's Wear at

Lowest Prices, consistent with quality.

CLERICAL SUITS and

SOUTANES at Moderate

Prices.

SUITS and OVERCOATS
from

0d.

£3 10s.

We stock nothing
but branded Goods.

Samples and Price List
sent on application.

LADIES’ TAILORING a Speciality

'Phone—Belfast 25234.

P. J. NICHOL,

Fruit Merchant & Commission Agent

ORANGCES, APPLES, PEARS,
GRAPE FRUIT, LEMONS, ONIONS.

Heavy Arrivals of Daily
British Plums, Cherries, Arrivals
and Strawberries in of
Season. g g g CUT FLOWERS.

Specially Packed Lettuce—Tuesdays and
Fridays. My special brands of British
Tomatoes—Tri-Weekly.

ST. GEORGE’S MARKET, - - BELFAST.




The Mysteries Behind
the Chemist's Counter

e Aa Al
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The skill, the precision and the associated
qualities essential to the dispenser’s art are

but mysteries to the public.

@ Many Years of faithful service give the
impression which creates our reputation.
As years go by, the value of reputation
grows, and in the long run becomes the

public’s greatest safeguard.
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BYRNE, : CHEMIST

7, DIVIS STREET,

BELFAST.
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