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bllottAC.
Cue •oo’n ipipbeAbAp po Sgoib &AnnA, a c a  bAirh le  TlAt peApnAin 1 gCpiC 

C u d b A n n  1 tdigm b. Atmpip t>6 1TH tia tloTaAg, An CAn bA hAoip •oo’n DigeApnA 

mite Agup nAoi gcCA'o bbiAbdn Agup a  -oeiC. pedp opm ngte Agup eAgAip 

*66 pAopAic rriAC piApAip, .1. Ap-o-1tlAigipcip 11A Sgoibe pedmpAibce. tu b e  

pgpiobtA t o  mAigipcpi Agup oibi Agup nnc beigmn u a  Sgoibe c Ca-d u a . 
tugATO a  tCAmfiA Agup A CuptA op corhAip An pobAib, .1. t o  Cum imteACc 

Agup uippgCAb UA Sgoibe porhAmn t ’pAipn&p t o  CAC, Agup t o  Cum copAit 

pAotAip rhumncipe u a  Sgoibe, roip bCigeAnn Agup pmnbicpiteACt, roip ppop 

Agup pdnnAigeACt, t o  tiom pugdt be CCibe Agup •oo CoiriiCAt.

Amm W n  ipipbeAbAp po .ATI niACA O ttl. 1p uime CeAnA cu gA t au 
c-Amm pm Aip, tA  Cup 1 geeibb gupAb iA t mAcpAt u a  Sgoibe peo, mAibbe be 

buCc a  mumce, a c a  Ag a  pgpiobAt Agup Ag A CpAobpgAoibeAt. pAt eibe 

pA n-Ap cu gA t An c-Amm pm Aip, x>A Cup 1 gcCibb gup •oo riidcpAit u a  
TiSipeAnn Ap CeAnA Agup •oo’n tpeAm Ap lonmum beo mAcpAt nA tiSipeAnn, 

ACAtAp Ag pgpiobAt Agup Ag CpAobpgAoibeAt An ipipbeAbAip CCAtnd. 

pAt eibe pop pA n-Ap cu gA t An c-Amm pm Aip, t A Cup 1 gcCtbb gup miAn 

t e  tfHAUAib cpoite buCc pgpiobtA An ipipbeAbAip twpneAC Agup meAnmA 

•00 riiupgAibc 1 mAcpArO nA bfiipeAnn, AthAib bAt *ouAb pmnpeAp ■ 001b ; oip 

cuigceAp go bpuib tA  bpig beip An bpocAb u t, .1. mACAorh, mAp a c A, mAc 

05, Agup ogbAC ; Agup •00b’ Aib be buCc pgpiobtA An ipipbeAbAip peo ogbAC 

•oo ■ bbAnArii •oe gAC mAc og x>A bptub beo tie CbAnoAib gAebeAb, lonnup go



mbAt) Ca o C aji At no peÂ  pAî e Afi Apt) % a 6 rriAC -oiott A^uf e  Ag copiArn a  Clu 

pem Agup ctu a  CmrO Ap poipneApc -DAouie Agup >oeArhAn h a  cpumne.

1p 6  lo m o p p A  t) te A g A p  5AC mACAorn ■ oo neA riA rh, .1. e ip io m p tA ip  An 
mACAoirn ■ oo b  p eA p p  -o a  p t ^ A *  1 n 6 i p m n  piArh t) o  teA tirhA U i, .1. C u C u tA m n  
mAC SuA tC A irfi ; o ip  ■ oo Ca U.1  An mACAorii p m  a  b eA tA  p u t  d a  j c A i t t p e A b  
p e  a  e m e A t ,  A g u p , ■o a Lc a  TTlACAoirh e i t e  Ap a  ■ oupACcpAmui’o  Ap b A t t ,  51P 
5 0  pAiD p e  p b m  n eA rn -P io n n tA C , t u g  pfe a  b eA tA  Ap p o n  c io n n c A  a  tm i t ) -  
H i 1 A pppA p An rn 6 ro  p m  Ap A on rhAc D e  rhAcpAi-b An tA e  m w u  ; a Cc  lA p p tA p  
Ap 5AC m A c Ap An -oorhAn e ip io m p tA ip  An tflACAoirn e i t e  xm -oo teA nriiA m , 
•1. An niACAorh -oo Cu a iP  p io p  5 0  H A pA epc c p A t  A g u p  *oo b i u rh A t -o a  tfiA tA ip 
A ju p  T)A A tA ip .

P A ’O'RAIC 1TIAC P 1AUA1S.

By W ay of Comment.
When I sent out the last number of A n Macaomh from Cullenswood 
House I had no more idea that within twelve months I should be sending 
out this number from a slope of the Dublin Mountains than that I should 
be sending it out from the plains of Timbuctoo. Yet very soon after­
wards I had convinced myself that the work I had planned to do for 
my pupils was impossible of accomplishment at Cullenswood. We 
were, so to speak, too much in the Suburban Groove. The city was too 
near; the hills were too far. The house itself, beautiful and roomy 
though it was, was not large enough for our swelling numbers. The 
playfield, though our boys had trained themselves there to be the 
cleverest hurlers in Dublin, gave no scope for that spacious outdoor life, 
that intercourse with the wild things of the woods and the wastes (the 
only things in Ireland that know what Freedom is), that daily adventure 
face to face with elemental Life and Force, with its moral discipline, 
with its physical hardening, which ought to play so large a part in the 
education of a boy. Remember that our ideal was the playgreen of 
Eamhain, where the most gracious of all education systems had its 
finest expression. In a word, St. Enda’s had the highest aim in education 
of any school in Ireland : it must have the worthiest home.

To these considerations was soon added another. The parents of 
some of my boys were pressing me to establish a similar school for girls. 
I had hoped that this burden would be taken up by someone else ; but , 
though many were eager to join us, no one seemed quite sufficiently 
detached from the claims of other service to become the standard bearer 
of this new adventure. Then it came to me, with the clearness of a call 
to action, that by taking one very bold step I could at once achieve a 
more ample future for St. Enda’s and make it possible for a sister-school 
to come into being, with similar potentialities of growth. If I could 
transplant St. Enda’s to some wide and beautiful place among or near 
the hills, Cullenswood House (which was fortunately my property) would 
naturally become the cradle of a girls’ school, even as it had cradled 
St. Enda’s. Here was a great possibility. All those interested in my 
work agreed as to its desirability. I have constantly found that to 
desire is to hope, to hope is to believe, and to believe is to
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accomplish. I wrote to some friends, poor but generous people who 
had helped me in other causes ; I consulted those of the parents of my 
boys whom it was my privilege to know personally ; a sufficient number 
of those thus appealed to shared my desire transmuted, through hope, 
to faith ; and our faith has found its inevitable fruition in accomplish­
ment. St. Enda’s has now as noble a’ home as any other school in 
Ireland can have had either in old time or in new ; and Cullenswood 
House shelters its sister-school of St. Ita’s. Thus the adventure of three 
years ago is seen to have been the forerunner of a new order ; 
and A n  M a c a o m h , hitherto the organ of a School, becomes in some 
sense the organ of a movement.

The permanence of that order is not yet guaranteed; the issue of 
that movement I do not yet see. Wise men have told me that I ought 
never to set my foot on a path unless I can see clearly whither it will 
lead me. But that philosophy would condemn most of us to stand still 
till we rot. Surely one can do no more than assure oneself that each 
step one takes is right : and as to the rightness of a step one is fortunately 
answerable only to one’s own conscience and not to the wise men of the 
countinghouses. The street will pass judgment on our enterprises 
according as they have “  succeeded ” or “  failed ” ; but if one can feel 
that one has striven faithfully to do a right thing does not one stand 
ultimately justified, no matter what the issue of one’s attempt, no 
matter what the sentence of the street ?

In most of the affairs of life a fund of faith is a more valuable, asset 
than a sum in Consols. Many years ago I knew a parish priest who 
wanted to build a church. He went to his bank for a loan. When 
asked by the bank manager what security he had to offer, he made the 
simple and natural reply : “  St. Joseph will see you paid.” “  St. Joseph 
is an estimable saint,” said the bank manager, “ but unfortunately he is 
not a negotiable security.” The mot passed into a proverb among the 
commercial folk of Dublin and the bank manager gained the reputation 
of a wit. Both bank manager and priest have since gone down to dusty 
death ; but the priest’s dying eyes saw his church walls rising slowly 
and to-day the church stands, grave and beautiful, in the midst of the 
people. The laugh, to speak without irreverence, is on the side of St. 
Joseph. So does the spiritual always triumph over the actual (for the 
spiritual, being the true actual, is stronger than the forms and bulks we 
call actual), and a simple man’s faith is found more potent than a 
negotiable instrument. If sometimes this does not seem to hold, it is 
because of some wavering or unworthiness on the part of those 
who profess the faith, some shrinking from an ultimate heroism, some 
coming home to them of an old and forgotten sin. That is why in the 
history of the world the tales of its lost causes move us most and teach

io

us best. Each of our own souls has its own unwritten annals of causes 
lost and won. Some of us might fight our silent interior battles more 
stubbornly if we realised that the issue of each one of them has a bearing 
on the issue of every battle that shall ever again be fought for all eternity. 
The causes, earthly and divine, which we champion suffer from every 
defeat that Right has ever undergone in the fortresses of our hearts. 
Lonely as each soul is in its barred house, it is part of a universal con­
scription, and its every disgrace brings dishonour on the flag. It can 
best be true to its causes, and to the great cause, by being true to its 
finest self.

So much depends on what we only half know and on what, we know 
not at all in ourselves and in those about us, that no man can be certain 
how his schemes will eventuate. But be sure that if we do manfully 
the thing that seems right to us we must in the long run rise to some 
achievement. It may not be the achievement we dreamt o f ; it may, 
to the world and even to ourselves, wear the aspect of a failure. But 
the world is not our judge, and a weary and disappointed spirit is often 
unjust to itself. My friends and I hope and believe that we have founded in 
Sgoil Eanna and Sgoil Ide two noble schools which for many years to come 
will send out Irish boys and girls filled with that heroic spirit which in old 
days gave Macha strength to run her race and prompted Enda to leave a 
king’s house for the desolation of Aran, and which in the days of our 
great-grandfathers sent Emmet with a smiling face to the gibbet in 
Thomas Street and nerved Anne Devlin to bare her back to the scourges 
of Sirr’s soldiery. A new heroic age in Ireland may be a visionary’s 
dream, or it may come about in some other way than that which we have 
planned ; our schools may pass away or degenerate : but at least this 
attempt has been made, this right thing has been striven after, and 
there will be something to the good somewhere if it be only a memory 
and a resolve in the heart of one of the least of our pupils.

I am not sure whether it is symptomatic of some development 
within me, or is merely a passing phase, or comes naturally from the 
associations that cling about these old stones and trees, that, whereas 
at Cullenswood House I spoke oftenest to our boys of Cuchulainn and his 
compeers of the Gaelic prime, I have been speaking to them oftenest 
here of Robert Emmet and the heroes of the last stand. Cuchulainn 
was our greatest inspiration at Cullenswood ; Robert Emmet has been 
our greatest inspiration here. In truth, it was the spirit of Emmet that 
led me to these hillsides. I had been reading Mr. Gwynn’s book, and 
I came out to Rathfarnham in the wake of Emmet, tracing him from 
Marshalsea Lane to Harold’s Cross, from Harold’s Cross to Butterfield 
House, from Butterfield House to the Priory and the Hermitage. In 
Butterfield Lane the house where he lived and where Anne Devlin kept
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her vigil still stands ; the fields that were once Brian Devlin’s dairy farm 
are still green. At the Priory John Philpot Curran entertained and 
talked, and there Emmet came and raised grave pleading eyes to 
Sarah Curran. Across the way, at the Hermitage, Edward Hudson 
had made himself a beautiful home, adding a portico and a new wing 

to the solemn old granite house that is now Sgoil 
Eanna, and dotting his woods and fields with the 
picturesque bridges and arches and grottoes on which 
eighteenth-century proprietors spent the money that 
their descendants (if they had it) would spend on motor­
cars. The Hudsons and the Currans were friends ; and, 
so the legend runs, Emmet and Sarah met oftener at 

the Hermitage than at the Priory, for they 
feared the .terrible eye of Curran. Old people 
still pointjout the places where they walked and 
s a t : the path that runs through our wood to the 
left of the avenue is known as Emmet’s Walk, 
and the pseudo-military building occupied as 
one of our lodges is called Emmet’s Fort. A 

; monument in the wood, beyond the little lake, 
is said to mark the spot where a horse of Sarah 
Curran’s was killed and is buried. I have not 
troubled to verify these minute traditions; I 

ffQsi«hEcurr̂ n:’sTH,oers°!'ave doubt if they are capable of verification. The 
(drawn by Alfred McGioughiin.) main story is true enough. We know that Emmet 
walked under these trees (some of them were already old when with bent 
head he passed beneath their branches up the walk, tapping the ground 
with his cane as was his wont) ; he must often have sat in this room 
where I now sit, and, lifting his eyes, have seen that mountain as I see it 
now (it is Kilmashogue, amid whose bracken he was to couch the night 
the soldiers were in Butterfield House), bathed in a purple haze as a 
yellow wintry sun sets, while Tibradden has grown dark behind it. I 
do not think a house could have a richer memory to treasure, or a school 
a finer inspiration, than that of that quiet figure with its eyes on 
Kilmashogue.

Edward Hudson’s son, William Elliott Hudson, was born in this house 
on August n th , 1796. He lived to be the friend of Davis and Duffy, 
and whenever any good cause they had at heart was endangered for 
want of funds, Hudson’s purse was always open. The Celtic and Ossianic 
Societies found him an unwearying patron. He died in 1857, having a few 
months before his death endowed the Royal Irish Academy with the 
fund for the publication of its still unfinished Irish Dictionary. He 
also left the Academy his library. If ever we have money to spare we 
will place a bust of that good man in one of our halls (the Academy has,
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I think, a marble bust of him by Christopher Moore). It is a strange 
and a symbolic thing that the house in which William Hudson was born 
should after a hundred and fourteen years become the locus of such an 
endeavour as ours, and that his father’s grottoes and woodland cells, 
though they never (as Hudson seems to have hoped posterity might 
believe) resounded to chant of monk or voice of mass-bell, should re-echo 
the Irish war-cries of eighty militant young Gaels who find them 
admirably adapted for defence, in the absence of cannon. Edward 
Hudson, in the eighteenth century, had his eyes on the sixth century, 
but he was building for us in the twentieth. His quarrying had ends 
he did not foresee, and his piled stones have found at last their destined 
use.

One of the Hudsons married James Henthorne Todd, whose place 
is the next to ours on the Dublin side. On the other side of us stretches 
Marlay, through which our stream comes from Glensouthwell and the 
hills. “ Buck ” Whaley’s more modest mansion is beyond the Priory. 
They were noble homes, those eighteenth-century mansions of Co. Dublin. 
An aroma as of high courtesy and rich living, sometimes passing 
into the riotous, still adheres to them. The Bossi mantelpieces, the 
great spaces of hall, the old gardens, with their fountains and sun dials, 
carefully walled in from the wilderness, all this has a certain homely 
stateliness, a certain artificiality if you will, not very Irish, yet expressive 
of a very definite phase in Irish, or Anglo-Irish, history. In such 
mansions as these lived those 
who ruled Ireland; in such 
mansions as these lived those 
who sold Ireland.

A prayer for Edward Hud­
son who made this home for 
us. A prayer for him for the 
spaciousness of soul which, while 
he was sufficiently the creature 
of his day to wall his inner 
garden with walls as straight and 
square as ever eighteenth-centurj' 
formalist loved, prompted him 
to fling his outer walls now
n p n r  n n w  f a r  nn h i l l  and down -SQOIL EANNA: Where the River comes innear, now iar, up mu a ilU  u u m i  {drawn by Alfred McGloughlin).
dale, so as to include within
their verge not only the long straggling wood, and the .our wide 
fields, but a winding strip of mountain glen with a rushing
stream at its bottom. Perhaps I ought to say that I am not.
really sure that it was Hudson who built these walls : indeed
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wails were here half a century before his time ; but there is a 
fashion at Sgoil Eanna of attributing everything, ancient and modem, 
to Edward Hudson, who has become a sort of local equivalent of the 
Roman guide’s Michelangelo. “  ’Tis wonderful the life a bit of water 
gives to a place,” said my predecessor’s gardener when conducting me

on my first tour over the Hermitage. The 
stream makes three leaps within our 
grounds, and over each cascade thus 
formed a bridge has been thrown. When 
the river is in spate, as now, I hear the 
roar of the nearest cascade, a quarter- 
of-a-mile off, at night from my bedroom. 
It reminds me of the life out there in the 
woods, in the grass, in the river. And 
in truth I don’t think more of wild life can 
be crowded into fifty acres anywhere 
else so near Dublin. It is not merely that 
the familiar birds of Irish woods and gar- 

I dens seem to swarm here in numbers that 
' I do not remember to have seen paralleled 

elsewhere, but that the shyer creatures of 
the mountains and hidden places abide 
with us or come down often to visit us, 
as if they felt at home here. With a 
smothered cry a partridge or a snipe will 
sometimes rise from your feet in the 

wood; when you come through the fields on some wide place of 
the stream you will not seldom surprise a heron rising on slow 
wings and drifting lazily away ; often a coot will plash in the water. 
But the glory of our stream is its kingfishers. You catch athwart 
the current, between the steep wooded banks, a quiver of blue, a 
blue strange and exotic amid the sober greys and browns ; then 
another and another, sometimes as many as five at a time, like so many 
quivering blue flames. We are all under geasa to cherish the rare, beauti­
ful creature that has made our stream its home. There are fiercer and 
stronger fishers that haunt the stream too. Once or twice I have seen the 
lithe eager form of an otter gliding behind the sallies where the stream 
cuts deep. I think it is partly to that freebooter we owe it that the 
trout are not as numerous now as they were of yore. Yet we will not 
intervene between him and the fish * let them fight on their old war, 
instinct against instinct. Sometimes rabbits come out and gambol 
under the trees in the evening ; and they are happy, in the foolish way 
of rabbits, till one of the river rats wants his supper. So day and 
night there is red murder in the greenwood and in every greenwood 
in the world. It is murder and death that make possible the terrible

S G O IL  E A N N A : A n Old B r id g e
on th e  S tr e a m  (d ra w n  b y  A lfred  
M c G lo u g h lin .

14

beautiful thing we call physical life. Life springs from death, life lives 
on death. Why do we loathe worms and vultures ? We all batten on 
dead things, even as they do, only we, like most of our fellow-creatures, 
kill on purpose to eat, whereas they eat what has been killed without 
reference to them. All of which would be very terrible were death 
really an evil thing. . . . The otter and the river rats had made me 
forget the gentle squirrels. They share our trees with the birds, and 
try in vain to teach them (and us) their providence. A flying hurley 
ball has no terrors for them, and sometimes they disport in the chestnut 
tree in the playfield even while a hurling match is in progress. They have 
a distant outpost beyond the walls. Often I see one running across 
the road from the Priory woods to ours. Long may their little colony 
flourish.

If our boys observe their fellow-citizens of the grass and woods and 
water as wisely and as lovingly as they should, I think they will learn 
much. That was one of my hopes in bringing them here from the suburbs. 
Every education must be said to fail which does not bring to the child 
two things, an inspiration and a certain hardening. Inspiration will 
come from the hero-stories of the world and especially of his own 
people ; from the associations of the school place ; from the humanity 
and great-heartedness of the teacher; from religion, humbly and 
reverently taught, humbly and reverently accepted, if it be really a 
spiritual religion and not a mere formula. In proportion as they bring 
such inspiration schools fulfil well the first part of their task. But they 
have more to do than this.

No dream is more foolish than the dream of some sentimentalists 
that the reign of force is past, or passing ; that the world’s ancient law 
of unending strife has been repealed ; that henceforward the first duty 
of every man is to be dapper. If I say that it is still the first duty of 
every man to be good, I shall be accused of being trite ; but I am not 
more sure of the rightness of this than I am that it is the second duty of 
everv man to be strong. We want again the starkness of the antique 
world. There will be battles, silent and terrible, or loud and catastrophic, 
while the earth and the heavens last; and woe to him who flinches when 
his enemy compasses him about, for to him alone damnation is due. If this is 
true, it is of the uttermost importance that we should train every child to 
be an efficient soldier, efficient to fight, when need is, his own, his 
people’s, and the world’s battles, spiritual and temporal. And the 
old Ossianic definition of efficiency holds good: ‘ ‘ Strength in our
hands, truth on our lips, and purity in our hearts.”

“ Strength in our hands.” Our boys at Sgoil Eanna (and our girls at 
Sgoil Ide) have been seeking and gaining strength in their hands and
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all that strength of hand connotes (for the Ossianic storyteller meant 
the phrase to cover much) in many places and by divers ways, but 
chiefly on their playing fields and by wielding their camans. My salient 
recollection of last year will always be of a sunny hurling field and the 
rush of our players up i t ; of the admiration of the onlookers to see 
such light boyish figures, looking whiter and slighter in their white 
jerseys and knickers than they really were, pitted against young men, yet 
going into the field so nonchalantly ; of the deep cheer often repeated as 
their opponents piled up points ; of Maurice Fraher, grand in defence, 
rallying a losing field; of the battle-cry “ Sgoil Eanna ” ringing out in clear 
boyish voices as Eamonn Bulfin received the ball from Vincent through 
Fred O’Doherty; of breathless suspense at a passage of miraculous 
passing between Eamonn Bulfin, Brendan O’Toole, and Frank Burke, 
back and forward, forward and back, all the world wondering ; of Jerome 
Cronin standing ready, a slight figure, collected and watchful; of Burke, 
daring as Cuchulainn (whom he resembles too in his size and in his darkness), 
outwitting or prostrating some towering full-back ; of a quick pass to 
Jerome Cronin, Jerome’s lightning leap, his swift swinging stroke, and 
the ball singing into the goal as the heavens rang to the shout of ‘ ‘ Sgoil 
Eanna ! ” Some such rally as this (it was like Cuchulainn’s battle-fury 
when Laegh reviled him) brought us absolute victory or changed rout 
into honourable defeat on many a hurling and football field last year. 
We fought our way through the season, winning the leadership and 
medals in the Juvenile Hurling League and losing them in Minor 
Hurling and Football only in the finals.

This year we have called into existence (or rather Dr. Doody has 
called into existence on our behalf) a Leinster Inter-College Championship 
in Hurling and Football, which will further stimulate Sgoil Eanna to 
excel at its chosen games. And I am seeing to it that all our lads learn 
to shoot, to fence, to march, to box, to wrestle, and to swim. I hope 
that the other schools and colleges will follow us here, too. Every day 
I feel more certain that the hardening of her boys and young men is 
the work of the moment for Ireland.

The National University is at work, and Irish is part of its essential 
basis of study. The banner of Sgoil Eanna has been carried proudly 
into it by Denis Gwynn. At the examination in October for Entrance 
Scholarships at University College, Dublin, he won the first of the 
Classical Scholarships (£50), fighting, like our hurlers, a boy against 
men. His subjects were Greek, Latin, and Irish. This of course is the 
highest academic distinction open to any pupil of a secondary school 
in Ireland. We may do memorable things in the years that are to 
come, but nothing more memorable, nothing more gallant, than this 
achievement of Denis Gwynn’s in the first year of the National University.
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Frank Connolly, Joseph Fegan, and William Bradley have also 
matriculated, so that something of our soldier spirit will soon be surging 
through Irish student-life outside these walls.

We sent forward some of our boys for the Intermediate last year, 
deviating from our maxims so far as to devote some weeks towards 
the end of the year to translating Irish and French texts into English. 
In the issue, John Dowling won an Exhibition in the Modern Literary 
Course of the Junior Grade, qualified for a Prize in the Science Course, 
and won a Composition Prize in Irish. If we had concentrated on 
Intermediate work and adopted Intermediate methods I have no doubt 
we should have done even better. But we have not concentrated on 
Intermediate work, and have no intention of doing so ; and as for 
methods, it is for the Intermediate Board to adopt ours, not for us to 
adopt theirs. In this coming year we shall use the Intermediate even 
more sparingly, convinced that our boys will be the gainers.

If we had been believers in luck we should never have left Cullenswood 
House, seeing that we achieved there last year the highest academic 
distinction and also the highest athletic distinction achievable by a 
secondary school in Ireland. Whatever tradition of success clings 
around the place our boys magnanimously bequeath to their sisters 
and little brothers who now sit in their old classrooms and play m 
their old field. Of these newcomers in Cullenswood House little can 
be written here, for they have yet their history to make. When I go 
to see them I find them full of a great eagerness to attempt something, 
to accomplish something, if need be, to suffer something. I think that 
is the right spirit in which to begin the making of history.

When our boys returned to Cullenswood House last January, 
after their Christmas Vacation, I had to convey to them a New Year 
greeting from a dead comrade. Robert Ryan had been with us since 
our earliest months. He left us on October n th ,— it was the day that 
Dr. Hyde visited us, and poor Bob’s last answer to the familiar Sgoil 
Eanna summons was to hear An Craoibhin speak in our Study Hall. 
Afterwards, as I stood with Dr. Hyde in the Gymnasium, he came to 
me to say good-bye. For two months we heard tidings of him, now 
hopeful, now despondent, from those who watched in his western 
home. On the last night of 1909 he died. After he was dead came 
his message to us, with a gift for the School leader whom he had 
loved. There is nothing in the setting free from its prison of so beautiful 
a spirit as his at which anyone should repine : as well repine  ̂when a 
fair forest bird is restored to liberty from a barred cage.  ̂ I think God 
makes some delicate souls for Himself only, and that in infinite tenderness 
He stretches out His hands to them before the world’s woe has appalled
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them, as a father takes a sensitive child in his arms lest the evening 
dark affright it.

Bob Ryan’s affection for Sgoil Eanna was very moving. To it, 
directly or indirectly, we owe half-a-dozen of last year’s and this year’s 
pupils. Loyalty to places, to persons, was in him an instinct. He was 
full of little plans for the future of the School, full of little contrivances 
for perfecting its organisation. Serious beyond his thirteen years, he 
was yet not an “ indoor ” boy : gay and brave in the hurling' field, he 
was a daring horseman, and, indeed, an accident in the Jumping 
Competition at the Dublin Horse Show of 1909 was the remote cause 
of his death.

It was to Eamonn Bulfin Bob Ryan sent his last gift. Very soon 
after, Eamonn himself was struck by a nearer sorrow. When the 
knightly spirit of our School Captain’s father passed away in February, 
the greatest grief next to that of his own household was surely Sgoil 
Eanna’s. He had been with us and had spoken at our Distribution of 
Prizes a few months previously, and we had felt as we stood erect under 
the spell of his character that the heroes were not all dead.

It seems a far cry now back to our plays of February last on the 
little stage at Cullenswood House, and their subsequent performance 
m the Abbey Theatre. Mr. Colum’s dramatisation of one of the high 
tragedies of the Gael, “ The Destruction of Da Derga’s Hostel,” was in the 
mood of great antique art, the mood of Egyptian sculpture and dan direach 
verse, solemn, uplifting, serenely sad like the vigil of those high 
ones who watch with pitying but unrelenting eyes the awful dooms 
and dolours of men. It is a great privilege to be allowed to publish it in 
this number of A n  M a c a o m h . The other play, my dramatisation of 
my own “ Iosagan,” owed whatever beauty it had, a beauty altogether 
of interpretation, to the young actors who played it ;  and they did 
bring into it something of the beauty of their own fresh lives, the 
beauty of boyhood, the beauty of childhood. I fear we shall find it 
difficult in the future to achieve anything finer in acting than was 
achieved by Sorley MacGarvey, Eamonn Bulfin, Desmond O’Ryan 
and Denis Gwynn in “  The Destruction of the Hostel,” and by Patrick 
Conroy and the whole group of children in “  Iosagan.” And an almost 
higher achievement was the vast solemnity, the-remote mysteriousness, put 
into the chant of the Three Red Pipers by Fred O’Doherty, John Dowling, 
and Milo MacGarry. We performed the plays three times in our theatre 
during February. In April we repeated them at the Abbey with Dr. 
Hyde’s “  An Naomh ar Iarraidh ” and Mr. O’Grady’s “  The Coming 
of Fionn.” b

We brought the year to a close by going down to Cuchulainn’s 
country and performing the Cuchulainn Pageant' at the Castlebellingham
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Feis. I think that was the most spacious day in all our two years since 
we had come together to Sgoil Eanna. I shall remember long the 
march of the boys round the field in their heroic gear, with their spears, 
their swords, their hounds, their horses ; the sun shining on comely fair 
heads and straight sturdy bare limbs ; the buoyant sense of youth 
and life and strength that was there. There was another march with 
our pipers and banner to the station ; and then a march home through 
the lamplit streets of Dublin. It was our last march to the old Sgoil 
Eanna. We have a larger school now, in a worthier place; but the 
old place and the faces in that march (for some who marched that night 
have never since answered a rally of Sgoil Eanna and never will again 
as schoolboys) are often in my mind ; and sometimes I wonder whether, 
if ever I need them for any great service, they will rally, as many of 
them have promised to do, from wherever they may be, holding faith 
to the inspiration and the tradition I have tried to give them.

p A >o ru v ic  mAC p iA U A is .



Interior.
The little moths are creeping 

Across the cottage pane :
On the floor the chickens gather,

They make talk and complain.

And she sits by the fire
Who has reared so many men ;

Her voice is low as the chickens’
With the things she says again.

“ The sons that come back do be restless, 
They search for the thing to say,

Then they take thought like the swallows, 
And the morrow brings them away.

“  In the old old times upon Innish,
The fields were lucky and bright,

And if you lay down you’d be covered,
By the grass of one soft night.”

Padraic Colum.
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C A if tn e A ftC A  C a c a .
B ’chAppmA bA rheAfA p e ’ n beAtcpom Agup p e ’n AnpopbAnn p o  hmipeAp 

Afi gAePeAbAib be ciAti Aimpipe, An P it  uAbAtp Agup An nAipe po  gAib ia p  pA 
n-A rnbunAP Agup pA n-A pceAngAm pem. t)A mop An ruAipbip Agup An aonoipg 
a beiteip p ’aou CmeAP, ACc bA peACt meAfA po jAePeAbAib e ’nA o ’Aon ppeAm 
eite ; mAp gup PAome uaC u p Cauauu peiPm nA CipeACc mApA mbionn a mopPAib 
Agup a meAnmA uaU aC P a geo pn Aril Ap An gcmneAriiAmc Agup ’gA mbpopcugAP 
Cum a nputpACc no CAiteArft Agup a noiCeAbb po  PCAUAm. CpAt ip 
pCiPip beo a pAP “ Tout est perdu, fors l’honneur ” ip lonncAoib iap  ; a Cc nnAip 
CAiUceAp cbu a n-omig Agup a mopPAib pCm ApcA pCm, ni peicpeAp lonncA 
aCc cmeAP neim-dpeACcAC meAtcA pppiunnbAite, ia p  50 bAg gAn coppmge gAn 
lAppACc 1 n-umAp nA UAimbCipe. tli coip p a  PeApgAib pm bpig beAg po PPAnArh 
p ’em-niP p a  bAigeAP p a  mbAmeAnn be pcAro Agup be UuAbAp AppAiPe Ap 
5C1111P. 1p be a 5 ptnne CuipeAp 1 n-CipeAbc copAp iombAn nA gcAibroeAbc 
Agup ua n-AipPeAn po bponn T)ia Aip ; ip 6 Aip ip peApp bulge peo ’nA bAn- 
rhumigm po  belt Ag pum e Ap pCm Agup bApAtriAib bAppArfiAib bAroip Aige Ap 
a CotiiACcAib— Abe cup 50 ceAnn pe beApcAib gnim beip An mbApArhAib pm. tli 
bugA ip piop po  CmeAP ’n i  po  Pume ; Agup ni ciocpAiP An cuAipim pm p o  
gAePeAbAib no go mbeiP An mopPAib AppAiPe aca Ap a pmnpeApAib Agup Ap 
gAC bunAP o’n Ap piobpuigeAPAp; go nAC mbCiP gAppun no geApp-boPAC pe’n 
cpeAn-ptub nAC mbCrP bAn-eobAp Aige pA gAC Pigm c Agup ceAnnAp pCirne, pA 
gAC nop Agup gAC puAiCeAncAp, pAp bAm be bO CeAbbAig 1 neACPpuim no be 
biO nuAipc t)peipne, be bO SvnbbeAbAm no be tru e  CApptAig no be bO rriAoibpiAm, be bO gAbbCobAip no bO t)A0igibb, ’peAP, Agup ni pAgAim gAn AipeAm 
geApAbCAig Agup pAopAig Agup pAppAig UuaP a no cmCAb Ap b it eibe, oip 
ip iap bi go niAit go rmmc 1 n-Atri An gAbACAip.

Pi a Ceob pem Ag gAC cmeAP. A g  bAmc be cuppAib CogAiP a puprnop. An 
gnAp CfeAPnA Ag nA bApPAib p o  Cmp buAiPpeAP Ap buCc ionAiP p igte S apaua, 
ip e po  CbeACcmg nA piobAipi po  bi bionrhAp Agup CipeACcAC 1 n-AgAiP ua 
njAbb ; Agup b’C nop C, Ag cuniAP a npAm pem, Ag mobAp nA n-UAipbe, Agup 
cmn gAC cmip. CA a bAn p e ’n pibtPeACc up, a Cc ip beAg acA AgAmn Pe’n Ceob, 
no bAP Cipce a pAP, nib AgAmn aCc bpupgAp An Ceoib u p , Agup ip peACAip a 
pnAPniAP be Ceibe Ap An nuAp.

Tiuine Ap b it pe-ACAp beAbAp hiAim ^t'ACCAUAigbii 1Tl6ptuibe, beAt. 181-6, CipiP 
pe cputArrmAp PAmgeAn Ap tAbACc nA bpiobAipi, 1 bion nA bpAppun po ctupeAP 
AmaC beip An TtiAgAbCAp Poib. Cia An pAC Ap teApcuig nA pAppum po uaca ? 
T)e bApp An Pbige po pmneAP 1 n-A gcommb coipg An App-Cewi po  bi ac.a 1 
gcuppAib CaCa , Agup a nPbut-bAmc be pCim Agup be cAib tbopPAbAC gAC cimP. 
1p pupA An nip Ce-ApnA p ’peicpmc 1 n Abb Am pA bAtAip Agup 1 gcAtAib 
AbbAnACA Aipm g'Ap An a.
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A g  po im’ ThaiT) ceot cogAm cS it 
bpeACAt) aii tA e 
An CjurnitnujA'd 
{To up An ntiAip tAgAnn An CeAnn Cmm 1 
ITlAippeAit m All 
ITlAippeAit CAfgAro 
An lonnpAme 
SppeACAA 1 tunc An Oa c a  
Cum a  a  5  SodpAm 
bulge nA Jpdme Tatoo
RAbAtl teAt-UAip ponfi •omncAf 
1 gcAiteAm nA ppom ne . .

Com mg 1 nAtbAin 

SupAdAn 
CutAd Apt)

tACAip pAitce Tilic Com 11 id 
An Cuitpionn 
CAipceAt DtinAin 
CAtAp p6iA 
Cac cSpdm 
CurhA rhic Commfi 
SiubAt Ctomn ’ Commc 
CeAnn Opoidm Atam n 
Cac g tm n SiATiAit 
Cac Stdibe An cSiopA

Agup peAdAp An mem peo cA pAitce p p  ConiApAd Agup Cum a  CAdumr 
Thic Coinmd An Agup cum eite nAd iAt>.

1p pottup, Adc eotAp t>o dup Ap tieAtb Agup Ap •OdAUAm piobAipeAdu 
AtbAn, nAd bpuit 1 n-Ap 501110 jigs A5tip reels Adc bpupgAp ‘ piobAipeAdcA’ ; ij 
teip nAd bpuit 1 5CUTO Aipite •010b a c c  pomn t>eiprd piob-p>uipc 615m, ah; 
CpAnntnAt no An CpAnntuAc AmAb. p« ip c ItlAippeAtA ip eAt> cum  eite Aca 
A5 up poppAm no pAitci no cunriAi ip eAt> cum  t>e nA bAtfipAnAib a c A 50 coicdeAtni 
A5Amn.

.An deAO turnip e ite o e ’n ThACAOItl, mA’p ptAn beo tnimn 50 teip, cuippeAf 
ipceAd teA5An piobAipeAdcA Ap nA popcAib peo teAnAp :—

1. ITlAippeAit CpiAui boipriie.
2 . ITlAippeAit O Ait 5CAip (An botAp 0  C uaiiI 50 CpAigti).
3 . An "pitteAt) o p n e  $ A t t  (0  bp iAm ).
4. ITlAippeAit tli TlonnAbAm ('peAO An 1otAip).
5. ITlAippeAit Hi SC11 tteAbAm Ttloip (Seo jig coicdeAnn 50 5CAncAp pAimdi|' 

615m teip 1 mbdAptA “ There was an ould woman tossed up in a blanket.” 
Adc c a  An peAn-Amm ceApc A5 nA gAetntgeoiprb “  ITlAippeAit tli SuitteAbAm,” 
A5tip nA poctA po teAnAp :—

Tie beAtA-pA, Tie beAtA-pA, Tie beAtA-pA, ’h i SuitteAbAm,
Tie beAtA-pA a  bAite, ’ t l i  SuitteAbAm Ttloip,

■ Tie beACA-pA a  bAite, a  rtiApcAig cAp pAite
Tie beAtA-pA ’p 00 pLAmc’ , ’tli SuitteAbAm Thdip.

1p tdip d’n mem pm gupAb e  TAU.ce Hi SuitteAbAm Thdip a c a  Ann ; nil 
mp An “ mAippeAit”  Adc gtuAipeAdc dApgArd t>eiprd An puipc. ’Sd teA5Aii 
ip peApp a c a  te  pAgAit Aip po ’nA An teAgAn a c a  1 teAbAp p'eApgtnp t>e Rdipce 
1 buimneAd CuAOrrmriiAn.

6. ITlAippeAit AtApopium Thdip Tilic CottA C10CA15 Tilic TloitmAitt. (piob- 
pope pAOA eite : c a  pAnnA dAgpAifitA tie  1 ngAd Aic. An teA5An ip lomtAme 
•00 donnAic md 50 pditt, c a  pd 1 teAbAp An Rdipcig).

7. ITlAippeAit tli ConAitt (CtupeA-d AtfipAn motCA TlottmAitt itldip tli 
ConAitt “  1 nib KAtAd ciAp,”  teip An bponn po Agup pop “  Up with the Green 
Flag.” )

a 8. ThAippeAit Thic CApptAig (“ The Lady in the Boat ’ ctigcAp Aip go
tiumc 1 mbdAptA).

9. ITlAippeAit Thic ConmApA.
10. ITlAippeAit tli Aidip.
IX. ITlAippeAit tli TlonnAdAtlA An jteAnnA (“ Cdim An $LeAnnA.” )

(ppit nA cpi cmn t>eiprd po porhAmn, mAitte te teAgAn Ap ITlAippeAit tli 
porimAitt Agup Ap “  pMpe ! pAipe ”  teip An bpAopAd o peAn-piobAipe tutteAnn 
1 lounoAm o e  mtunncip Aidip. C a piAt> te  pAgAit 1 teAbAp An R oip ag.)

12. ITlAippeAit tli T)orimAitt.
13. TDAippAit A oP a TttiAm.

| 1 14. ITlAippeAit CeAgAm An CiomAip.
15. ThAippeAit ©ogAin RiiArd tli Tlditt. 
x6. ITlAippeAit RtiAiOpi tli ItlopOA.
17. ITlAippeAit Thic CionnAeiC (Coittce gtApA An CpmgA).
18. ITlAippeAit lilic cStubne (lAnAic.
19. CpninmugA-d nA ngteann.
20. ITlAippeAit An cSAippeAtAig.
21. ITlAippeAit An CAipcin CpiAttAig.
22. ThAippeAit nA bpAopAd (ptdApACA u a  gtm ne.)

CdAnAnn Ameipteip 0  SpAOA cpAdc, 1 pdAttipAO nA OApA c.o-oa oe 
“ CdptugeAdc PiApmA’OA Agup jpA m ne,”  Ap ITlAippeAit tli SiiitLeAbAin go 
biACopinm (1602).

CA “  ITlAippeAit Thig tim ip ”  ciop Ag An SeoigeAd 1 n-A CntiApAdc itloip 
Ccoit gAeOeAtAig, Adc nit mp An bponn po Adc mAippeAit digm AtbAnAd nocA 
Ap nocA, nAd mop, mA’p ceApc ip ctumm tiom.

1 n-A bpAppAO po cA a tAn “  cuitiA ”  no “  CAomeAO ”  Adc cpAdcpAp optA 
pm 11 Aip eite.

CA, pop, nA pw pc peo teAnAp Ann Adc ni piop cia teip iat> :—  
pAipe ! pAipe !
■ pAttAmg Ap pAttAmg no “  An pAttrungin TTluimneAd.”
An ReitceAnn heAnAbAd ( ib  RAtAd ?)

I - i p  Ape Am pA SgitdAO (TilAippeAit OAt gCAip. b eip  Seoippe ITlAg ptAnndA’dA 
nAd pAib mp An Aimn peo Adc teAp-Amm An pip eng ■ oo’n deotcoip d).

Cat An R uaiT).
tlntup 158. Cum I. Complete Petrie Collection, 
tliriup 487. 
tlniup 295.
pAgpAmuro put) map acA pd. 
ptAmdAt) 1T1 t’lge 60, -put.

5 io b tA b R i$ T ie  0  caCa h i .
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A Poet Patriot
His songs were a little phrase 

Of eternal song,
Drowned in the harping of lays 

More loud and long.

His deed was a single word,
Called out alone

In the night when no echo stirred 
To laughter or moan.

But his songs new souls shall thrill, 
The loud harps dumb,

And his deed shall have echoes still 
When the dawn is come.

T h o m a s  M a c D o n a g h .
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The Destruction of the Hostel
A DRAMATISATION OF THE SAGA “ THE DESTRUCTION OF

DA DERGA’S HOSTEL.”

CHARACTERS:
LOMNA DRUTH 'I foster-brothers to
FERROGAIN Conaire, High
FERGOBAR J King of Ireland.
INGCEL, a British outlaw.
MAINE HONEYMOUTH, son of Medb of Connacht.
CONALL CERNACH
CORMAC CONDLOINGEAS, 

son of Conchobar
BRICRIU of the Evil Tongue )
Mac  CECHT, the King’s Champion.
NI-FRI-FLAITH, the King’s little son.
THE THREE RED PIPERS FROM THE ELF-MOUNDS.

Scene : a place near the sea.

TABLEAU
A crowd of men, massed together, are looking intently out to 

sea. They are the outlaws from the British ships. One of the men 
is standing on the stump of a great tree. They perceive a signal. 
A lighted torch is handed to the man on the tree stump. He 
makes an answering signal with the torch. The men begin to arm 
hastily. Having armed they go off left. The man on the tree 
stump stands for a while. He goes off left.

The Banner of the Britons— a redIDragon on a white ground—- 
is displayed back right. Lomna Druth is standing down from 
right. He is bare-headed and unarmed. Ferrogain, his brother, 
enters from left and goes to him.

Heroes of 
the

Red Branch.
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LOMNA DRUTH, FERROGAIN.

FERROGAIN
You are unarmed, Lomna Druth.

LOMNA DRUTH
I stand here unarmed, for this is our native land, Ferrogain.

FERROGAIN
Our native land it is. But we are outlaws in our native land, Lomna Druth.

LOMNA DRUTH
Since the ships were turned towards Ireland my sleep has been sad and 

unquiet. This is our native land. We are outlaws in our native land. 
But our outlawry is little to me now. We have come to spoil our 
country. Conaire is King of Ireland. Once we were King Conaire’s 
foster-brothers, and now we have come into Ireland, with outlaws 
of Britain, to waste Conaire’s dominion.

FERROGAIN
It was King Conaire who banished us to the seas.

LOMNA DRUTH
Ours the fault, Ferrogain.

FERROGAIN
Banished from our own country we made league with Ingcel the Briton. 

This was our bond— that he should give us the spoil of Britain, 
and that we in return should give him the spoil of Ireland. ’Tis just.’

LOMNA DRUTH 
’Tis just, but it is woe for us.

FERROGAIN
Our brother Fergobar is steadfast for the raid.

LOMNA DRUTH 
I will take no part in the raid.

FERROGAIN
Our words are pledged to Ingcel.

LOMNA DRUTH
I have thrown my sword into the sea.

(Ingcel enters from left, Ferrogain and Lomna Druth part. Lomna 
Druth goes to the right, Ferrogain down left.)
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LOMNA DRUTH, FERROGAIN, INGCEL.

INGCEL
Companions, remember your bond with me. Remember the raid on 

my country when the King of my land was slain, and remember, too, 
who perished in the King’s house.

FERROGAIN
We remember, Ingcel. Thy father and thy seven brothers perished there.

LOMNA DRUTH
It was in mixed battle and all unwittingly they were slain.

INGCEL
Destruction for destruction I will have. (He comes down). Ferrogain, 

it is given to you that you know every valley, and hill, and mansion, 
in Ireland. Tell me now, what mansion it is where the light of a 
fire comes from the main door and shines through the spokes of 
chariot-wheels ?

FERROGAIN
Surely it is the guest-house that stands On the road to Tara— the guest­

house of Da Derga.
LOMNA DRUTH

A guest-house is sanctuary in every land. ’Tis wrong to sack a guest-house.

INGCEL
Lomna, when we made our oaths we made no reservation as to a guest­

house. Now, Ferrogain. Outside the house are the chariots of a 
great cavalcade. What concourse would be there ?

FERROGAIN
It may be the cavalcade of some sub-King on his way to Tara.

INGCEL
Tara is the place of your High King, is it not ?

FERROGAIN
It is so, O Ingcel.

INGCEL
And the High King— who is he ?

FERROGAIN
Conaire he is named. 1

INGCEL
And ye were fostered with Conaire, the High King ?



FERROGAIN
We were fostered with him.

INGCEL
But Conaire banished ye from your possessions ?

FERROGAIN
It is so, 0  Ingcel.

LOMNA DRUTH (coming to the centre).
It was we who were in the wrong. From the time Conaire assumed the 

Kingship until we disturbed his reign not a cloud veiled the sun 
from the middle of Spring to the middle of Autumn. Not a dew-droj 
fell from the grass till it was past the mid-day, and in thai 
time, from year’s end to year’s end, peace was kept with the wolves 
even. In Conaire’s reign there were the three crowns on Ireland- 
the crown of com-ears, the crown of flowers, the crown of oak-mast, 
and each man deemed the voices of others as melodious as the 
strings of lutes, for law, and good-will, and peace were prevailing.

INGCEL
Lomna Dmth repeats the praise of Conaire’s bard.

FERROGAIN
Alas, it was we who broke the peace. Pride and wilfulness possessed us, 

and we went reiving through Ireland. We plundered a poor mail 
each year— the same poor man each year for three years— and this 
out of wilfulness, to see what the King would do to us.

LOMNA DRUTH
And when all complained the King said “ Let every father slay his own 

son, but let my foster brothers be spared.” But at last he withdrew! 
his protection from us. Then, rather than we should be slain, lit 
banished us into Alba. On the seas we met thee, O Ingcel, and we 
made our league with thee.

INGCEL
Thy voice breaks, 0  Lomna.

LOMNA DRUTH
For the sake of this great King who has kept the peace, no destruction 

should be wreaked.
INGCEL

Clouds of weakness overcome thee. Here is the one we sent to spy. 1 
What news from the Hostel, Maine Honeymouth ?

(Maine enters from right, Lomna Druth goes down from left, Ferrogain! 
goes left centre, Ingcel goes down from right.)
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LOMNA DRUTH, FERROGAIN, INGCEL, MAINE HONEYMOUTH.

MAINE
Great is the prey, my chief. There are seventeen chariots lofty and 

beautiful, with steeds small-headed and broad-chested, each steed 
with a bridle of red enamel. There are grey spears over the chariots, 
and those on guard have ivory-hilted swords by their sides and silver 
shields above their elbows.

INGCEL
Of what likeness are the champions within doors ?

MAINE
Two of the champions I have seen before. One is a man of noble 

countenance with clear and sparkling eyes, a face broad above and 
narrow below. He has golden hair and a proper fillet around it. 
There is a brooch of silver in his mantle, and in his hand a gold- 
hilted sword. His shield has five golden circles upon it.

INGCEL
Who is the champion, Ferrogain ?

FERROGAIN (going towards INGCEL)
Easy for me to say who he is. He is Conchobar’s son, Cormac Condloingeas, 

the best hero behind a shield in the land of Ireland. Never will he 
go with life from the defence of his lord, whoever that lord may be.

LOMNA DRUTH
0  Royal brother, may it not be thou !

INGCEL
What other champions are in the Hostel ?

MAINE
One is there who is the fairest of Ireland’s heroes. Blue as a hyacinth are 

his eyes, dark as a stag-beetle are his brows. His spear is thick as the 
chariot’s outer yoke. His is the blood-red shield, with rivets of 
white bronze between plates of gold.

FERROGAIN
Well do the men of Ireland know that shield. They have given it a 

famous name. The man is Conall Cernach. Never will he go with 
life from the defence of his lord, whoever that lord may be who is with 
him to-night.

(LOMNA DRUTH makes a gesture of dread).
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INGCEL
What other champions are in the Hostel ?

MAINE
There is one whose like I have never seen. He is a man with a strong anc 

fear-inspiring countenance. The shaft of his lance is the weight of 
a plough yoke. He has a wooden shield covered with plates of iron. 
Upright in his hand is a spear, whose iron point is blood-red ant 
dripping.

INGCEL
Who is this champion ?

FERROGAIN
Well do I know him. He is Mac Cecht. May his lord not be with him 

to-night !
INGCEL

And his lord— who is his lord ?

outside the scabbard and a man in front of the house could see by 
the light of the blade.

(LOMNA DRUTH covers his face with his mantle).

FERROGAIN
Easy to say who that man is. He is the most splendid, noble, and 

beautiful King that , has come into the whole world, and he is the 
mildest and gentlest in it. There is no defect in the man whether in 
form, shape, or vesture, wisdom, skill, or eloquence, knowledge, 
valour, or kindred. He is the over-king of all Ireland. He is 
Conaire the son of Eterscel.

LOMNA DRUTH
He is our foster-brother.
(FERGOBAR comes from left. He carries a lighted torch in his hand.)

FERROGAIN

FERROGAIN
Mac Cecht is wont to serve Conaire the King.

INGCEL
Speak— whom else did you see ?

MAINE
One sat upon a couch and a juggler played before him. I marked the 

juggler well. The shame of baldness is upon him. White as mountain 
cotton is each hair that grows out of his head. He had three shields, 
three swords, and three apples of gold, and each was rising and 
falling past the other like bees on a day of beauty. And as I looked 
the things in the air uttered a cry and fell down on the floor.

LOMNA DRUTH
He is the juggler of King Conaire.

FERROGAIN
Until to-night his juggling never failed him.

INGCEL
Describe him who sat upon the couch.

MAINE
Of all forms I ever beheld, his is the most beautiful. The colour of his 

hair is like the sheen of smelted gold. The mantle around him is 
even as the mist on a May day. Diverse are the hue and semblance 
each moment shown upon it. A hand’s breadth of his sword was

0  Fergobar, the King of Tara is in the Hostel. Maine has seen him in the
Hostel.

LOMNA DRUTH
Woe to him who shall wreak the destruction ! Woe to him who shall 

put Conaire under the hand of a foe !

FERGOBAR
He took from me what were my sire’s and grandsire’s gifts to me—  

Freedom, Plunder, and Rapine.

FERROGAIN.
Better the triumph of saving him than the triumph of slaying him.

FERGOBAR.
Me he never loved. Let him abide by the chance that has brought him 

into the Hostel. (He throws, the torch down.) Speak, Maine, and 
7say whom else you saw.
"  MAINE

1 saw a small freckled lad in a purple cloak, one who had the manners of
a maiden, and who was taken from bosom to bosom.

FERROGAIN
The King’s little son. Oh, for the sake of that tender lad refrain from 

the destruction.
INGCEL

There is nothing that will come to me in the place of the father and the 
seven brothers to whom ye brought destruction. There is nothing 
I cannot endure henceforward.
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FERGOBAR
Unless the earth break under us the destruction shall be wrought. 

Neither old men nor historians shall declare I quitted the destruction 
until I accomplished it.

LOMNA DRUTH (coming forward)
Ye cannot take the Hostel. Neither Cormac nor Conall will quit his 

lord, and as for Mac Cecht he will triumph over your hundreds. 
When he shall chance to come upon ye out of the house, as numerous 
as hailstones, and grass upon a green, and stars of Heaven, will be 
your cloven heads and skulls. And as for Conaire, though great is 
his tenderness, great is his fury and courage when awakened. He 
alone would hold the Hostel until help would reach it.

FERGOBAR
111 luck has brought him to the Hostel.

MAINE
Beside Strength and Beauty I saw other sights within the Hostel— sights 

that would put fear on those that are within.

What else, O Maine ?
FERGOBAR

MAINE
I beheld a man who had only one eye, one foot, and one hand, 

a squealing pig at the fire.
He held

FERGOBAR.
He is Fer Caille, the swine-herd of Bodb Derg from the Elf-mounds. 

Ruin has been wrought at every feast at which he has been present. 
Say what else you saw ?

MAINE
A woman stood by the door-posts of the house casting the evil eye on 

the King. Her cloak was soiled and smelt of damp earth. Great 
loathing was on the company at the sight of that woman. “  It is 
a prohibition with me,” said the King, “ to let such as thou amongst 
my company.” She forced her way into the Hostel and cast her 
mantle down on the ground. “  To night,” she said, “  the King will 
stay with me.”

FERGOBAR
It is the ill-luck of Conaire come into the Hostel.

INGCEL
What further thing did you see ?
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MAINE
I saw three pipers who were all in red. Their mantles and their hoods 

were red. And their steeds in front of the Hostel had bridles of red.

FERGOBAR
Easy it is to know who these three are. They are from the Elf-mounds 

and they bring destruction to the King. Only after the death of 
Conaire can they return to the Elf-mounds.

INGCEL
Omens and portents are with us. Rouse up, then, ye champions, and 

get to the Hostel.
LOMNA DRUTH

Not to you the loss which will be caused by this destruction. You will 
carry off the head of a King of a foreign land and you will escape.

(INGCEL goes off left.)
FERGOBAR

I will give my band orders to go.
(He goes after Ingcel. Maine begins to arm himself.)

LOMNA DRUTH, FERROGAIN, MAINE HONEYMOUTH.
LOMNA DRUTH

Woe to him who goes 1 Woe to him with whom he goes 1 Wretched 
are they who go, wretched are they to whom they go ! The 
Destruction of the Hostel, the waste of Tara, the breaking of the 
sovereignty of Ireland !

FERGOBAR
0  Maine, son of Medb of Connacht, will you too go to this destruction ?

MAINE
Great will be the spoil and I would bring some of it to Connacht.

LOMNA DRUTH
Is the death of the King of Tara nothing to you, Maine Honeymouth ?

MAINE
Tara is far from Cruachain.
(The outlaws come on in a crowd. They arm themselves from a heap 

of arms back right. They go off shouting “  Ingcel,” “  The Hostel,” 
“  The Hostel,” “  Ingcel.” Maine Honeymouth goes with them. 
Ingcel and Fergobar cross. Fergobar takes up the Banner of the 
Britons. Ingcel makes a motion with his sword. Fergobar goes 
off right carrying the standard. Ingcel goes after him.)
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LOMNA DRUTH, FERROGAIN 
(The Music of Pipes is heard.)

FERROGAIN
What music is that ?

LOMNA DRUTH 
It is unlike earthly music.

FERROGAIN
It is the music of the pipers who go with King Conaire.

LOMNA DRUTH
The music of the Three Red Pipers from the Elf-mounds, 

what will you do ?
Brother,

FERROGAIN
Unarmed I will dash into the Hostel and my head shall fall before the 

King.
LOMNA DRUTH

I will go down to the sea and I will let the waves overwhelm me.
(Lomna goes out left and Ferrogain goes out right. The music continues. 

It comes from different direction. The first of the Red Pipers 
enters from right.)

THE TH REE RED PIPERS.
FIRST PIPER (chanting)

Great the story ! A Hostel bums ! A generous King perishes ! Soon 
shall we ride the horses of Donn Tetscorach, soon shall we ride to 
the Elf-mounds.

(The Second Piper enters.)

i s t  PIPER
What are the tidings, brother ?

2ND PIPER
Great the tidings. Through ancient enchantments a company of nine 

has yielded. Soon shall we ride the horses of Donn Tetscorach, ; 
soon shall we ride back to the Elf-mounds.

(The Third Piper enters.)

i s t  PIPER
What are the signs ?

3RD PIPER
Great the signs. Destruction of life, sating of ravens, feeding of crows, 

strife of slaughter, wetting of sword-edge, shields with broken bosses 
in hours before sunrise.
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i s t  PIPE R
A hero with nine comrades sallied forth from the Hostel. I went before 

them and played the music of the pipes, and them I led from battle 
and defence.

2 ND PIPER
Another rose and sallied forth with his companions, but I played the 

bewildering music and led him away.

3RD PIPER
I played such music that the horses broke from the chariots and spread 

confusion around.
(Outside one calls “  Cormac Condloingeas ” ) 

i s t  PIPER
The horses of Donn Tetscorach await us.

2 ND PIPER
Come, brother.

3rd PIPER
Far is the place to which we ride to-night.

(The three Pipers go off left.)
(The cry is heard “  Cormac, Cormac Condloingeas.” Conall Cemach 

enters. He has a broken spear. He calls again “ Cormac 
Condloingeas.”  The cry is heard “ Conall Cemach.” Cormac enters.)

CORMAC-
Conall, is the King safe ?

CONALL
I found myself on the strand and no one with me.

CORMAC
There have been enchantments to-night, but no enchantment will draw 

me from the defence of my lord.
(They turn to the Hostel.)

Look.

The Hostel is on fire.

Let us go towards the King. 

One comes this way.

CONALL

CORMAC

CONALL

CORMAC
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Who is he ?
CONALL

CORMAC
’ Tis Bricriu, the satirest.

(BRICRIU enters from right.)

BRICRIU
Good are ye, ye champions of Ulster.

CONALL
What of the King, O Bricriu ?

BRICRIU
The King is slain, and the Hostel is burning, but ye are here in safety.

I
CORMAC

swear to you that it was enchantments led us from the defence of the 
King.

BRICRIU
Show me your shield arm, Cormac.

(Cormac shows his arm.)

BRICRIU
This arm is mangled, maimed, and pierced.

CONALL (showing his wounds).
These wounds are not white, old satirest. Still, more can be endured. 

We will fall upon the marauders and wreak vengeance on them.

BRICRIU
The dawn is coming on the seas, and I see the fleet of the foreigners lifting 

sails to the wind. The Destruction is accomplished. The sovereignty I 
of Tara is broken and the shame of the men of Ireland will be j) 
perpetuated.

(MAINE enters.)
MAINE

Champions, ye will not slay me. I am of the reivers, but it is I who 
know the full story of the Destruction of Da Derga’s Hostel.

CORMAC
We give you security, Maine. Relate to us how the King died.
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MAINE
I will tell how the reivers prevailed against those who were outside the 

House. Then Conall Cemach came forth with nine companions 
and a Piper in red went before them. He made the circuit of the 
House, going through the reivers as the hawk goes through the 
small birds. He passed through the ranks and he did not return. 
Then Cormac Condloingeas came forth, and with him also there was 
a Piper in red. As the ship goes through the waves this champion 
went through the reivers. He broke the ranks, and he did not 
return. Then the man of the Hostel, Da Derga himself, armed 
his house-folk and came forth. Great and strong was the fight 
they made, but they were overpowered by the fierceness of Ingcel’s 
onslaught. Then issued from the house a band terrible to the reivers, 
a band of men whose dress was of rough hair, who had girdles of 
oxhide and who were armed with flails, each flail having chains of 
iron triple-twisted. They were the giants taken by Cuchulainn 
at the beleaguerment of Faldal. They went through the reivers, 
their savage eyes shining through cow’s hair. But Ingcel called out 
to them and made terms with them and drew them to his own 
side. It was then that the head of Ferrogain was flung into the 
Hostel. The King wept over it. He called in his champion and 
put his little son in charge of Mac Cecht. Then he armed his harpers 
and jugglers and cup-bearers, and with the last of the Red Pipers 
he went out of the hostel. Good was the fight the King of Ireland 
made, but a harper cried out that the people of the Elf-mounds 
were against the King, because the King’s father had torn up the 
Elf-mounds in his search for the Queen who had been brought from 
the world. Then the harper made sad music, the music of defeat. 
The giants turned against the King’s company— all perished—  
the sword of a reiver cut off the head of the King.

(They stand with heads bowed; a cry is heard).

Who calls ?
CORMAC 

THE VOICE
Mac Cecht, the Champion of the King.

CORMAC
What do you bring, Mac Cecht ?

THE VOICE
The son of the King of Ireland.
(Mac Cecht comes from right carrying the child in his arms.)
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MAC CECHT
I lift up the child and I hold him with his face towards Tara. O Royal 

Child, may’st thou grow in strength so that all strength may flow 
towards thee !

(They strike their shields and cry out " T h e  King of Ireland’s son.” )

(THE SCENE CLOSES.)

N O T E .
“ The D estruction  of D a D erga’s H ostel ” was p u t in to  this form  for the  boys of 

St. Enda’s School. I t  is a  dram atic  arrangem ent of th e  saga “ The D estruction  of D a  D erga’s H ostel.” Conaire, K ing of Ireland, was fostered w ith  the  grandsons of Donn 
Desa, and “ w hatever m eal was prepared for him, th e  four of them  would go to  it. . . . T he sam e ra im en t and  arm our an d  colour of horses had  th e  four.” W hen he was given th e  K ingship certain  prohibitions were placed on Conaire, one of th e  prohibitions being 
th a t  no rap ine should be w rought in his reign. The grandsons of D onn D esa took to m arauding, an d  thieved from  a  m an every year for th ree  years. F inally  th ey  were seized and  brought to  T ara. To avoid condem ning them  to  death , th e  K ing banished them  to 
th e  seas. The outlaws m e t Ingcel, a  m an banished o u t of B rita in , and m ade an  alliance w ith  him . The confederates raided B rita in  and in  th e  raid  Ingcel’s fa ther an d  seven brothers were slain. Ingcel claim ed th e  spoil of Ire land  as a  recompense.

Now Conaire had  gone in to  Thom ond to  settle  a  quarrel between two chiefs, 
thereby  breaking one of his prohibitions. On th e  re tu rn  to  Tara, o ther prohibitions were broken, and  Conaire’s cavalcade journeyed tow ards th e  H ostel of D a Derga, ill-omened figures going w ith  them . In  th e  m eantim e th e  p irates had landed, and  Ingcel claimed 
th e  spoil of the  H ostel as his due. A spy  was sen t to  the  H ostel. Two of the  foster- brothers, Ferrogain and Lom na D ruth , were lo th  to  a ttack , b u t F ergobar an d  Ingcel were 
s tead fast for th e  raid . The a tta c k  was made, th e  H ostel was b u rn t, an d  th e  K ing of T ara slain.

The place where th e  outlaws landed was F u irb the, th e  M errion S tran d  of to-day. 
The H ostel was s itua ted  on th e  Dodder, p robably  near th e  presen t D onnybrook Bridge. The da te  was ab o u t th e  tim e of O ur Lord. •

The d ram atic  version is based on th e  transla tion  by  W hitley  Stokes, published in  th e  Revue Celtique, Vol. 22. In  m any of th e  speeches th e  ac tu a l words of the  saga as 
transla ted  b y  Stokes have been used. Som ething has also been tak en  from  Ferguson’s fine poem  “  Conary.”

P a d r a t c  C o l u m .
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For Plays in Irish: A Suggestion.
I believe that it would be better for Ireland and for the Irish 

language if instead of the Gaelic League as it is, we had a different thing, 
a folk movement in the Gaedhealtacht, a movement coming from the I 
West eastward, not an organisation with the official institutions of a 
political propagandist society, with its capital the capital of the Pale, j 
It would, no doubt, be better still to have both things, the folk movement 
and the League, but there is little chance of that. I do not think that 
my criticism or the criticism of others will now make the Gaelic League | 
reform itself, and set about work in a different way, yet my criticism 
is not factious, as it would be if I thought that nothing might possibly 
come of it. The workers in the Gaelic League do the work to their 
hand; but they do little to foster the growth of a new literature in Irish. 
Most of us agree that if modem Irish had a fine literature,— fine poetry, j 
fine drama,— very many who are not now seriously affected by the 
propagandist appeals to them to learn Irish would do so, not because 
it has patriotic claims or grammatical or philological claims, but in j 
order to read and know Irish literature, as they leam Italian to read 
Dante and Carducci, or German to read Goethe and Heine,— as some - 1 
have learned the languages of Mistral and Ibsen to read and understand 
those masters at their true best. Mr. George Moore has said that if he 
had learned Irish, the language would probably now be saved, as he ; 
might have written such masterpieces in Irish as readers in this and ; 
other countries could not neglect to study in their original versions. 
Even with knowledge of Mr. Moore’s work, and with the example of . 
Mistral before me, I am not certain that alone he could have done all 
that, but his idea is a right idea. If a language has a good literature, it 
is certain to be recognised and to have students. Now the Gaelic League ; 
does little to foster the production of such a literature ; it tries to do 
much, but fails. In the circumstances it could not but fail. Since I 
have been interested in Irish I have come to see the possibility of truth 
in Gray’s line about a “ mute inglorious Milton.” I had learned to 
believe that as all men now have as much chance of acquiring the ; 
culture from which literature comes as Bums had, and as some of the 
ancient writers had, genius would out. There are no rales for genius, 
but still there is force in that thought of Gray’s, a force that weakens 
the argument in which I believed. Bums had behind him all the
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tradition of Lowland Scottish literature, freshened by acquaintance with 
Shakespeare and the great writers in English, which is really the same 
language. So with the ancients in their different age— I will not now 
labour the points of difference. But the people of the Gaedhealtacht 
have no models except the out-worn verse-forms of the later Irish poets, 
and such English literature as comes their way. In Ireland at present 
the model should be the drama, and the Gaelic League could, I believe, 
by giving dramatic models to young Irish writers, do more even towards 
making Irish attractive to English speakers and foreigners, than by 
giving many prizes at the Oireachtas for all sorts of essays and stories 
and plays. This would be doing the work indirectly, no doubt, but 
would be the better way in the long run. It is on the authority of 
Mr. W. B. Yeats that I propose drama as the right form to foster. 
Writing in Samhain in 1904, Mr. Yeats said : “  There are two kinds of 
poetry, and they are co-mingled in all the greatest works. When the 
tide of life sinks low there are pictures, as in the ‘ Ode to a Grecian 
Urn,’ and in Virgil at the plucking of the Golden Bough. The pictures 
make us sorrowful. We share the poet’s separation from what he 
describes. It is life in the mirror, and our desire for it is as the desire 
of the lost souls for God. But when Lucifer stands among his friends, 
when Villon sings his dead ladies to so gallant a rhythm, when Timon 
makes his epitaph, we feel no sorrow, for life herself has made one of 
her eternal gestures, has called up into our hearts her energy that is 
eternal delight. In Ireland, where the tide of life is rising, we turn, not 
to picture making but to the imagination of personality— to drama, 
gesture.”

The new Gaelic literature must have its centre in the drama. The 
drama may be a graft on the Gaelic tree, but that tree is all but barren 
now, and we want new fruit. In order to found and to foster a new 
Gaelic literature it is necessary to teach young writers what the drama 
is. One cannot, with all the good will and all the good money in the 
world, produce literature to order, but one can lay down canons of 
criticism, one can strive to keep the way clear for the coming of a good 
thing by correcting false impressions, and— which is more to the point 
in this matter— one can set up good models and display them, when the 
models are at hand and the pedestals empty.

Canons of criticism are not brain-spun and merely theoretic; 
they are, or should be, drawn from masterpieces. There are certain 
qualities in all true art, in all fine poetry, in all good drama. Writers 
of plays in Irish want to produce dramas of a certain kind— very 
distinctively Irish, very characteristic in the right sense, but still of 
the same kind as certain plays in other languages,— to take the example 
nearest home, as certain plays about Ireland written in English. They 
want to produce such dramas, but they have not studied the models 
which have been followed by the writers of the plays in English. They
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have done little or nothing towards mastering their craft, and they 
have failed in their endeavour.

The pedestals on which models may be set are empty. Judging 
from all but one of the plays sent in for the Oireachtas in 1910, the 
authors have no conception of what a play is. It is unfortunate that the 
one exception, which was the work of a man who does understand the 
craft, and was in its way admirable, was of a cosmopolitan description, 
not at all so Gaelic in character as several plays written in English. 
The others were for the most part stories or essays written in the form 
of dialogues or catechisms. They had no dramatic sequence or balance. 
There is such a thing as stage-craft. The dramatist must learn his 
craft as a dramatist over and above his craft as a writer, and before 
he begins he must have in him the makings of a dramatist and a 
conception of dramatic art. I believe that the people to whom we must 
look to produce a new Irish literature are young people of the 
Gaedhealtacht, not people who have lost their Gaelic edge in the Pale. 
I believe that there are enough young Gaelic writers of dramatic talent 
to make the beginnings of a distinguished dramatic literature in Irish. 
The difficulty is to make them master the craft. I hope soon in this 
review or another to analyse the technique of some good plays. Here 
I put on record a suggestion to the Gaelic League or to some Gaelic 
Leaguers.

If a small company of Irish-speaking actors were sent to take four 
or five very good one-act plays from village to village in the most Irish­
speaking districts, I am quite sure that within a year we should have 
the beginning of a good Gaelic dramatic literature. The visits of the 
Abbey Company to Cork and other places have had immediate results ; 
visits of a Gaelic company to the Gaelic districts would bring far better 
results. For plays to be sent on tour I would suggest translations of the 
most Irish pieces produced at the Abbey,— Synge’s “ Riders to the 
Sea,” Mr. Yeats’s “  Kathleen Ni Houlihan,” Lady Gregory’s “  Rising 
of the Moon ” and “ The Workhouse Ward,” and one serious comedy. 
I recommend these translations from English because I know of no 
plays in Irish so well constructed and so well written. I do not think 
that a group of Gaelic Leaguers from Dublin or elsewhere, going down 
to some villages in holiday time, would achieve the object I propose. 
The actors should be well trained and should form a professional 
company, playing again and again in each village. A sum of money 
corresponding to the salary of one organiser, along with the money at 
present spent on Oireachtas prizes, would go far towards financing 
the company for the first year.

A folk movement in the Gaedhealtacht would certainly have given 
us a distinctive literature : now I think this touring company is the best 
thing to fall back upon.

T homas MacDonagh.
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plti’beACc SAO Tnlse ha tiAttoAtl.
Cap ifnpue no gAeOeAlAib nA tMnbAn beAgAn n ’pLmeACc “  Tir nam 

beann, nan gleann, is nan gaisgidh ”  no LCigeAn Agup no pgpunugAn Ap 
uAipib. (3 Aimpip Ttlbpnuib auaLL 50 n c i An LA m w u ip longAncAC Ap pAn 
An mCAn AtfipAn Agup nAncA no pgpiobAn 1 ngAetnLg nA bAlbAn. Cum 
aca cpAdCAp Ap CogAO, euro aca Ap AiLneACc nA cipe, Agup euro ACA Ag 
bAmc be ce o l nA bpiop. IllaiLie  Leo peo, ua neApc ArnpAn w a Aa , Agup n il 
ceopA Le n-A bpuiL n ’AriipAnAib gpAAA. t>’pCroip nAC bpuiL An jjAeAiLg corn 
bmn nA Corn LiomtA Le n-Ap gcuro pern, ACc ip cm nce go bpuiL pi bpiogrriAp 
pumneArfiAil, Agnp go bpoipeAnn pi go mAit no popgAib caCa Agup pcpi. 
UA nA uiApbpAunA Cbrii piop-bpbnAC cpuACAncA ip acA Le pAgAiL 1 n-Aon 
ceAngAm, Agup 1 ncACA Le hAmpAnAib moLcA AiceAnn, niopb’ peroip a 
pApugAn 1 ngioLL Ap AeipeACc nA jA e ’Oilge acA lonncA.

1 ncopAC nA bobcrriAA bAoipe nCAg no rhAip ALApn a ip TTIa c  ’DorhnAiLL, no 
AlApnAip rriAc ltlAigipcip ALApnAip mAp beipeAn nA nAome Aip. SAigimurp 
Leip An ppiunnpA SbApLAp no bi Ann. t)i pb 1 n-A oipigeAC mp An Apm no 
tporo 1 n-AgAm Cumberland, ACc nA rheAn nA nneApnA p6 Le n-A CLAiAeArft 
Ag cpeApgAipc jALLApoc, bA riib ’nA pm a  nneApnA pb Le n-A Cum nAncA Ag 
pppeAgAn nA 11 gAeOeAL Cum cponA. t)i Apn-rheAp Ag “  UeApLAC Og ”  Aip. 
CmCAl Tyrtaeus no bi Ann. Cum p£ mopAn piLrbeACcA Ag moLAn nA SciubApcAC. 
Seo mAp CAn pb Ap teACc Cun nA cipe n o ’n •ppionnpA :

ttloC ’pA mAmin a ’ p  mi nupgAn 
’S  mop mo punnn a ’ p  mo CeoL-gAipe ;
O’n a CuaLa mi ’m ppionnpA,
Uig ’n no nutAiC CLAnn-TtAonAiLL.

O’n a CuaLa mi ’m PpionnpA 
C ig ’n no nutAiC CLAnn TtAonAiLL 
5 pAinne muLAiC gAC pig tu  
SLAn go ’m piLL tupA, a UeApLAiC.

5 pAinne muLLAiC gAC pig CO 
SLAn go ’m piLL tupA, a teApLAiC ;
’S  Ann CA ’n £iop-puiL gAn cpuAiLLeAn,
Annp a ’ gpuAm ip mbp nAipe.

’S  Ann CA ’n piop-ftuL gAn cpuAiLLeAn,
Annp a ’ gpuAm ip mbp nAipe ; 
tTlAp pi bAppACn nA buAipLe,
’ 5  6T 15  neAg-nAnup.

Cap Cip bpipeAn CuiLonoip pgAp nA gAetiiL Call Agup 1 bpup mp nA 
gLeAnncAib Ag ceiCeAn poim nA SApAnACAib. t i ’eigm n o ’n ppionnpA pern
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■ out 1 0  pot Ad 1 gcuApAib ip 1 g co ittc ib  50 p c i gup dipig teip dAtoP Ap bdpp 
tum ge ahohh bum ua ppAmnce. CaiU. Ati bunAP 5 Ae'C|e'd Â<:: A 5CU1P udCAig 
Ap imteAdc •06. Cuip AtApPAip 1T1ac T)oriniAitt a beAHHAdc teip mAp peo :

A  Ttluipe, pmn CA Ap Ap ceApAP !
A p  Pi-dditle pm n gAn CAit ;
CeAptAd S n u b  Ape niAc Rig SdAmup,
A bi 11A dlgeAH ATlTlf gAd C A f ;
Jup bd pm A pmn Ap tdipeAp 
gup  bd ’p pdAPAp t)A g u ’m pAg,
Sirm h a  Pdig gAn Aipm, gAn broeAP,
■ pAtt) 111 Ainm T)d ; A dc dig, a  gpAP.

Ap mite beAHHAdPA p ’P iaiP,
’S  T)ia  t)0 t>’ gte igeA p Aurip gAd aic  ; 
m u ip  a ’p  c ip  a  b e lt  dotfi pdiP P m c 
R l’ u p tiA ig gdAp teAC pdm  op App ;
’S  gd t)0 pgAp mi-popcun PdApAd 
Smn o deite, ’p cdAm po’u bAp,
A c c  popATO ptAti teAC, a  true pig SdAmup 
Sug rno deitte, t i g  gAn dAipp. ■

C a mbp-dinp tod Agup AbAnn 1 nAtbAm. Ap ah CAoib PiAp 50 
bAicpiP c a  riA cdATtCA oileAri Amuig mp ati pAippge gAipb. Ap fiocAip 50 
pAit> Ap tftumncip ah lAptAip ■ out ipceAd Ap ha boiteAHAib 50 ihihic, duipeAPAp 
eotAp IHAlt Ap bAPOipeAdC. t)A1HeAHH CU1P tie HA tlArnpAHAlt) tdl. 1p 6 AH 
t)ipt1HH AH pUP ip pUTOe *OAp PgpioO AtApPAlp. ClfldAt bA1P t)ipt1HH. t)A te  
ClgeApHA CtAHH RAOHAItt AH tUptlHH. 1 AppAHH AH plte pAC 6 C)1A Ulptl I

g o ’ul beAHHUIg T)1A tOHg CtAHH RAOHAItt,
A  CCAO tA  DO dUAlP Ap pA1t ’ ,
6 pern a ’ p  a  cp e m -p ip  gA  cAiceArii,
CpeAH A CtlAlt) CAp HIAlteAp CAid ; 
g o ’m beAHHuig ah  Co-t)iA HAorh,
A h 1UHpA1p AH A lt HAH p p eip , 
g u ’ n pgUAbCA gA p b td C  HA HlApA,
’ 5 Ap CAppulHH 50 CAtAt) pelt),
A tA 1p  A CpUCUlg AH p A ippge !

’S  gAd gAoc a peroeAp Ap gAd Aipp, 
t)eAHHU1g Ap dAOt-bApe ’p Ap gAlpglP 

’S  cum i pern ’pA gAppAiP ptAn.
A  Thic, beAHHuig pern Ap u-Adt>Aip 

Ap punt, Ap beipceiH , A gup  p ciu ip ,
’ S gA d *0 p01Hip CA CpodCA p ’ Ap epAHHAlb 

S Coip g o  CAtAt) pin t e  p ’lu it .
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beAHHuig Ap pAdt)AH *p Ap ptAC,
Ap CpA1 H H ’p Ap CA0t)A1b gO tb ip  

Ap pCAP a ’ p  Ap CAppAIHg dUH pAttAIH 
S ha te ig -pe  HAp CApAm betro.

A h SpiopAP tlAom biot) Ap Ap pciuip,
SeotAp 6  ’n c-iu it a biop beApc ;

’ S  eot d o  gAd tong-popc po’n gpdm 
CitgeAmtiTO pmn pdm po beAdc

AHHplH 1AppAHH pd beAHHAdC Ap A gCUTO Apm 1

5 0  m beAH Huig T)ia  Ap ctAiPeAH ,
’S Ap tAHHAH ppAIHHCeAd gCAp gtAp,

’S Ap tuipideAH cpomA m AitteAd,
PlAd geApp-ce te pAobAp cA ip ;

Ap tAHHAH CpuApAd, ’p Ap gOppATO,
’S Ap pglOtAH AH-PeAtbAd PUAtAd ; 

b e A H H u i g  gAc opmAdP go biomtAH,
tA  Ap Ap n-iom dup ’ p Ap cp iop-guA ite .

Cdip pd Ap AgAiP mAp pin Ag bpopcugAp ha  H-iompArhAiPte :

SAtAib Am Ad cteAdAH pigne, 
tiAC-tom corrmApT),

RAltlAH miH-tUHHAdA PeAtbAd,
SocAip dAPcpom.

Annpin tAbpAHH pd te  gAd bAPPip Ap te i t ,  .1. te ip  ah peAp-pgoipe, te ip  ah 
peAp-beAipce, Agup te  peAp ha  poupA d, ic . ,  ic . ,  Adc ca ha  ceAcpAifmA po- 
pAPA te  CAbAipc AHHpo. 1p bpeAg ah $ A e P itg  aca  iHp ah  “  b iptiHH  ”  peo. 
H it AOH AHipAp HAd pA1b AH CeAHgA Ap A dOHIAipte pdlH Ag AtApPAip.

Pa h  Am po duip ha  SApAHAig P t ig e  1 bpdiPm Ag lAppAiP Ap ha 
jAePeAtAib cup puAp p e  b e lt  Ag CAiteAtn ah bpeACAin A gup ah p itt iP  b ig. 
Tliop tugA te  buHAp ha  gAePeAtCAdcA ah pioc m p ah cpArnpAP ’ hA ha  bpipci 
po CAiteAm. CA ah m dip pm ion cu igC e Ap a  n-AbpAnn AtAppAip pA PCAoib p e ’ n 
bpeAcAn UAttAd :

Tld ah cto  pub, 
b o  ah ctd-pub, 
b d  ah ctd-pub,

b ’peApp ah bpeAcAn.

b ’ peApp tiom bpeAcAn t lA ttA d
Urn mo guAitteAH ’p a Cup pom’ AdtAip
bA  gep ge ibm n cOca ,
t le ’ ti d to  ip peApp t i g  a  SApumn
Piop-dUtAlP AH CpA1g1PeAp,
’S HeAm-gtoiceit te  udc ha cAipmeAdc ;
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*S 010CA6 ’ fAtl APbAtip tu  
]?o fpA nntAib riAm piob  ’ p tiAtu bpACAb 
t&  pmn fA  cpeAn-nAoiip  
A t)A pmn po Am ah a c c a  
Am peAppAtniAn ’ p An m n a n n ,
’S  An Ap pigeAtAOP, 6a cb io  tAgAP.

T)o rhAip p ile  e ite  1 n-CAppa - £ AePeAt te  Im n AtApoAip tfltc lilAigipcip 
PApb’ Amm T)onnCA‘6 IIIa c  at* tSAOip, no “ ’OonnbAP tlAn nA n Amp An ”  mAp 
gtA oP tA oi Aip. 1p obcpAC An m610 AiiipAn p o  6«m ’OonnbAP. ‘OeipteAp haC 
pAib p6 LA Ap p g o it piAtfi Agtip nA6 bpbAPpAP pb teAbAp v o  IbgeAP x>i 
bpuigeAP pb op nA cptnnne Aip. A 6 c  mAp pm pern, bi coniine lim it cum  Aipe 
Agup Aon ptvo •oo Co At a pb 6 nA peAn-PAomib 60111561$ pb 5peim Aip 50 oti 
LA A bAip. O iop  p6 1 gcorrmAiPe A5 CAipteAt nA Pcpm bA A5 lApgAipeAbc no 
A5 pgAoiteAP te  n-A $unnA niiAip 61 pb 65. t)i pb 1 n-A fA i$ ioiu ip  cAm Att aCc 
ni po-rhAit a  p ’ eip ig te ip  m p An Apm ; bioP p6 1 PcbLAnfi “  A5 pfeAnArfi bbAppAt 
ip a ’ ceApcugAP c e o it ”  nuAip Oa  beApc o b  b e lt  Ap gApPA 116 a $ uttrfm gAP bit) 
pA CAmpA. A 6 c  ip copAtnAit $up beA5 a  b’ pui teip  b e lt  a$ cpoip  Ap pon Rioj 
SeoppA. t) ’peApp te ip  b e lt  Ap An CAOib a pAib pupmbp ha ngAePeAl, 
T)ALca  AtApPAip Ttlic Oorhn ALL pm ne pe Atrip An 1 pcA oib  peA6c ah 6a-oai j, 
Seo ceAtpAtiiA o e :

A ’p b 6mp pm n p«Ap nA bpiospAn (bpipci)
5 «p neArft-rheipneAriiAit tm n  a ’ c u t A it  u n
’gAp ceAnnAp um nA biop5AmiAn
g u p  cp io b tb iP eA 6  tm n  umAmn i a p

C a p  pAOP pm n b e it  puigbA p tA C
0  6Ao6Ait Ap c u tA it pmn
C a p  Aicm6 pmn a ’ 661 te
1_a  p e ite  no cpumneAbAiP.

CaiC ‘OouuCaP  CAm Att p a  pAO$At 1 n o O1 t e e  tipAio-ALbAon mAp a  bpmt 
PA a ic  bpeAg, .1. 5 te A im  Ap a  octtgCAp Coipe CeAtAi6 (= c e o )  Agup cnoc a  bpml 
tlem n  ’OopAm mAp Ainm Aip. t)i a u -p u iL Aige m p nA bAiteA6Aib peo. R1 title 
pe p a  PAn CAigce Ag a  m otAp. A p  pAgAit nA rip e pm p o , p ’ pAg p6 pUi* aj 
tlem n "OupAm :

ceAt) ■ oemeAnnAC riAm OeAiin.

t)A m e m p 6  1 m tlem n 'OopAm 
’S  nA c6ip 6a  pAb me Am-eotA6 

CunnA1 me gteAnncAm
’S nA beAnncAi6eAn a  b ’ A itn e  pom ; 

t)’e pm  An p eA ttA P  A oibm n
t le i t  Ag im teACc Ap nA p tb ib a b  

tluAip bioP a ’ gprnn Ag 6ipige 
’S bioP nA peig a ’ tAngAnAi6.
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t)A  m 6 m p e  pAn AonA6
’S  bi pmAomceAn mbp Ap m’Aipe-pA 

11A6 pAb An tU6C-$A01t A b’ A bAipt 
t le i t  a ’ pm bAt pApAi6 mAp pmm Ann 

’ S  a  tlem n , ip beAg a fAO it m e 
50  npeAnAP ipe cAobtA ;

O tA  i Anoip pA 6AoipiC
’S Ann to g  An pAogAt CAp ApAtn

1Tlo fAopAiP teip  nA ppiteAn,
O’ p miopbAitceAC nA beAnnAn i a p , 

t e  biotAp tiAme a ’ p  piop-inpg,
O eo6 HApAt plotfiAb 6eAnAtCA,

11a btApAn a tA  ppipeit,
’S  nA pApAiCeAn tA  tiomtiAp,

O’p a ic  ’a  te ig  m e Piom i a p , 
g o  b p ^ t mo rh ite  beA nnA 6c le o .

ZA a  tAn pocAt contiti$eA6 1 n-upAto Ag ^AePeAtAib A tbA n nA6 bptnt 
coicteAnncA 1 bpnp, a 6c  tAipip pm, ip beAg pippiPeA6c a c a  ip ip  An p a  
6AnAriiAmc. CA p u t  nA CAinnce mAp An gcbAOnA. t)A p tfiAit p o  b’ piu p o  
$<tePitgeoipib nA cipe peo beAgAn pcAioeApA p o  peAnAm  Ap An “  Ghaidhilg.” 
6 aP 6eApc popcA go  mbeAp P tut-6A ippeA p ipip  gAePeAtAib 5A6 cipe mp 
An Cput ip g« p b ’ peApp a  tiocpA P Leo a  PueAngA Agup a  nopAnnA p o  pAbAit 
6’n $AUPAbAp.

[RmneAp An ticpm gA P  p ’A tpugA p beAgAn m p nA pAncAib'pomAm te  n-A 
nobAnArh niop p o -tm g te .]

6A11101111 11A CtlAtAI t.
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Dawn Music.
When in the forenoon of the year

The dawn comes over the ridge of the earth 
I hear glad music faint and clear,

Singing day’s birth.

Its dear delight thrills the dawn through 
With melody like a strange lay 

Of country birds and morning dew,
And of the May.

I love to hear the first cock crow,
And then the twitter in the eaves,

To gaze upon the world below 
Through green rose-leaves ;

And see the white mist melt away,
And watch the sleepless sheep come out 

Under the trees that hear all day 
One cuckoo’s shout.

The happy music faint and clear 
Is not of these or of the earth,

Though in the forenoon of the year 
It brings day’s birth.

Though its delight thrills the dawn through 
With melody like an old lay 

Of country birds and morning dew,
And of the May.

Thomas MacDonagh.
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StiACfpeAjie Do CA11115 50 heipirm.
An p i e . — An p c u j  pib pA neApA piArfi Corn pwpipce Agup acA p£ JjAePHs 

•00 Cup Ap ati piltPeACc ip pontine Agup ip cpu/iPe Ap noriiAn ?
An t)oC.Aipe.— U p o e - ^ A e A it j,  ah eA p ?
An p i e . — g A e P ilj  "°e  AmCAl 615m.
An t)obAipe.— tAftAip pompta numn.
An SniorfiATOe.— An nnCAnpAP “  To be or not to be ”  An gno ?
An p i e .— THop bAmeAp cprAil Ap puin piArn, a Cc po lAppACc pAoi Anoip. ACc 

pCAC ! Hi puilim Ap ci piliPeACc no PCAnArh 1 lAtAip. TH p u ll uAim 
ACc An CumACc CoicCeAnn rheAbpAC 101-buAPAC aca 1 gcAmnc nA 
jA e P ilg e  no CAipbeAmc nib.

’SeAt) rhwp ’ !— “  To be or not to be ” —
“  f)eic beo no gAn belt beo— pC iP ag An Ceipc tin !

Ciaca ip peAippne peAp gup piu C An c-Amm 
UaI aC nA colnA, ttaI aC An cpAogAil peo ’iomCup, 
piAncA, buApAptA, bpCncA, bpuigce ’ fulA m j;
50 cAlmA cpoPA poiPn eA t;— no n ’Aon ICrm I aotC 
<5ipge AmAC 1 n-AgAiP nA nconncAC cp£An-cuile.”

An gniorriAiPe.— 5 ° rnAit— 50 meApAppA uiaic. ACc cogAp, a tine 6. T)A 
mbeAP SbAcppeApe Annpo Ag-up gA eP ilg  Aige, ni AitneoCAp p£ a Cum 
ptnAomce p£m Ap p ’AipcpmgAP.

An p i e .— t)’peimp e. ACc num e a tnbeAp eolAp Aige Ap “  tlAm lec ”  
Agup eolAp Aige Ap An jA e P ilg , n ’AitneoCAp peipeAn ha pmAomce 
Ap b A ll A jup pm 50 nipeAC An pun aca uaith.

An JnioriiAiPe.— Ca neipim uaC bpuil An ceApc A gA c pA m e m  p m — ACc leAn leAc.
An p i e . — Cuip cii ipceAC opm. Hi peimp 110m leAnrfiAmc n e’ n 51 oca pm. 

CAbAip P ahi lin e  eile.
An boCAipe.— “  There is no art to read the mind’s construction on the face.”
An p i e .— 1p pmpipc pm ’AipcpmgAp.

“  Tlil cfeApn Ap notfiAn a beipeAp curiiACc p o  Pum e 
THeon pum e e ile  a bpeatnugAP 6 n-A AgAiP.” —

An boOAipe.— ptAC Com pAPAlAC Agup cA p6, Ap a pon 50 mbionn 
$A ePilg niop epigrammatique ’nA tiCAplA 50 coicCeAnncA.

An p i e .— TIaC neAm-pApCA acaoi ! tlitleA p g acA P a PC ah Am Aj;Am Anoip.
tiocpAP 110m An CAmnc no geAppAp A jup ua pmAomce no Corfi- 
P I uCaP nA mbeAP Am AgAm Cm je. t i l l  An noig epigrammatique 
Cotfi oipeAmnAC nA l  Cicero peo n ’piliPeACc Aj;up cA no geApp- 
pAnnAib mAp “  An JpuAgAC tlApAl.”

An JniorhAiPe.— 0  ! An JpuAgAC U ApAl! Ap npcng, ni pile mipe, ACc cA 
pomnc bCAppAi nuAp-CeAptA AgAm tCiPeAp leip  An ponn pm. 
AmAimge CpioCnmgCe acA lonncA, a Cc cpemim 50 mbionn niop 
m6 CAipbe 1 n-A IC1CC1P un ’ nA 1 n-Aipcpigtib An porhAm 50 l£ip.

An p i e .— 0  ! molAnn j a C pum e a CtApn pCm. t)i m ill. AgAC 1 pjcorimAiPe mp 
An gpeAnn 1 j;cAmnc Agup ni CAitneAtm a AtAppAC leAc 1 UcpiPeACc.
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An gniotfiAiAe.— 1p piop Am c -pin. Tli tuigim  1 gceApc goro£ An pAt. 1p
longAncAb 1.10m b. 1p mion mime 00 AemeAp mAbcnAtii Aip. 1p
cm nce 50 AtuigeAnn gAb oum e upAro Agup mAiteAp ha cAmnce nb 
ha pgpibne beipeAp gpeAnti Agup p u tt o o ’ ti LAigteoip no o o ’n 
eipcigteoip, Agup mAp pm oe.

An OobAipe.— tie  ! te ig  o e  *00 euro peattpArrmAbCA, a Aume. SgAoit bugAmn 
nA bbAppAi U A .

An gniotfiAiAe.— tYlAit 50 teop— mAit 50 teop, a rfnc 6 . ’O’rnmp gApup An 
pgbAt oaui Agup empeAp pitiOeAbc teip. ’Tloip, n’peAAAp An bpuit 
An ponn 1 gceApc AgAm.

(6  •oo femnm.)

I.
“  0 , bi mipe tA bpeAg ’•out Ap S g o it Oauua 

— ’S opo tionn 0110 buiAe—
A gup CApAO Seominin gpAnnA nA mbp&Ag opm 

— Sopo geApp 00 tA01.

II.
’O’piAppuig OArii pern cb’n Aic pAib mb ’n u t  Ann 

— Sopo tionn nub buiAe—
A gup nubApc 50 pAbAp a’ bogAO Ap pgrnt tiom 

---SOpo geApp AO tA01.

III.
‘ O ! come tell me now what school are you caned at.,’

— Sopo tionn nub buiAe—
‘ 0  ! ip AnnAifi ip gAA An cptAc Ap S g o it Oauua ’

— Sopo geApp no tA oi.

IV.
‘ Arrah! what in the world do you mean by S g o it Cauua ? ’

— Sopo tionn nub buiAe—
‘ Opo pgrnt 6 Ap peApp teip  An $AeOitg ’nA ’n ObAptA 1 

— ’Sopo geApp no tAoi.

V.
TluAip a CuaPaiA pe pern ha bpiAtpA bpeAgtA 

— Sopo fionn nub buiAe—
Opo tu ic  pe 1 bpAnncAnAp piop Ap An beAtAC 

— Sopo geApp AO tA01.

VI.
O ! to g  mipe puAp Ap mo guAitne 50 bApn b 

— Sopb tionn n u b buiAe—
A gup tugAp gAn m oitt 50 S g o it Oauua nA mtlApn 6 

— Sopo geApp -oo tAoi.
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V ll.
‘ 0  pAn 50 pbittin, A rruc, ip teig  plop mb ’

— Sopo tionn nub buiAe—
Opo pteAtfimng a Curo ObAptA 50 gtAn Ap An cp tige uaiA 

— Sopb geApp AO tA01.

VIII.
‘ J’bprouve, mes amis, un’ chos’ merveilleus’ o ! ’

— Sbpo tionn nub buiAe—
‘ HA ip tbAp AAm Anoip gupAb I peo mo tip  AutbAip ’

— Sopo geApp AO tA01.

IX.
‘ tie ! bipc no bAot-CAinnc, a Aume gAn bbitt 6,’

— S6pb tionn nub buiAe—
1 Sure, ni b io n gA n cA b  pm ip cii Ap S g o it Oauua ’

— Sopo geApp AO tA01.

X.
‘ 0 ! sure, je pense que vous avez raison o ! ’

— SOpb tionn o u b  buiAe—■
‘ A be ni tuigim  1 gceApc caa  ip bun teip An pgbAt po ’

— SopO geApp no tAoi.

XI.
‘ 0  ! ip pgbAl cuigpeAp niop poilbipe peApcA ’

— Sopo tionn nub buiAe—-
‘ tluAip bbAp meon nA nAAome ’ a jAeOeAtugAO 50 tApAiA Ann ’ 

— Sopo geApp *oo tAoi.

XII.
’Oume m mu Agup num e 1 mbApAb 

— Sopo tionn nub buiAe—
A gup num ’ eite pop ’AbA’n tA 50 cionn pAite 

— Sopo geApp x>o tAoi.

XIII.
gAeAeAt bpeAg mmu Agup '^AeOeAt bpeAg 1 mbApAC 

— ’SbpO tionn nub buiAe—
A gup 5 Ae* eAL bpeAg eite ’ a Cau LA 50 cionn pAite 

— ’Sopo geApp no tA01.

XIV.
A be Abb gup nbAUAO borh capaiA piop-^AeAeAt nioc 

— SopO tionn nub buiAe—
Opo epeimm gup bAp a tmbpAA SgoU. Oauma A uic 

— S opo geApp T)0 tA0 1.

XV.
A be Anoip o’p AriitAiA gup nbAtiAA piop-§AeAeAt n io t 

— Sop<5 tionn nub buiAe—
Opo epeimm gup pondp a tiubpAiA S go it OAnnA A w e 

— Sopo— pm mo Laoi ! ”
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A Day with the Qauchos.
The sun is getting h o t; the sky is cloudless. The dew is rising 

from the grass under the heat, like steam from a kettle. The sheep 
in the corral are blowing and are beginning to look for shelter from the 
glaring sun.

No sign of life from the Estancia yet. The peons should be up by 
now. The sheep know this. They are looking every now and 
then towards the mud huts where the peons sleep. This time something 
draws their attention. A  door opens and a man comes out, with a bridle 
on his arm, yawning and stretching. He makes his way to where a 
horse is hobbled. He removes the hobbles, puts on the bridle, mounts, 
and rides over to the corral. He hitches his horse to a stake. Another 
man comes out. He too goes over to the corral.

“ Pedro,” he shouts, “  don’t let the sheep out yet. We’ll want one 
for to-day. The dogs finished one last night, confound them.”

“ Bueno Senor, I ’ll catch one and leave it here. Juan will be out 
soon. He can kill it. I have to bring up the horses.”

“ Very well, hurry up now. We have a lot of work to do to-day.” 
He goes back again.

Pedro goes into the corral, and looks over the sheep for a minute 
or two. He selects a fine fat one, catches it, ties its four feet with the 
hobbles, and leaves it there. He then takes down the poles which 
close the entrance. The sheep rush out, pell-mell; jostling, tumbling, 
buck-jumping, out they come, a good thousand of them or more. 
They race for the pasture, and begin to graze ravenously. Pedro
mounts his horse and rides away driving them before him.

A man is approaching the corral. He is a typical Gaucho, short, 
sinewy, well s e t ; elastic rather than strong. A  swarthy complexion, 
black hair, and piercing black eyes. His dress is picturesque. The 
trousers are very loose, in fact at first sight they appear like a skirt. 
A  red cotton sash knotted at the side holds them up. His facon or 
dagger, which he is never without, can be seen projecting below the 
sash at Ins hip. He wears short top boots with enormous spurs which 
clank when he moves. His short tight-fitting jacket sets off his square 
shoulders to advantage. The gaudy handkerchief knotted round his 
neck and the broad-brimmed sombrero pulled over his eyes give him 
that fearless expression which is characteristic of the Gaucho.
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He carries the sheep left by Pedro to the shade near the Estancia, 
where the sheep are always killed. A couple of uprights joined on top 
by a crossbar make an excellent frame for hanging meat. With his 
keen-edged facon he cuts the sheep’s throat and lets it bleed for a while. 
Then with a couple of sharp prods and quick slashes he skins and guts 
it, finally hanging it by the hind legs on the frame.

All the other peons are lolling around in the shade outside the 
meal room. Some, having finished their breakfast, are smoking 
cigarettes. Others are still sucking mate and discussing last night’s 
spree.

“  Where’s Pedro ? ”  says a burly fellow leaning against a tree. 
Not that he cares where he is, but just to show that he is awake and 
sober in spite of all the caena he drank the previous night.

“ He’s gone for the horses,” says a tall lanky individual who seems 
loth to part with his mate gourd, although he has the bottom nearly 
sucked out of it. But he possesses a strong imagination.

“ He’s a long time away. They must be clown at the lagunas ; 
when they get down there it’s not an easy job to get ’em up, I can tell you.’ ’

“  Ugh ! who’d mind you ? ”  says the burly one. “  But listen, here 
they come.”

He is right. A  sound like the rumble of distant thunder, the 
tinkle of the madrina’s bell, and the horses come galloping, kicking, 
neighing, and biting. The madrina first,— she is easily distinguished 
by the bell round her neck. She heads straight for the horse corral. 
The rest follow. Pedro helps them in with well-directed cuts of his whip. 
When they are all in, Pedro, guiding his horse with his knees, sidles him 
up to the gate, then without dismounting closes it.

He rides up to the Estancia. The major-domo meets him.
“ Hello, Pedro,” says he, “  what kept you so long ? ”
“  Beg pardon, Senor, but the wire over Casa Blanca side is cut, and 

the horses were gone to the deuce when I got down there.”
“ Better go and tell somebody to ride down and mend it.”
“  They are all coming now, Senor.”
“ Well, Pedro, go in and get your breakfast. Hurry out again. 

We’ll want you.”
Pedro hurries in to get his breakfast.
“ Gomez and Sancho,” says the major-domo speaking to two peons 

who are passing, “  get a horse each and ride down to Casa Blanca side and 
mend the wires there. You can skin the dead sheep on your way back.”

They catch a horse each and saddle it, and leaping lightly into 
the saddle gallop back along the fresh trail of the horses.

Turning to the rest of the peons who are standing by, the major- 
domo continues, “  We’ll have to tame some of these poltros to-day and 
brand the foals. Have you all got your lassos there, boys ? ”

“  Si, Senor,”  they all answer.
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“  Bueno, in you go ; you can leave your gears outside for the 
present. Look here, Paulo, do you see that bronco over there near 
the madrina ? ”

“  Si, Senor.”
“  I think you may as well catch him. You can help him, Antonio.”
Paulo and Antonio make ready their lassos. Then, their lassos in 

their right hands, twirling them round their heads, they advance 
towards the bronco. First they separate him from the other horses. 
The bronco, not liking the appearance of the two men, tries to regain 
his comrades. But Paulo, judging his distance at a glance, shoots his 
right arm. The long noose swishes through the air and lands under 
the bronco’s hind legs. The moment the lasso touches the ground, 
Paulo, with a quick upward jerk, catches the horse’s legs. The bronco 
tumbles over on his side. Then Antonio, quick as a flash, throws his 
lasso and catches the beast’s forelegs. Two other peons nowr bring a 
saddle and bridle. After a short struggle they manage to put on the 
bridle.

Antonio next removes his lasso from the horse’s forelegs. Paulo 
slackens the. strain on his and loosens one of the hindlegs, still keeping 
the other secure. The bronco gets up and shakes himself. Antonio 
prevents him from biting by holding the bridle securely, and Paulo 
from kicking by keeping the hindleg up off the ground.

The saddle the Gauchos use is altogether different from the European 
saddle. Instead of being in one piece, like the European one, it is in 
several parts.

First they put an ordinary saddle cloth on the horse, a dried 
sheepskin n e x t; then two leather cylinders, about eighteen inches 
long and a couple of inches in diameter, stuffed with horse hair or straw 
and joined at each end by leather thongs. These give the saddle its 
shape. They secure them with a cowhide girth about six inches wide, 
to which the stirrups are attached. They next put on another sheepskin 
softer and woollier than the first, and cover the whole with a fine leather 
cloth. They fasten these by a long narrow girth.

Paulo now cautiously frees the lasso from the beast’s leg. Then 
he advances to mount him. He experiences some difficulty at first, 
but at length succeeds in mounting.

The horse stands perfectly still for a minute. Suddenly he springs 
forward and gallops at top speed for fifty yards, then stops dead in his 
tracks, lowers his head, kicking his heels in the air at the same time.

But Paulo is too well accustomed to this rase to be beaten by it. 
He leans back in the saddle and pulls up the animal’s head. Beaten 
in that passage, the bronco tries another dodge. He circles round, 
plunging and kicking. Paulo sticks to him like a leech. The horse 
makes up his mind to rid himself of the man. He stops circling and 
gallops round and round the corral twisting and writhing himself into
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all sorts of shapes. Paulo is astride him still, sitting as calm as if 
sitting on a chair.

The bronco gathers all his remaining strength for a last effort. 
He rushes away again, suddenly stops, ancl springs straight into the air 
arching his back like a bow. Paulo, half expecting this, throws himself 
forward, saving himself in time. The bronco is tame. He stands stock 
still. Streams of sweat pour down his flanks. Paulo dismounts, and 
removes the saddle and bridle. The horse rejoins his comrades.

The rest of the peons are also busy, some taming poltros, others 
branding foals. Pedro, who is out again, helps to brand. Two peons 
are holding a foal by lassos which catch the fore and hindlegs. Pedro 
heats his brand at a log fire ; when red hot he presses it against the 
foal’s flank. There is a hissing and frizzling sound, a smell of burning 
hair, as the brand touches the animal’s skin. Pedro takes away the 
brand, and there remain two letters, the initials of the owner.

The sun is at its zenith. It glares down with intense fury. E very­
thing shrivels under its fierce rays. The earth is hard and dry. Gaping 
cracks appear in the ground. Not a breeze disturbs the stillness, not 
a breath. It is the Siesta hour.

The peons let the horses out of the corral, and then seek the 
shadiest spot in which to sleep.

Sancho and Antonio are hurrying back. Before them on their 
saddles they have four or five bloody sheepskins. Riding to a wire fence 
before the Estancia they spread them on it. Unsaddling their horses, 
they hobble them under the shade. Then they too lie down to sleep.

The heat is growing less. A  breeze is blowing. Evening is drawing 
near. One by one the peons wake up, and make their way to the meal 
room with their gears under their arms. They leave them outside and 
enter. Five or six of them take the mate gourds which are spread on 
the table, put in some mate (or Paraguayan tea as it is called some­
times), and fill them with boiling water. Each man then produces his 
sucker and drinks his mate, sucking it through the sucker, and eating 
biscuits with it.

When they have had enough, they hand the gourd to other men. 
They finish their meal, and then smoke two or three cigarettes each, 
chatting and joking the while.

The major-domo comes to the door. “  Juan,” he says, “  it ’s time 
to bring up the cows. Pedro, you’d better bring up the sheep too.”

Both men go out and, taking their gears with them, saddle their 
horses.

In half an hour Juan comes back with the cows. Two of the other 
men are waiting for him. As soon as the cows come up they go over 
with their stools and buckets and milk them. When they finish milking 
they bring the milk in to the Estancia. The cows make their way 
back, grazing slowly.
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Pedro now comes up with the sheep. They go into the corral. Pedro 
closes the gate after them, unsaddles his horse and lets him go, then 
goes toward the Estancia.

All the men are sitting round a log fire on skulls of horses and 
cattle. Pedro draws one over and joins them at the fire.

A  side of a sheep is roasting on a spit over the embers. Two 
props support the spit, so that the meat can be turned according as one 
part is roasted. The meat roasted, one of the men lifts the spit and 
sticks it in the ground. Each man cuts a slice of the juicy mutton 
with his facon. No such thing as a fork. If the slice is too big for a 
mouthful, he cuts it again, gripping one end in his teeth and the other 
in his left hand.

The sun is setting. Night is falling,— there is no twilight on the 
Pampas. The prairie dogs and foxes leave their lairs in search of food. 
Their bark is heard from time to time. An owl flits in and out through 
the tall eucalyptus trees, uttering her weird cry at intervals. A  bat, 
attracted by the fire, flies down and hovers over it and then flutters 
away again.

The meal finished, the men smoke a couple of cigarettes, play a few 
games of cards or dice, and then retire to rest.

E a m o n n  B u l f i n .

The cars run rattling down the hill,
As up the hill walk I ;

And they go fast, and faster still 
The moon goes in the sky ;—

And yet ’tis I go fastest till 
The day I stop and die.

Thomas MacDonagh.

56

"Ua h  T ) 6 .

A n cpA t bi tltpOiD A5 w ite A te  Ap a tpAnnAib curhAtCA te  D pot- 
gnioriiAptAib rneAf p t  Ap a neArri-muinigin p tm  50 mbAD 6 Afro-pi ha cpum ne 
6, “  A ju p  cad  Ap,”  mAp x»eip p t  pern, “  a nDtAnpAiDe n ib  Ap b it  1 n-Aic Ap b it  
j;An a toit-pAn 1 ”  TTlAp DubAipc An peAp pAD o, tbibeA nn Ap g A t n ib  ACc 
Ap j to ip  nA bptAiteAp, Agup b’ peApAtc pm te  lltp o r o  b. An cp A t meAbpui$eAb 
•06 pAoi An p tA tc  t>o tp eop tn g Anoip nA tp i p i j t e  m ^ n tm gte, Aj;up pAoi b p eit 
An te m b , bAmeAb cpit-eA gtA  Ap a  to im p teA p s d a  in tro  a tu m A tc, mAp tu ip  
cornpAb nA p ig ce  1 11-uit do  50 pAib Hi ni bA turftAtCAi j e  ’ nA eipeAn cAp tip  
eeA te 1 m eAps p it .dbAnfi.

“  A  p i,”  Ap piAD-pAn, “  n it  m  d o  tu riiA tt-p A  A te  6 m D iu 50 D e i  1 mbxtpAC, 
A te  mAippiD a  tn rhA tc-pA n  50 tA A n  c p t t ib e .”

T>’pA5 p t  peo pAoi tui-puAirhneAp t ltp o iD  A gup bi im m D e Aip 1 jcorn n A iU e 50 
m b’ p tro ip , D a  rhOro a  tu rriA tc, 50 D C A im g ApD-pi b ’lo n n e o tA b  a  tn m A tc-p A n  
Dpuim Ap Aip. Ap An ADbAp pm , D u b A ip c p t  te ip  p tm  50 D cm b p A b  p t  j io p p -  
AtAn p A ogA it D o ’ n /^pD-Ttig 6 5  po d o  t A im j .  S j A o i t  p t  a  tn r o  p A ijD iu ip i 
Agup e  D ’io c  o p tA  6 n-A b t A t  pern g A t  t u te  rh A tpA t pip  CAppAiDe o p tA  6 Aoip 
btiADnA 50 bA oip a  cp i m bttAD An d o  t u p  turn bAip.

t o p u ig  nA pAigD m ipi Ap a  g c u ro  o ib p e, A gu p  m o t tA n  ! bA iriA it t u ij je  
ia d . H it  tb ig e A b  nA m n p m c  pgeit Ap An m tr o  d o  tuipeA D A p cu n  bA ip , mAp 
bA jje A tt  m A it ia d  A5 c a c a D nA g e e  Ann D io b  t e  ppeA tA D bip A5 bA m c 
tp u itn e A tC A  tA  pojrriAip.

C A im 5 im m D e rhop Ap ttlu ip e  ThAcAip A gu p  Ap tlAom lo p e p  1 DCAoib An 
te m b  nAotfitA d o  b i pAoi n-A 5 c  up Am,. A gup pm neADAp corh A ipte 50 m b ’ peApp 
Doib tA to D  tom  t u A t  A gup  b ’ p tr o ip  te o  Ap c ip  a  n D u ttA ip  A ju p  An te A n b  
piojA ttiA it d o  tA b A ip c  te o . “OeApuigeAD Ap tu n  cm n  a 5  t A t o b  tA  Ap tA  A ju p  
ip m im e d o  bi nA p A ijD iu ip i p A tA t gA p D o ib , A t e  d a  $ oip e  bA p u roe, mAp bi 
curriAtc *0 6  d a  jc u m D A t. tlm  An c a c a  po bi nA p A igD iuip i p g A ip ce  Ap puD 
nA cip e  tom  cm  5  t e  pneAtC A  jA p b  Ap m A tA ipe j;tA p  A gup  bA D01V1 j; D o ’n t^nA- 
riiAin ia d  p tm  d o  to p A m c  o nA m A ipcin ib .

A o n  tA  AriiAin bioDAp epom  c u ip p e A t t e  pAD nA p tig e , eApbAiD biD, A ju p  
gAnncAnAp D ig e , nuA ip tuA tA D A p nA p A ijD m ip i pom pA A ju p  1 n-A nD iA ib. t li 
cp A t p A itt ig e  d o  b i Ann A gup  ip c e A t  te o  tA p  b A ttA  An bocA ip. CugAD Ap 
pAoi DeApA mAop A5 p o ip iD e A tc  A tU1D CAOpAt pAn bpAipc.

"OeApuig An mAop 1 n-A n-Aice, mAp tonnA ic. p t  50 pAbADAp pAoi 
pgAnnpAD m op A gup  bi a  p iop  A ige 50 pAib nA pA igD iuipi Ap t o ip  temb.

“  CAbAip Dom-pA An p A ip te ,”  Ap peipeA n, “  A gu p  im c ig  p ib -p e  t ib  A gup
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cu ip p m  rrnpe ipceAC pAoi m o Co c a  6, A^up rii 0 6 15  50 jjcu ip p it) h a  p A igm uip i 

Aon C eipc opm -pA.”
tojA'D A-p An p A ip ce  t>o A gup -o’ ltncijeA-OAp te o . Ctup peipeAri pAoi n -A  

CAfoij e.
5 Ati puim m o it te  CAH115 nA pAi g m u ip i, niAp bi p jb A tA  a c a  50  ̂iroeACArC 

Ati tAnAtfiAm riAorhtA ati beAtAb. CormACAUAp An mAop A gup  T> piAppui$- 
eA-OAp -be An Dp a c a  pb AOinne a j  -out tA ip ip . ’O u b A ip c An mAop nAC DpACA 
A gup  DiouAp a 5  im teA C c nuAip -o’lo m p u ig  m im e  a c a  Ap Aip A gup  D p eA tn u ig  
pC g o  gp m n  Ap An mAop, mAp t u g  pb pAoi ■ oeApA c o ip c  pAoi n-A ApgAiXX.

“  C a-o  t  pm  pAOl c ’ A p g A itt  A gA c ? ”  Ap peipeAn.
“  f t lu ip e ,”  AppA An mAop, “ n it  Ann a Cc  UAinin beA g tA g  gAn mopAn 

b p ig e  Ann A gup  Cuip mC pAoi m o CApbig & C A m A t t  o puACc nA tiAimpipe.
“  1_ eig  A m A C  An c - u A m i n , ”  A p p ’ A n  p A i g o i u i p  g o  bop b.
Pli pAib Aon n eA pc A g An mAop b o t e  Aip. ‘O ’p o p g A it pC a  CApog. tC im  

UAinin beA g AmAC A gup  p it  pC Ag m CiteAC 1 m eA pg nA gcAopAC. T) im t ig  nA 
pAigTiiuipi te o  A gup ni ooCA p a  pAt) g o  pAib lo n gA n cA p  Ap An mAop pAoi An n io  
■ 00 tA p lA . C A im g An tA n A r i i A m  A gup  tugA O A p  te o  An te A n b  tA n -b u A tA C .

S m  C m o p g f e A t - p A ,  A gup  pm  C An p A t nAC ’o tA im g  Aon T i p o C - g A t A p  Ap 

cp oiceA nn  cAopAC piArri b pom .

p n o n m siA S  0  cori$Ail.e.
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The Old Man and His Stick
As I was going up the road 
I met a man with a heavy load ;
And he had this load tied up in a sack,
And he had this sack upon his back.

And he was long and he was thin,
And his eyes were small and sunken in ;
And in his hand he held a stick,
And if he caught you a good strong lick,
He’d knock you down as dead as a brick 
With his stick.

And on dark nights along the road 
With his stick he would probe and prod,
And I pity you then if you were near,
For he’d catch you by the lobe of the ear,
And he’d set you roaring half a year,
He’d give you a thrashing so severe 
With his stick.

And when down the village street he’d go,
With his stick in his hand and walking slow,
Then the children around would dance with glee, 
Just because he was bent at the knee ;
And his shoulders were round,
And he stooped to the ground;
Then all of a sudden he’d shout aloud,
And turn and face the laughing crowd ;
Then he’d aim a savage blow at one,
Making the laugher’s fingers numb,
And nearly breaking the poor lad’s thumb 
With his stick.

Now poor old Ben is dead and gone,
For he died one night on the vicar’s lawn,—
He died in the night without turning a hair,
And was buried next day in the churchyard there, 
With his stick.

Walter  H ouston.
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Desmond O’ Ryan : His House.
If, like the famous Three Monks of old, I could retire from the 

world and choose a dwelling-place, I should turn my back on Dublin 
and go towards the hills. There, in a well-wooded and elevated place, 
would be my abode, not too far from the town, but remote enough from 
it to be able to admire it.

And surely the town looks best at a distance. The view of it from 
the hills on an autumn evening is not unpleasant. Round one streches 
an expansive slope, covered with bracken, heather, or furze, studded 
here and there with grey moss-speckled boulders, and surrounded by low 
stone walls which cross over and scale the neighbouring hills.

From the wooded hollow below comes the sound of bells and voices. 
At times a cloud of smoke will emerge from the tree-tops, followed 
by the sharp rushing noise of a passing train. In the remote fields cattle 
are grazing peacefully. Small dark figures run up the mountain side 
endeavouring to collect reluctant horses which always elude them.

Howth stands out starkly amid the windings and dimnesses of the 
Bay. A mist of smoke hangs over the roofs and red-brick chimneys of the 
city, from which comes a low, an almost inaudible, hum.

Only after the evening shades into nightfall does one get a really 
distinct view of the city. A ring of lights commences to spring up on 
all sides, away among the trees at first, some blinking methodically out 
above the sea, others skirting the city’s fringe, standing high up from 
the quay sides and casting weird, long reflections in the black slow-heaving 
water, at last entering the city and boldly flinging a blaze of defiance 
at the dark sky.

Then one admires, yet dislikes Dublin. Down among those lights 
one knows that Talbot Street, O’Connell Street, and the North Wall are. 
One remembers the Ringsend tram, and the sad contentedness, the wild 
humour, and grim outspokenness which distinguish its inside passengers. 
Even the Abbey Theatre and the National Library do not seem alluring.

So let the house be built among the hills. As to the kind of house. 
A modern or an old fashioned one ? Neither ! But one of unique plan 
entirely devised by my judicious beauty-loving friends.

I am not sure as to the exact details, but there must be one large 
general hall, a tower on the roof, and a moderate library. A  pleasant 
company of my friends would meet me in the large hall when they 
felt disposed to see me or I them.
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On clear nights or summer evenings, I should sit out upon the 
tower, smoking a hubble-bubble or reading poetry. In dreary weather 
most of my .time would be spent in the library,'or in resting, but not 
slumbering.

Land hunger does not trouble me, but good-sized grounds, sufficient 
to bar off policemen and other busybodies, would be welcome, nay, 
necessary. Tramps, provided they respected the flowers, loved the 
birds, and kept off the grass, would have free access. If not too unwilling 
they would be “  on view ” in the large hall so that any poet or dramatist 
desirous of so doing might study them. If preferable the tramp might 
be observed wild in the grounds.

From the hall door a sanded rock-lined path would wind gracefully 
to a huge iron gate on which would be inscribed the following legend 
in Irish, English, and Esperanto :—

“ Desmond O’Ryan : His House. Stop and enter, O tired wanderer 
tossed by the storms of Life and Fortune. You are in a land where 
the sun of the Golden Age is rising fast.”

And the weary one raising his eyes will see the smoke of the bubble 
bubble floating above the tower in graceful salute to the Dawn of Our 
Mother Eire’s Freedom. Our Mother Eire’s Freedom ? Yes ! When 
the humblest of her sons riots upon the hilltops things are indeed 
marching !

Desmond O’R ya n .



The Making of Athletes
I n the last issue of A n M a c a o m h  we wrote in 
reference to our victories and defeats in the 
football field : “  Before the season is over
we hope to show that hurling remains the 
game of Sgoil Eanna.”  In this, as in other 
matters, we have more than kept our word. 
We play football, but we are emphatically a 
hurling School. By speaking our own 
language (and many of us are native speakers 
of Irish), by studying it and Irish history, 
by wearing the Irish kilt, by our plays in 
Irish and on Irish subjects, and by numerous 
lectures from masters and distinguished 
visitors, we have been constantly reminded 
that we have a country of our own. The 
practice and love of our national pastimes, 
too, have been powerful factors. Never Was 
it more clearly seen what a fascination the 
grand game of hurling has for the youthful 
Irish mind. During the last term we practised 
hurling morning, noon, and evening, never 
wearying of it, improving steadily, indeed 
rapidly, in the finer points of the gam e; 
growing quick and sure to catch and strike. 
This feature of the game we adopted from 
the methods of that brilliant hurling team 
that now four times, almost in succession, 
has brought to the Suir and Nore the honours 
of the All-Ireland Hurling Final. Their 
praises are written in “  The Gaels of Moon- 
dharrig, ’ ’ from the preface to which we quote :
“  Long ago the writer learned from the 
hurlers the secret of the game— to be swift 
to strike when the chance came— never to 
quail, but with tightened lips to bore in 
against the fiercest and most overwhelming 
onslaughts. When victorious to be kindly 
and modest, when bruised and beaten, 
cheerfully to make the best of i t ! Not bad 
rules these, even for the more serious conflict 
of Life.”

We preferred skill and speed to strength, 
learned one another's play, and knew how 
far we could depend on each player. On no 
account did we tolerate slowness, whether 
pressed or not, always believing the faster 
our play the more bewildering it is to our 
opponents; at times spreading out, and

again uniting in one determined rush, so often 
with Eamonn Bulfin leading the charge, 
bearing down all opposition and carrying the 
ball in triumph through the posts.

Unlucky the forward who, by sending wide, 
spoiled a combined effort at scoring. Amongst 
other things he was told that he should rather 
have left the ball untouched, or passed back 
to a comrade.

Sometimes, too, we placed our wing for­
wards on the end-line, with instructions to 
prevent long drives from going over, and 
pass into the goal-mouth. In many a League 
and Championship match it was remarked 
how few overs we had.

But in ground play we were not so 
reliable. Fraher, Bulfin, Fegan, and Goodwin 
had no need to improve, and our whole 
under-fifteen team always realised its 
importance, but in general we could make 
our teams more formidable by attention to 
this important branch of the play.

Our victories were already won by constant 
practice on our own grounds. True, we 
suffered some defeats, but they were relatively 
few, and served a useful purpose. For we 
insisted that then more than ever there was 
need for thoughtful practice. We learned 
to persevere bravely, and not to be dis­
couraged ; that, no matter what the cause 
may be, it can be won by true men who 
persevere firmly.

During the first half of the year we devoted 
our energies mainly to football. Most of our 
boys had come from districts where Gaelic 
football was played. Accordingly our 
football team was a strong one. Our forwards 
have won the admiration of many a follower 
of the game by their courage, combination, 
and neat play. The best known as a result 
of our numerous matches are Bulfin, Cronin, 
and Burke. Equally strong was our back 
division. With MacGarvey, Fraher, Fegan, 
and Conroy, we could cope with any attack. 
But we must admit that both in football 
and in hurling our mid-field was weak. On 
many a hard-fought field Vincent O’Doherty 
played well, and his efforts often led us to
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victory, especially in football, for he is a 
strong and well-trained player, and one could 
not easily choose between him, MacGarvey, 
Bulfin, and Fraher. A t midfield good work 
was done also by John McDermott, Fred 
O'Doherty, and others. Y et it remains for 
us to strengthen that part of our team, and 
we intend to do so.

These notes and criticisms are set down 
here in the hope that our youthful footballers 
and hurlers will be encouraged and instructed 
by them, and prepared for more strenuous 
contests during the opening season, 
especially as we have just succeeded in 
establishing a system of Leinster Inter- 
College Championships, in which Sgoil Eanna 
must render a good account of itself.

Besides friendly matches, our under- 
seventeen teams played for the Minor 
Championship in hurling and football, and in 
hurling we entered teams under seventeen 
and under fifteen for the Minor League.

Our Senior Footballers got into the 
Championship Final for the medals, but were 
beaten by the O’Tooles at Croydon Park.

Our Senior Hurlers were beaten by the 
Davises in a great match in the Minor 
Championship Final.

Our under-fifteen Hurlers, however, were 
never beaten. In a long series of matches 
against the best juvenile teams in DubUn 
they were successful every tim e; the 
O’Tooles and the Kevins, commonly regarded 
as the most formidable teams in the metro­
polis, went down before them ; and the Lord 
Edwards giving them a walk-over in the 
Final, Frank Burke’s team won for St. 
Enda’s pride of place among all the juvenile 
hurling teams of Dublin. I t  was a great 
achievement in our first year in the League.

The following are accounts of matches 
played.

SENIOR FOOTBALL.
S g o il  E a n n a  v . D o l p h in s .

On Sunday, 13th March, we played in the 
Phcenix Park our first match after the 
Christmas holidays. The month of February 
had been rather severe for outdoor games, 
so there was gladness in our hearts as we 
travelled to the Park on that bright Sunday 
in the early Spring. All our boarders came 
to enjoy the outing and the match, as they 
did on all subsequent occasions. From Easter 
till Summer there was not a Sunday but we 
played an out match either at the Phoenix 
or at Croydon Park. These matches fostered 
that spirit of comradeship and of interest 
in the School cherished at Sgoil Eanna.

This match was a football friendly with the

Dolphins, and there was no age limit. We 
fielded our strongest team, but on lining up 
it was evident that the Dolphins were 
heavier.

Play commences at 12.30 p.m. and our 
backs are called on to defend. Conroy 
catches well— his towering height always 
giving him a great advantage in this respect 
— and sends to O’Doherty at midfield. 
O ’Doherty is fouled, but the free goes for 
nought. The ball is played back to our 
territory, and Delany and O’Doherty again 
effect a clearance. Our forwards have 
possession, but they are too light for the 
opposing backs, and Jerome Cronin is 
compelled to send over. Frank Connolly, 
on the back, saves well, but the ball comes 
to him again, and he is held. The Dolphins 
bring the ball to our posts, and Fraher sends to 
the side line. On the throw in, the Dolphins 
score the first point, and quickly follow it 
up with three others. Our boys now see the 
necessity of getting possession of the ball 
on delivery, and Burke comes down to help. 
There is a rush by Burke, Delany, O’Doherty, 
and MacGarvey, resulting in a point for 
Sgoil Eanna. Presently our goal-keeper is 
outwitted by the Dolphins’ full forward. 
A  free is taken by Delany, who sends well 
up, and a point is scored. Conroy saves 
well. This is pre-eminently one of the 
matches in which the O’Dohertys play a 
grand game. Vincent now passes to 
MacGarvey for a point. The Dolphins score 
another point, and during the last ten minutes 
of the first half the play is kept well within 
the Dolphins’ fifty yards line, and a point 
each is added to our score by MacGarvey, 
Cronin, and Burke, leaving the score :—

Dolphins .. 1 goal 6 pionts.
Sgoil Eanna .. 5 points.

After the interval O’Doherty and 
McDermott are seen doing useful work at 
centre, with the result that Sgoil Eanna 
press, but the ball goes wide. In spite of the 
efforts of Fraher, Fegan, Conroy, and others, 
the Dolphins assert themselves and score a 
goal and a point. For eight minutes there 
is a great exhibition of football. The ball 
travels up and down the field, but neither 
side can score. Sgoil Eanna are awarded a 
free. W ith a well-directed shot the ball is 
at the Dolphins’ goal, and excitement runs 
high as Sgoil Eanna find the posts for a 
major. The O’Dohertys and O’Toole give a 
taste of their quality, and end with a minor. 
Play is even during the remainder of the 
time— point answering to point. MacGarvey 
is prominent, assisted by O’Toole and Cronin,
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but the ball goes to the side line. The 
Dolphins receive and press lor a score, but 
our Juniors manifest their pride and con­
fidence when Maurice clears. Now O’Toole 
has the ball and scores a soaring point. 
The Dolphins score again, and MacGarvey 
gets another well-earned point. Cronin has 
a chance and, always sure, does not fail to 
add a minor. Conroy, Delany, and Fraher are 
challenged, and the Dolphins raise the white 
flag. Tuohy sends to MacGarvey who 
performs certain turns round his man, and 
scores a point from the side-line. The kick- 
out is watched by Tuohy and Burke, who 
send well up, but to no purpose. Again the 
Dolphins score, and the play is well contested 
till the final whistle sounds a truce, and the 
referee declares the score :

Dolphins .. 2 goals 12 points.
Sgoil Eanna .. 1 goal 10 points.

The play was fast and vigorous, and each 
player was well proved. Nothing could give 
us greater pleasure than the well-sustained 
efforts of our boys to carry off the laurels 
even from a stronger and winning team. 
Far from going to pieces against a bigger team, 
each one played a cool, determined game 
to the end. Notably on one other occasion, 
in the hurling final against the Davises, our 
boys deserved similar commendation.

SENIOR FOOTBALL.
S g o il  E a n n a  v . D a v is e s .

On Sunday, April 10th, our Seniors played 
the Davis football team on No. 1 Ground, 
Phoenix Park. The match resulted in a win 
for Sgoil Eanna on the score :—

Sgoil Eanna .. 4 goals 6 points
Davises ..  2 goals 11 points.
A t one o’clock the referee has the teams 

lined up, and the Davises are the first to break 
away. Fraher sends them to the right about, 
and within the first two minutes Burke draws 
first blood, raising the white flag for Sgoil 
Eanna. On being kicked out, the ball is 
again in possession of our forwards, but goes 
wide. During the next seven minutes both 
teams settle down in earnest to their work, 
and we are treated to a fine exhibition of up 
and down play. Each player marks his 
man, and contributes his best to the success 
of his team. This bout ends in a goal for the 
Davises through their full forward. The 
ball travels up the field and at once Bulfin 
replies with a goal for Sgoil Eanna, to which 
he quickly adds a point. Now Carroll, for 
the Davises, leads up to a point. Bulfin gets

another chance and bangs through for a goal. 
The Davises, per O’Brien and Carroll, storm 
our posts, and are now leading by a point 
when O’Doherty from midfield passes to 
Bulfin for the equaliser. Fraher is hard 
pressed and concedes a fifty from which 
O’Brien scores an easy point. But O’Doherty, 
Burke, and Bulfin send to Cronin who again 
equalises. The Davises are now attacking, 
Crowley saves well, and the whistle leaves us 
even :—

Sgoil Eanna .. 2 goals 5 points.
Davises .. 2 goals 5 points.
All display a keen interest in the play 

during the second half, and though the 
Davises cannot be denied their six points, 
the deadly accuracy of Cronin’s shots for 
goals leaves us winners by the narrow margin 
of one point.

On the throw in, Fred O’Doherty, 
Kavanagh, and Goodwin play to Cronin, 
who raises the green flag amidst ringing 
cheers. Play at midfield ensues. The Davis 
forwards are doing well during the second half, 
and send in two points from loose play near 
the fifty yards line. A  powerful kick-off 
by Conroy is held by O’Doherty who sets his 
forwards going, and the green flag is again 
floating for Sgoil Eanna.

We are leading by four points, and great is 
our excitement when the Davises score twice. 
Our backs are giving a good account of them­
selves. Soon a high point is scored for us 
from the right wing. The Davises are making 
desperate efforts and are rewarded with two 
points, but the whistle blows, and we are the 
happy winners.

Sgoil Eanna .. 4 goals 6 points.
Davises .. .. 2 goals 11 points.

SENIOR HURLING.
S g o il  E a n n a  v . C r o k e s .

On the following Sunday we were to meet 
the Crokes in a match for the hurling 
Championship. We played nothing but 
hurling that week, and, in addition to our 
ordinary recreation time, we got a special 
half-hohday for a practice match. We 
foresaw our contest on the 17th would be a 
strenuous one, and we were not disappointed. 
The Crokes’ team included players that were 
evidently illegal, and though we were defeated 
by five points, on appealing to the Dublin 
County Committee, we were awarded the 
match. In our opinion this was the best of 
all the matches we played during the year, 
and one of the most interesting. We often 
won by large margins, sometimes having over
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fifty points to our credit. Such victories 
do not bring out all that is best in a team, 
though in our case they proved the vast 
superiority of our under-fifteen selection.

This match, which was played on the 
Hurling Ground, Phoenix Park, was noted 
for the general excellence of our Senior Hurling 
team, and the brilliant play of Fraher and 
Bulfin ; also for the manly spirit in which it 
was played to a finish by our boys.

There was a large number of spectators 
when the ball was thrown in. The speed of 
the players in getting to their places and 
their rather neat style of hitting gave early 
evidence of a great match. Bulfin, perhaps 
the fastest of the players, hewed his way 
through the opposing backs and swept 
under the goal-bar for a major. The ball 
comes well up field, and the Crokes swarm 
into our territory. Twice our cul baire, 
Kavanagh, saves, but the Crokes’ screeb is 
again in possession, and hits a lightening 
shot through. Fraher sends a mighty stroke, 
over eighty yards, down the field. Burke 
swings it on to Bulfin who again rushes in from 
the left and scores a point. The delivery is 
well attended to by John McDermott and 
Fred O’Doherty who beats his man and 
passes to Goodwin and Bulfin along our 
strong left wing. Callaghan saves, and the 
ball goes to the side-line. Up and down the 
ball is played. The Crokes get a point for each 
of the three we score. For the remaining 
ten minutes the Crokes keep the ball in our 
ground, and add three minors, one off a 
fifty. Fegan, Conroy, Connolly and Delany 
proved their merit during the pressure, and 
repeatedly cleared for Fraher who sent 
splendidly down the field. The score at the 
end of the first half was :—

Crokes .. 1 goal 6 points.
Sgoil Eanna .. 1 goal 3 points.

But the second half was particularly' 
Fraher’s. He then effected his most daring 
clearances, striking the ball in a manner 
worthy of an all-Ireland player, and winning 
the admiration of all the onlookers. During 
the first ten minutes the Crokes score two 
goals and a point. For the remainder of the 
time our boys remain in possession. We send 
Fegan down among the forwards, and run 
up five points. The score at full time was .

Crokes .. 3 goals 7 points.
Sgoil Eanna .. 1 goal 8 points.

Callaghan, Slater, Mills and Kennedy 
played well for the Crokes.

SENIOR FOOTBALL CHAMPIONSHIP 
F INAL.

S g o il  E a n n a  v . O ’T o o l e s .

The final for the medals in the under- 
seventeen football Championship was played 
by us against the O’Tooles on Sunday, 23rd 
April, at Croydon Park. The day was 
showery, and a strong wind blew. Play 
commenced at 11.30 a.m., but the high wind 
and wet pitch rendered good football 
impossible.

Sgoil Eanna got the ball and tried for a score. 
But Smith foils our efforts, and soon his 
team get a goal. The kick-out by Delany 
is blocked by the O’Tooles, and a point 
results. Conroy sends well out, and 
McDermott and the O’Dohertys show 
they are not discouraged by the big score 
standing against them. There are too many 
frees in this match. O’Doherty is fouled, 
and from the free the ball comes up field. 
The O’Tooles relieve and pass to their forwards 
who score a minor. Fraher makes some of 
his best saves, but another minor completes 
the O’Tooles’ score.

O’Tooles .. 2 goals 3 points.
Sgoil Eanna .. Nil.
During the second half our forwards seem 

too eager, and lose some chances. Cronin 
saves us from disgrace by getting a point, 
and the final score leaves the O’Tooles 
winners.

O’Tooles .. 2 goals 7 points.
Sgoil Eanna .. 1 point.
I t  may be remembered that we beat the 

O’Tooles before Christmas, and that in this 
match some of our Senior team were unable 
to play. Their places were taken by boys 
under fifteen.

To have got into the finals in the Hurling 
and Football Minor Championships was in 
itself an achievement. We could not have 
been expected to win them, playing, as we 
were, boys against young men. But in 
Juvenile Hurling, as already recorded, we 
had it all our own way.

JUNIOR HURLING.
S g o il  E a n n a  v . L o rd  E d w a r d s .

Our under-fifteen hurling team played a 
friendly with the Lord Edwards at No. 2 
Ground on Sunday, 1st May.

Our Juveniles are a strong, even team, 
and win by tremendous scores. They have 
never been defeated, and are proud of their 
unbeaten record. Some of them will 
strengthen our Senior teams next year.
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MacGavock was our full forward, and, in less 
time than it takes to tell it, he had scored 
a goal. Dowling and Burke send back the 
ball to him for a point—followed by another, 
per O’Toole, from the right wing. Matters 
look well with us, but a free to the Lord 
Edwards ends in a point. The Lord Edwards 
keep up the pressure, but Goodwin easily 
saves, and sends to Burke, who meets the 
ball in the air, and passes to O’Toole for a 
point. The Lord Edwards score another. 
A  grand bout of passing by Cronin, O’Kelly, 
and O’Toole, finds MacGavock sunning 
himself, and Colm is angry at the opportunity 
lost. To atone for this, point after point is 
piled on, John Power hitting in from the 
left and Moore being responsible for one 
score. A t half-time the teams were :

Sgoil Eanna .. 1 goal 7 points.
Lord Edwards .. 4 points.
For the rest the play was nearly all on our 

side. Our boys were far better hurlers—  
better at catching and hitting, and showing 
more combination. The final score was :

Sgoil Eanna .. 3 goals 20 points.
Lord Edwards .. 2 goals 5 points.
Dillon played best for Lord Edwards.

JUNIOR H URLING  LEAGUE.
S g o il  E a n n a  v . W o l f e  T o n e s .

On Sunday, 8th May, our under-fifteen 
hurling team played their first League match 
against the Wolfe Tones, and won by a 
comfortable margin.

Heavy showers were falling, and a strong 
wind blowing. We lined up punctually, as 
usual, at one o’clock on the Hurling Ground. 
The spin of the coin gave the very great 
advantage of the wind to our Captain, who 
ordered his men to keep well up the field and 
make a large score while they had the chance. 
Bravely did they respond, but we were all 
surprised when the first whistle went after 
twenty minutes’ play. We knew we could 
give the Wolfe Tones the wind for the hour 
and beat them, so we did not care.

The second period lasted forty minutes, 
play being suspended for a time owing to a 
shower of hail.

The ball is in, and the Wolfe Tones are off. 
They get a fifty from Goodwin, but 
MacGinley, our renowned custodian, saves 
to Colm, Power (who is playing back to-day), 
O’Kelly, Burke, and MacGavock, right 
through for a goal. Again Burke sends in, 
and a goal is lost, but MacGavock will not 
be denied a score, and, on a pass from Moore, 
meets and sends shoulder-high for a major.

O’Doherty, who, though somewhat off-colour 
to-day, is far too good for any of his opponents, 
lifts the ball and sends in a long one that just 
misses the uprights. The Wolfe Tones 
attack, Goodwin slips in the act of saving, 
Conway robs him of the ball and raises the 
white flag. O'Doherty and Burke pass to 
each other. They are supreme at midfield. 
MacGavock fails, but O’Toole, who is rapidly 
improving, sends in a point. Burke catches 
and sends a few inches over the goal bar. 
Burke never hits high or wide. A  fifty to the 
Wolfe Tones makes Conor busy, but nothing 
comes of it. The score is :

Sgoil Eanna .. 2 goals 2 points.
Wolfe Tones .. 1 point.
On changing sides the play is more even. 

Burke soon scores a goal and O’Toole a point. 
The Wolfe Tones are much encouraged by 
their supporters, and from good play make a 
goal and some high points. Burke has 
another point in a downpour. Play ceases 
for a time, and then we add two points, and 
the Wolfe Tones one. Final score :

Sgoil Eanna .. 3 goals 6 points.
Wolfe Tones .. 1 goal 8 points.

SENIOR H URLING  LEAGUE.
S g o il  E a n n a  v . W o l f e  T o n e s .

We played our first match in the under- 
seventeen Hurling League on Sunday, 15th 
May on No. 2 Ground. When we arrived in 
the Park rain commenced to fall, and 
continued throughout the first half. The 
match was then awarded to us on the score, 
sixteen points to one.

During the half hour the ball scarcely left 
the Wolfe Tones’ ground, and Bulfin, Fegan, 
Burke, and O’Toole, had a surfeit of scoring. 
On a truce being sounded, we went home 
satisfied with our victory of sixteen points to 
one.

JUNIOR HURLING.
S g o il  E a n n a  v .  D a v is e s .

A t 4.0 p.m. on Saturday, 21st May, our 
Junior Hurlers played a friendly with the 
Davises. We were requested to put on a 
very young team, and did so. The evening 
was very fine and we thoroughly enjoyed the 
match, which was a good one. Great praise 
is due to E. MacGinley, Power, Joyce, and 
MacGavock.

The ground was very long for boys of such 
tender years, and great efforts were required 
to bring the ball from one goal to the other. 
The all-whites were bent on rivalling the
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brilliant victories of their Seniors and well 
they did so.

Already we have a goal and a point, when 
a free to the Davises results in a goal. Most 
of the play is at mid-field, Cole and O’Kelly 
frequently sending along the right wing. 
Each team scores two points before half time.

Sgoil Eanna .. 1 goal 3 points.
Davises .. 1 goal 2 points.
In the second half our training told, and 

we were able to win by :
Sgoil Eanna .. 3 goals 6 points.
Davises .. 2 goals 3 points.

SENIOR H U RLIN G  CHAMPIONSHIP 
F INAL.

S g o il  E a n n a  v . D a v is e s .

The final of the under-seventeen Hurling 
Championship was played against the 
Davises on No. 1 Ground on Sunday, 22nd 
May. The Davises were a well-chosen team, 
and good hurlers. In the first fifteen minutes, 
while we had only sixteen players, the 
Davises scored rather easily 3 goals 3 points 
to I goal 1 point, but then we put on our 
seventeenth man, and until the end the 
scoring was even, 1 goal 3 points each.

The Davises won the toss and rushed for 
a score, but fouled. The free was missed, 
yet we opened the scoring with a goal. At 
the beginning of the second half matters 
looked promising for us. Again and again 
Fegan, Bulfin, and Burke were seen attaclnng, 
Bulfin striking magnificently in the air for a 
point, and Burke adding another very safe 
one. O'Doherty sends in from mid-field for 
a point, and at full time we had lost the 
trophy b y :

Davises .. 4 goals 6 points.
Sgoil Eanna .. 2 goals 5 points.

SENIOR H U RLING  LEAGUE.
S g o il  E a n n a  v . K ic k h a m s .

Our under-seventeen team played their 
second match in the Hurling League against 
the Kickhams on No. 2 Ground on Sunday, 
29th May. A  strong wind blew down the 
field, and Captain Fraher played with it in 
his favour.

Sgoil Eanna break away and send over the 
cross-bar. From the delivery another point 
is scored. Now Connolly, MacGinley, and 
Fraher are clearing, and Delany is fouled. 
Combined play by Fraher, Fegan, Burke, 
and Bulfin leads to a goal. We score another 
point and goal. It  is evident we have an 
easy victory to-day. The Kickhams get their

solitary point, and the O’Dohertys and 
O’Toole a point each for Sgoil Eanna.

Sgoil Eanna .. 3 goals 6 points.
Kickhams .. 1 point.
On resuming Burke gets a clever goal. 

The Kickhams add four points with the wind. 
Again we score. A  free to the Kickhams 
gives them a goal and leaves the score :

Sgoil Eanna .. 4 goals 7 points.
Kickhams .. I goal 5 points.

SENIOR FOOTBALL.
S g o il  E a n n a  v . S t . Ja m e s ’ .

We were invited to play a football friendly 
with the St. James’ team on Sunday, 5th 
June. Our opponents took advantage of the 
strong wind, and scored many points, but 
not a single goal. How could they with 
Fegan between the posts ?

In the second half Cronin scores a point. 
Frequent attacks are made on our goal, but 
in vain. We learned much from the tactics 
of the winners.

MacEvoy excelled for St. James’ .

JUNIOR H U RLING  LEAGUE.
S g o il  E a n n a  v .  S t . K e v in s .

On June 11th our under-fifteen team beat 
the Kevins by fifty-three points to one at 
No. 4 Ground.

A ll our forwards— Power, O’Toole, Burke, 
Moore, and MacGavock— and some from 
midfield— Fred O’Doherty and S. McDermott 
— scored many times. Burke was every­
where, catching and striking. Power sent 
well in on the run. O’Toole is now one of our 
best forwards. Browner was best for the 
Kevins.

JUNIOR H U RLING  LEAGUE.
S g o il  E a n n a ' i;. O ’T o o l e s .

We defeated the O’Tooles by a large score 
in the under-fifteen Hurling League. Power 
was very reliable as full forward, and O’Toole 
never played a better game. Burke and 
O’Doherty were excellent; Colm and Goodwin 
safe on the back. We carried Joyce in 
triumph off the field.

Smith and the MacDonnells played well 
for O’Tooles.

SEM I-FINAL JUNIOR H U RLING  
LEAGUE.

S g o il  E a n n a  v .  D a v is e s .

On Thursday. 16th June, we won the semi­
final of the under-fifteen Hurling League,
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defeating the Davises by forty-seven points 
to one. In nearly every detail this match 
was a repetition of the Kevins' disaster.

F IN A L  JUNIOR H URLING  LEAGUE. 
Sgoil Eanna v. Lord E dwards.

This match was fixed for 25th September, 
but the Lord Edwards gave us a walk-over,—  
and the medals.

These were our teams during the year :—  

SENIOR FOOTBALL.
J. Fegan

M. Fraher. S. MacGarvey.
F. Connolly. P. Conroy. A. Goodwin.

V. O’Doherty. D. O’Connor. P. Delany. C. Naughton.
J. McDermott. M. Kavanagh.

F. 0 ’Doherty. B. O’Toole.
E. Bulfin (Capt). F. Burke.

J. Cronin.
Subs.—W . Bradley, M. Staunton, S McDermott,

W . Sweeny.

SENIOR HURLING.
C. MacGinley.

J. Fegan. M. Fraher (Capt.),
F. Connolly. P. Delany. P. Conroy,

V. O ’Doherty. D. O'Connor. C. Naughton. J. McDermott.
M. Kavanagh. A. Goodwin

F. O’Doherty. B. O’Toole.
F. Burke. E. Bulfin.

J, Cronin.
Subs.—W . Bradley, M. Staunton, S. McDermott, 

W  Sweeny.

JUNIOR HURLING.
(Leaders of Dublin Minor League, Division B.) 

C. MacGinley.
C. Naughton. A. Goodwin.

J. Cronin. W. Sweeny. S. McDermott 
M. Staunton. M. Kavanagh. J. Dowling. B. Joyce.

B. O’Toole. F. O ’Doherty.
A. Cole. F. Burke (Capt.)

U. Moore J. Power.
E. MacGavock.

Subs.—E. MacGinley, V. O’Toole, H. Buckley, 
and M. O'Kelly

fund from which several beautiful prizes were 
purchased. Many a Meeting of greater 
pretensions would have to yield the palm to 
us for the excellent design and workmanship 
of our gold and silver medals, and the pleasing 
variety of our other prizes. Our sports were 
well organised and well conducted. No 
wonder they were so successful.

The following Clar, with rules and entries
in Irish, was gone through ::—

I. 100 yards (Junior).
II. 100 yards (Senior).

III. 100 yards (Junior), Semi-Final.
IV. 100 yards (Senior), Final.
V. Slinging 28 lbs.

VI. 100 yards (Junior), Final.
V II. Long Jump.

V III. 220 yards (Senior).
IX . 220 yards (Junior).
X. 220 yards (Senior), Final.

X I. Mile Race.

Interval.
X II. 440 yards.

X III . Pushing 28 lbs.
X IV . Siamese Race.
XV. 880 yards.

XV I. High Jump.
X V II. Obstacle Race.

X V III. Three Mile Race.
X IX . Tug 0’ War.
XX . Distribution of Prizes.

I.— 100 YARDS (JUNIOR) HANDICAP. 

Run in Heats. Seven in each Heat.
Heat I.

1. A. Goodwin.
2. S. McDermott.
3. W. Sweeny.

Heat III.
1. B. O’Toole.
2. J. Cronin.
3. M. Staunton.

Heat II.
1. C. Naughton.
2. F. Burke.
3. T. Power.

Heat IV.
1. F. O’Doherty.
2. M. Kavanagh.
3. H. Staunton.

SGOIL EANNA AN N U AL SPORTS.
Tuesday, 24th May , 1910.

The most favourable atmospheric condi­
tions prevailed at our Annual Sports, which 
were held on Tuesday, 24th May.

Some weeks previously the House Com­
mittee had met and decided on the date, 
events, and other details. On the 21st they 
found themselves in possession of some 
prizes presented by friends, and a large prize-

Heat V.
1. E. MacGavock.
2. R. Humphrys.
3. L. Sweeny. 

Thirty-six entered.

II .— 100 Y A R D S  (SENIOR). 
Heat I. Heat II.

1. E. Bulfin.
2. S. MacGarvey.
3. J. McDermott.

1. M. Fraher.
2. V. O’Doherty.
3. D. O'Connor.

68

VI.— 100 YARDS (JUNIOR) F INAL.
1. A. Goodwin.
2. W. Sweeny.
3. C. Naughton.

V II.— LONG JUMP, HANDICAP.
Great interest was taken 

There were twenty entries.

1. M. Fraher (Scratch) ..
2. E. Bulfin (Scratch)
3. S. MacGarvey (1 foot)
4. F. Burke (1 foot)

in this contest.

ft. ins. 
.. 17 l l j
.. 16 9
.. 16 8| 
.. 15 6J

V III .— 220 YARDS, HANDICAP.
Heat I.

1. O’Doherty, (3 yds.)
2. E. Bulfin (Scr.).
3. J. McDermott

(6 yds.)
4. A. Goodwin (5 yds)

Heat 2.
1. M. Fraher (Scr.).
2. J. Power (16 yds).
3. S. MacGarvey

(4 yds.).
4. E. MacGavock.

(12 yds.).

IX .— 220 YARDS JUNIORS (under 14years).
1. E. MacGinley (6 yds.).
2. H. Staunton (4 yds.)
3. T. Power (2 yds.).
4. C. Byrne (Scratch).

Eighteen ran.

X .— 220 YARDS (SENIOR) F INAL.
1. E. Bulfin.
2. V. O’Doherty.

3. M. Fraher.
4. J. McDermott.'

X I. — M ILE  RACE, HANDICAP.
1. P. Tuohy.
2. V. O’Doherty (18 yds.).
3. P. Conroy (15 yds.).

X I I .  — 440 YARDS, HANDICAP.
1. V. O’Doherty (15 yds.).
2. D. O’Connor (8 yds.).
3. P. Tuohy (12 yds.).
4. E. Bulfin (4 yds.).

X I I I .— PUSHING 28 l b s ., HANDICAP.
ft. ins.

1. P. Conroy (Scratch) ..  20 11J
2. M. Fraher (Scratch) .. .. 19 6J
3. S. MacGarvey (9 inches) .. 18 Of

X IV . SIAMESE RACE.
1. D. Ryan and W. Bradley.
2. E. MacGavock and C. Naughton.
3. S. MacGarvey and P. Tuohy.
4. B. Joyce and V. O’Toole.

XV.— 880 YARDS, HANDICAP.
1. J. Fegan (Scratch).
2. B. O’Toole (20 yds.).
3. P. Delany (20 yds.).

X V I.— HIGH JUMP, HANDICAP.
ft. ins.

1. P. Conroy (H  inches) .. 4 6
2. A. Goodwin (2J inches) ..  4 5f
3. W. Sweeny (3 inches) .. 4 5J

X V II.— OBSTACLE RACE.
1. P. Delany.
2. M. Kavanagh.
3. M. Staunton.

X V III .— TH REE M ILE  HANDICAP.
1. V. O’Doherty (40 vds.).
2. B. O’Toole (65 yds.).
3. P. Conroy (Scratch).
4. M O ’Kelly (65 yds.).

X IX .— TUG O’ W AR.
Teams selected by the Head Master and 

Dr. Doody respectively pulled, the Head 
Master’s team winning two out of three 
obstinately contested tugs.

Mr. McDermott officiated as handicapper 
and starter and was indefatigable throughout 
the day. Dr. Doody, Eamonn Nolan, and 
Micheal Mhag Ruaidhri acted as judges. In 
the evening we assembled on the lawn and 
Miss Pearse distributed the prizes to the 
winners.

p. 6 T>.
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Our Lecturers
In the Orient with Father Fitzgerald.

The interval between Tea and Second 
Study holds a quite special place in the 
strenuous daily life of Sgoil Eanna. I t  is 
our diurnal Carnival, our FHe des Fous. Its 
spacious freedom is bound up with all our 
notions of popular liberty. In the spring and 
summer we devote it to practising our pet 
feats in athletics ; in the autumn and winter 
it is sacred to billiards, chess, and fireside 
ceilidhes. During that hour the masters 
either join us at our games or retire to their 
inner sanctuaries. No master has ever been 
known to appear logatus during this joyous 
interlude : a gowned master in the Study Hall 
between 8 and 9 p.m. would be as incongruous 
and as superfluous a figure as a policeman at 
a Language Procession. Such being our 
unwritten charter, it will be realised that, 
under ordinary circumstances, the proclama­
tion made by the Head Master at Tea on the 
evening of Friday, November 25th, would 
have evoked a feeling akin to consternation ; 
for he announced that we were to devote the 
interval to a Geography lesson ! We looked 
at his face : it was grave and impassive.
“ Beidh ceacht tlacht-eolais againn,”  he 
repeated imperturbably in answer to our 
questioning glances ; adding, by way of 
afterthought,— “  o’n Athair Tomas Mac 
Gearailt; agus geallaim dhibh go mbeidh 
se chomh maith le ceilidhe.”  Knowing him 
to be a man of truth, and not prone to 
exaggeration, we were satisfied with this 
assurance, and cheered lustily for Geography 
and Father Fitzgerald. Then in we all trooped 
to the Stud}' Hall, and took our places ; and 
when the tall Franciscan came up the room 
we gave him the traditional Sgoil Eanna 
welcome.

Facing round suddenly, Father Fitzgerald 
asked us to accompany him on a voyage to 
Australia ; and straightway we all booked 
passages. But we never reached Australia ; 
for the mighty Orient laid the spell of its

magic on us, captain and crew and passengers, 
and we fingered so long at Port Said and Aden, 
at Bombay and Colombo, that the journey, 
like a tantalising dream, ended just as we were 
making Sydney Harbour. Father Fitzgerald 
spoke alternately in Irish and in English, 
and he had a fashion of drawing each section 
of his address to a close precisely at the most 
exciting moment,— as a cinematograph 
picture sometimes shuts ofi just when the small 
boy who has robbed the orchard has been 
chased to the end of a plank stretching from 
the top of a high roof to nowhere, or as (in 
the papers we read before we came to Sgoil 
Eanna) we used to knock bob up against 
* To be continued next week ”  at the exact 
moment when the villain had fired a fuse 
connected with the deadly bomb which he 
had cunningly attached to the heroine’s 
person, leaving us in dreadful suspense as to 
whether the hero would arrive in his aeroplane 
from the North Pole in time to foil the hellish 
plot. Thus, Father Fitzgerald weighed 
anchor in Colombo Harbour while we were 
watching with horrid fascination a row of 
grinning sharks drawn up on our starboard, 
while a party of scantily-clad Cingalese were 
diving for pennies on our larboard ; leaving 
us totally in the dark a9 to how many Cingalese 
got their pennies and how many sharks their 
luncheons. Talking of sharks, that is a 
gruesome mode of fishing by which mariners 
in the Indian Ocean sometimes, according 
to Father Fitzgerald, beguile the tedium of a 
voyage. A  charge of dynamite is neatly 
packed inside a junk of pork ; the dainty is 
let down into the sea by a fishing-line ; a 
shark seizes i t ; he finds it indigestible; 
there is an explosion; “  and then,”  said
Father Fitzgerald with a bland smile, “  the 
atmosphere is full of shark.”  What with the 
"  thrashers,”  of whose ancient feud with the 
shark Father Fitzgerald also told us, and the 
South Sea dynamitards, the life of a shark 
must be an exciting one, and his end often 
picturesque. The lonely outlaw deserves 
some sympathy.
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But before we got to the South Seas, we had 
traversed with Father Fitzgerald many a 
famous highway of mariners ancient and 
modern, and paused at many a famous city of 
the Occident and the Orient. We had met the 
forlorn, bedraggled flocks of the birds of 
passage and seen them, all spent with travel, 
dash into the face of the Eddystone Light­
house : we had encountered squalls and
m il-dc-mir in the Bay of Biscay ■ we had 
beheld flaunting from the Rock of Gibraltar 
the flag that some of us hope to pull down 
from Dublin Castle ; we had paused, awe­
struck, under Stromboli in eruption the 
most glorious and terrible sight,”  said bather 
Fitzgerald "  I  have ever seen on land or sea; 
we had walked through the silent streets of 
Pompeii, seen the ruts of the cartwheels of the 
Romans, the pathetic preparations for the 
evening meals that were never eaten, and 
the place where the sentinel pictured by 
Poynter had stood, faithful unto death ; we 
had gazed at Vesuvius the destroyer, and the 
blue Bay at its feet. “  ' See Naples and die ;
I don’t know about that,”  said Father 
Fitzgerald, with one of his ironical touches ,
” if the proverb were smell Naples and die,
I could understand it, for the lovely blue Bay 
is an open sink into which great cities have 
poured all their garbage for two thousand 
years.”

Then we voyaged through the classic seas, 
and so came to Port Said, the Gate of the 
East, and mingled in its thronged streets 
with its motley crowd of Europeans, 
Egyptians, and Asiatics, “  the riff-raff of 
three continents,”  declared Father Fitzgerald. 
Next through the Suez Canal, hewn out by 
de Lesseps in the track of some forgotten 
water-way of the ancients, for Father Fitz­
gerald is certain that this is not the first canal 
that has pierced the Isthmus of Suez. We 
spent a night at anchor in the canal with the 
silent desert stretching at each side of us, 
the solemn starlit sky of the desert overhead ; 
we saw the dim procession of ships which 
nightly thread the canal, coming from the 
ends of the earth and going to the ends of the 
earth, no man knows whence or whither ; we 
coaled at Suez, and listened to the monotonous 
song of the black porters as they passed and 
repassed up and down the gangways, each 
bent under his burden of coa l; then down 
the Red Sea and, after pausing at Aden 
(“ another pestilential hole,”  said Father 
Fitzgerald), across the wide Arabian Sea, 
1,700 miles, to Bombay. Here we were 
under the full spell of the Orient : grave
subtle faces of Mohammedan, Brahmin, and 
Parsee crowded round us ; we marvelled at

the devilry of the fakirs ; we visited the Place 
of Vultures where the Parsees bury their dead, 
— saw the black ominous cloud of unclean 
birds circling with their hungry ' auch 
above the platforms, “  on the look-out for a 
funeral,”  said Father Fitzgerald, for they 
enjoy funerals ”  ; heard the rush of their 
wings as a corpse was deposited ; and then- 
withdrew. Father Fitzgerald directed^ our 
attention to the strange social and political 
conditions of the moment in India ; there is 
electricity in the atmosphere. The British 
Government has made a gigantic mistake, 
from its own point of view, in giving educa­
tion to the Hindoos : you cannot govern a
reading and thinking people against its will.

Setting sail from Bombay, we ran down the 
Malabar coast, 870 miles, to Colombo, where 
we were introduced to a new and more 
sprightly Eastern people, and wandered for 
some days amid their tea-plantations and 
cinnamon-groves. Then across the Indian 
Ocean, some 4,000 miles, to Perth and 
Adelaide and Melbourne and Sydney. We 
jumped to New Zealand, too, and met the 
Maoris, civilised and self-governing, but 
retaining their own language.  ̂ A t some 
unknown island we dined with certain 
converted cannibals, Father Fitzgerald telling 
us that he felt just a little nervous lest one of 
his hosts might mistake him for the ham. 
And where was it that we met the dis­
tinguished foreign-looking ecclesiastic en­
gaged in teaching a school of blacks? Parlez- 
vous francais ? ” asked Father Fitzgerald 
politely and to his astonishment was met with 
the reply, "  Arrah, don’t be foolish, man ! 
Mv name is O’Brien and I was born m 
Tipperary ! ”  These are details which m the 
maze of the impressions left on us by our 
journey under Father Fitzgerald’s conductor- 
ship we cannot properly place. But his mam 
pictures, brilliant and graphic as they were, 
remain stamped on our memories, and as fie 
left the Study Hall, our ringing cheers 
proclaimed that the lecturer had more than 
justified the Head Master’s assurance,— that 
his lecture had been in very sooth as good 
as a ceilidhe.”

Tongues in Trees interpreted 
by Professor Houston.

Professor David Houston, F.L.S., who is 
one of our near neighbours at Rathfarnham 
fhe lives in the beautiful old house that was 
once the home of “  Buck ” Whaley), promised 
early in the year to give us a series of talks
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on plant life. Once we caught a glimpse of 
him conducting a party of his pupils at the 
College of Science through our wood; and some 
of us abandoned our camans for the afternoon 
to follow him afar off. On another occasion 
one or two of us found him in high disputation 
with Micheal Mhag Ruaidhri on the momen- 
ous theme of vegetable marrows : ordinary 
people have no idea to what picturesque 
heights a discussion on such a subj ect, between 
competent disputants, can rise. The thing 
that struck us most about Professor Houston 
in these fleeting glimpses was his great, 
kindly, intimate, all-embracing love for the 
plant world,— his enthusiastic interest in 
every lowly, beautiful thing that shares with 
us the gift of life, “  from the cedar that is in 
Lebanon to the hyssop that springeth out of 
the wall.”  So we knew that when Professor 
Houston came to lecture to us we should be 
given a very rare privilege,— the privilege of 
listening to a man who can talk, talking about 
the things that he loves.

And we were not disappointed. On Friday, 
December 2nd, Professor Houston intro­
duced his subject in an address to boarders 
and day-boys in the Study Hall. First he 
drew a distinction between the “  crops ”  of 
a country and its “  vegetation.”  Its "  crops ’ 
it owes to man ; its “  vegetation "  it owes to 
nature. The vegetation depends largely on 
the kind of soil. We all remembered the 
parable of the sower who went out to sow his 
seed. Some fell by the wayside and it was 
trodden down. Other some fell upon a rock, 
and as soon as it was sprung up it withered 
away. Other some fell among thorns, and 
the thorns, growing up with it, choked it. 
And other some fell upon good ground 
and being sprung up yielded fruit a hundred­
fold. The sower had sown the same kind of 
seed in each place. I f  we could imagine him 
scattering handfuls of mixed seed the result 
would have been very different. Suppose he 
had scattered com, plantain grass, herb 
Robert, and Robin-run-the-hedge. The 
plantain grass would have sprung up by the 
roadside, but none of the others ; the herb 
Robert only would have sprung up among 
the rocks!; only the Robin-run-the-hedge 
among the thorns ; but all of them, including 
the corn, wouldjhave sprung up on the good 
ground. The good ground, so to speak, 
offered a dish of which all could partake, 
whereas other soils offered dishes appealing 
only to particular|palates.

The wind is the greatest of Nature’s sowers. 
We have all seen the wind scattering the down

of thistles and the beautiful puff-balls of the 
dandelion. The birds and the rivers, too, 
help Nature in her good work of sowing. 
These various agencies scatter seeds broad­
cast ; what will grow depends on the seed 
scattered and the place where it falls.

In accounting for the vegetation of Ireland 
we must remember the build of Ireland. 
Professor Houston sketched the mountain 
framework of Ireland on the blackboard. 
The biggest and deepest gap is that through 
which the Shannon flows to the sea. Through 
this gap blows the soft, moist West wind 
bringing verdure in its train. Hence the 
greenness of Kerry and the richness of the 
Golden Vein. The prevailing winds of Ireland 
are the West and South-west. In the West 
of Ireland all the trees point towards Dublin : 
it is not that the wind blows them thus, but 
the growth is naturally on the less exposed 
side,— the side that looks to the East.

Ireland’s most characteristic vegetation is 
its grasses— symbol that it is a land of 
frequent showers. Next come its bogland 
plants. Professor Houston described the 
formation of a bog— originally a mere hollow 
with a rocky floor through which water 
cannot percolate ; vegetation collects in it, 
and in the course of ages this vegetation is 
pressed and condensed into what we call a 
bog. There are bogs which cover whole 
counties; there are bogs no bigger than the 
blackboard. Next we have Ireland’s native 
trees, poor remnant of the forest mantle that 
once clothed the Island of Woods. Prominent 
among them are the so-called Scotch fir, the 
Irish yew (one of whose chief homes was 
anciently this district of Cuala), and the oak. 
The grasses, the bog plants, and the trees are 
characteristic of the limestone country which 
makes up so large a part of the plains of 
Ireland. Pushed up through the limestone 
we have great masses of granite and kindred 
stones which we call mountains. FI ere the
characteristic vegetation is the furze, the 
bracken, the heather; higher still, on the 
stony summits, we have the lichens.

In concluding Professor Houston promised 
in a second lecture to deal in detail with the 
plant life of the Rathfarnham district, and 
finally he asked us all to accompany him on 
a botanising expedition to the neighbouring 
mountains. In thanking him and accepting 
the invitation, the Head Master said that his 
heart throbbed at the thought of the coming 
of spring and of that tramp through the hills 
with Professor Houston.
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AtitiALx S501I. eAtrnA, pogrhAtt 50 tlcyolAis, 1910.
1910.111. poj. 12 . CnuinnijcAmAp 1 n-Ajui-p miA 
S501I. Satiha itvoiu 6 CU15 cuigib tia heipeAnn. 
l«At-ceAX) 'O'.i 1 tie An lion auoca aca a Amuro 
A5 pint be ri-A cvhU sat). CAOimijm 6
lieAtiACAHi 6 SeAAcbe An c6at> mime
•o’pneASAiji An comne 1 mbtiAonA. Seo 1 
11-Ap iroiAro Ai-peAtn nA mbuACAibbi comnaitjac 
nnA aca C|tuinn Anoif : CAonnjin 6 1i&AriAcAn 
6 SeAAAte, 1 nAmepioCA ; t>n6AmvoAn 6 
Cbeipis, CAoniijin 6 ebbing, A5tip peApsur 
6 Cbbipis, 6 lAp-rilroe ; CionAot 0  noi-oeAiti 
Agu-p VopmA-o 0  Uoi-oeAin, 6 -fine 5 aVL ; 
nifAeAtvo niAC AmbAoib, 6 Caaai|i tnimnig ; 
SeofAtn 0  t)u acaI I a, 6 Co. C1 Vb *0 Aft A ; 
rtifAeAfvo 6 ConcobAip, 6 Caaaih CopeAige ; 
SeofAtn (3 Con cob ai p, 6 Co. CtVL HlAnnAAin ; 
•peAngnf <5 tllAolniuAibe, 6 tin  ConAibb; 
pAopAic t»t'eAAnac, 6 1 Aft-ConnACAAib ;
peAfrooficA 6 po^AftAAij 6 Co. rhuigeo ;
VomAf puifvpeAb, SeAtnuf 6 ’OnboA, SeofAtn 
<3 IllAobfnAnAbA, CAtnonn 6 lletbb, 'OiAfniAro 
0 tleibb, Aj;nf UtbbtAtn 1T1AC gtobba b e , 6 
CAAAtf t)Albe AAA CblAA. CA globbAblttgOC
0  CAAAin, ■ peAf5ttf <5 mtAbbAtn, Agtif eAtnonn 
<3 CuAAAtb Am tfo t n-A niAtstfAfib coninAfote
1 -ooeAnnAA An A f fO - l i lA l g l fA l| t  Agt-tf p A O f A l C  

Hi •OnboA.

1910.
Sept. 12. We mustered to the new Sgoil 

Eanna to-day from the four beautiful green 
fields of Caitlin Ni Uallachain, but watchful 
Irish America was before us in the person of 
Kevin Henehan. There are many other new 
faces, so many, indeed, that the “  old boys ”  
(though most of them are here) look a 
strangely small band in the midst of the 
newcomers. Some faces and figures we sorely 
miss : Maurice Fraher will never more turn 
a forlorn hope on the hurling field into a 
glorious victory for Sgoil Eanna,— his place 
henceforth is with the hurlers of his native 
Deise ; if Conroy ever again quavers forth 
the songs of sean-Mhaitias or tells the famous 
tale of the Piper in the Snail’s Castle it will 
be to the little boys of Tir Eoghain to whom 
he has gone to teach his Iar-Connacht Irish ; 
nearer home Denis Gwynn is carrying the 
banner of Sgoil Eanna into the National 
University ; and we feel sure, though we 
have not heard from him, that Joseph Fegan 
is preaching his gospel of fiery nationalism 
among his fellow-students in Galway. Where 
is Matt Kavanagh ? He had hoped to be 
with us, but duty (Matt never shirked the 
call of duty) has beckoned him elsewhere : 
we shall see him from time to time, however, 
for his work for the present lies in Dublin. 
Others who are not here to-day will surely 
answer the roll-call later in the year. We 
cannot afford yet to part with Eoin Mac 
Gavock, or Ulick Moore, or Jerome Cronin ; 
Fred O’Doherty promises that his brother 
Vincent will be with us within the month; 
Willie Bradley, though matriculated (he is 
probably the youngest undergraduate in 
Ireland), will study with us for another year 
before he settles down to medicine ; and on 
the western breeze conies a faint murmur of 
the possibility of the return of Frank 
Connolly, another of our undergraduates. 
It  is pleasant to find our comrades so loth to 
leave us. Eamon Bulfin is here, of course, 
looking taller and more heroic than ever, 
and with him O’Connor and Delany, among 
last year’s seniors, and the great bulk of 
the juniors. Dick Humphrys and Joseph
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111. £05. 13. C opn u ijeA P &]\ obAtp tiA 
bliA-otiA. f i c e  -otune tie BuACAitUb tAe fAti 
bACAip. Seo 1 n-Ap ivoi a i"6 AipeAth ha  
mbuACAiVli l  AO mi a , .1., 0A'C>5Ap (3 CutACAin,
UiVltAm 0  CutACAiH, Cpiopcbip 1T1ac Am-opiAir, 
SeofArn 6 bOpAin, SeA^An 6 hOpAiri, Ape 
(3 hOp&in, CoipeAtb Vloupcon, AnroptAf 
t-AritvoATOe. Caiths beipe BuacaiLU coth- 
riArote miA utn meAPon tAe, .1., ponmrAU 
O  rn u p C A -O A  A J U p  T )e A p rh « r i lA  6  m u p C A -O A  
(6 Cacaip botitvoAti).

bl- 'P0S- I(5- Oeitroe utn ipArnotiA.

Buckley, who were day boys at Cullenswood 
House, have come to us in Rathfarnham as 
boarders. As for "  new boys,”  with Kevin 
Henehan (Seattle, Wash., U.S.A.), we have 
Kenneth and Norman Reddin (Co. Dublin), 
Brendan, Kevin, and Frank Cleary (West­
meath), Richard O’Connor (CorkCity), Joseph 
O’Connor (Co. Wicklow), Frank Molloy (Tir- 
connell), Patrick Walsh (Iar-Connacht), 
Frederick Fogarty (Co. Mayo) ; with Thomas 
Purcell, James Dodd, Joseph Rooney, Eamonn 
and Dermot O'Neill, and William Holden, a 
all brother of Fred’s (Dublin City) ; others are 
due to-morrow. Which of all these newcomers 
will in the fulness of time take the places that 
have been left vacant ? Who will lead us in 
football and hurling when Bulfin and Burke 
have followed Fegan and Fraher ? Who will 
take up the tradition of fine and spacious 
scholarship that has been bequeathed to us
by Denis Gwynn ? ............What of the
masters ? The Head Master is here, and 
Dr. Doody ; and Mr. Feely and Mr. William 
Pearse will be at their posts as soon as the 
science and art classes are resumed. But 
Mr. MacDonagh and Mr. MacDonnell have 
left us, at least for the present. These two 
seem to us “  old boys ”  so much part of the 
scheme of things at Sgoil Eanna that some­
thing tells us we shall see both of them 
again. So we shall not write their "  vale ”  
for the present. Mr. McDermott is teaching 
in North-West Ind ia : doubtless he has
already made hurlers of the Hindoos. Mr. 
Kane, Mr. Nolan, and Mr. O’Toole come to 
reinforce the staff.

Sept. 13. Work started this morning. A  
score of day-boys rallied, with Eamonn 
Nolan, Desmond O’Ryan, and John Dowling 
at their head. We greeted them with our 
time-honoured shout. New day-boys are 
Edgar and William Colohan, Christopher 
Andrews, Joseph, John, and Arthur Horan, 
Cyril Houston, Brendan Byrne, and Andrew 
Landy. MacGarvey's absence makes a big 
gap among the day-boys : he has promised 
to visit us, however. Two new boarders 
reported at mid-day,— Fintan and Desmond 
Murphy (London). Classes having been 
formed, we broke up into exploration parties. 
One daring band constructed a raft and 
navigated the lake with perfect safety, 
formally taking possession in the name of the 
republic of Sgoil Eanna of several desert 
islands ; others penetrated the inner recesses 
of the woods. “  Nach breagh an ait 6 le 
haghaidh cath ! ”  says Niall MacNeill.

Sept. 16. We had a Ceilidhe to-night, and 
realised that we are going to be, as of yore, 
a very harmonious family in more senses
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m . P 05. 17. 'O’y it t  DtieAumjAU <3 cuACAit 
Agup UiunpeAtiu (3 CuArAit. pptoc ropAP 
p sp u p tiijce  t3ui|ro A n  OroeACAip tileAPonAtj;, Agup pogpAP 50  pA>B cpi puAip buAvoce A5 
eom 6 D u n tA in s, .1., Exhibition pAn 
tivpipeACC, -ouAip pAU "O uil-eolA p, Asup  
PUA1f  pAU nSACOttg.

m. p og. 18. SnibtAmAp 1 mop-SrubAt ua 
ti 5  Ae-oc Al-

tfl. -pog. 19. D ’p it t  UitliAtn <3 tlpoVlACAin.

m . p o 5. 20. tA im j; SeAjAn (3 CotniAin 
(6 Co. CopcAtje) 1 n-A buACAill coihnAix>re.

tn . P05. 21. C o p m n j An cAcAip Tie ItiipcA 
Ap An COA5AP5 CpiopcAroe tio trnitneA-6 fn im n.

IT). P 05. 22. D o  hAinmni5eAt) CAmonn 
tDuitpin, UmnpeAnn 6  D ocA pcA ij, DothnAVl (3 ConcobAip, pA-opAic (3 D ubpiA m e, Ajpup 
UittiAm (3 PpollACAiti, mAp ReACCAiplb. 
t u g  mAcjAiiiAin CAOiiiAnAC cuAtpc opAmn.

m . P 05 . 24. C V Ig  tn A C g A tilA in  CAOtilAnAC 
cuAipc e i te  opAtnn.

in. poj. 25. Caiius eojAn rtlAC pm n 1 n-A 
b«ACAitt cotimAVoce.

111. poj. 26. tAmij; UAtcdAp tlonpcon 1 
n-A buACAitt tAe.

111. p o§ . 27. D ’p it t  eom 111 ac "CiAibeAC. 
in. p o j . 28. D ’p it t  SeA5An niACDlApmATJA 

A5tip S n o p in  mAC DiApmA-OA.
in. p o j . 30. C6iti-6e urn cpAcnonA.

than one. Donal O’Connor, Fred O’Doherty, 
and Joseph Buckley sang with all their old 
blitheness. Frank Burke and Fred Holden 
discoursed most excellent music on the piano. 
Richard O’Connor played hauntingly on his 
violin old airs he had picked up in the 
Gaedhealtacht of Munster ; then he danced 
and sang for us-—he could almost have kept 
the Ceilidhe going by himself. The Head 
Master sat silent, but Mr. O’Toole and Mr. 
Kane were heard from with effect. Mr. 
O’Toole’s “  Sian chum Padraic Sairseal,”  
moved us like the “  sad music, the music 
of defeat,”  that was played before the Irish 
kings when going to their deaths. Then Mr. 
Kane awoke us to enthusiastic hilarity with 
his "  Bo na Leath-Adhairce” his "  Domhnall 
binn O Conaill grinn,”  and his “  Mursheen 
Durkin.”  We chorussed them vigorously, 
boys who were never known to have a ‘ ‘ voice ’ ’ 

.before joining in with gusto. Mr. Kane’s 
choruses will become institutions in the School.

Sept. 17. Brendan and Vincent O’Toole 
returned, to the delight of Frank Burke, 
who now heads a family party of six. The 
Intermediate Prize Lists, published to-day, 
announce that John Dowling has won an 
Exhibition in the Modern Literary course 
(Junior Grade), has qualified for a Prize in the 
Science course, and has won a Composition 
Prize in Irish.

Sept. 18 . We marched, eighty-five strong, 
in the Laugnage Procession behind our piper 
and banner.

Sept. 19. We cheered John Dowling as he 
came into school this morning, much to his 
confusion. Great men are proverbially shy. 
Willie Bradley returned full of tidings from 
Ballingeary.

Sept. 20. John Coleman (Co. Cork) 
arrived as a boarder.

Sept. 21. Father Bourke took up his duties 
as School Chaplain.
. Sept. 22. The Head Master announced 
the appointment of Eamonn Bulfin, Vincent 
O’Doherty, Donal O’Connor, Patrick Delany, 
and William Bradley as School Prefects 
(Reachtairi), and begged our loyal co-operation 
wi+h them in maintaining the laws of our 
republic. Matt Kavanagh paid us a visit.

Sept. 24. Matt Kavanagh was with us 
again to-night.

Sept. 25. Owen Gwynn, Denis’s little 
brother, arrived as a boarder.

Sept. 26. New day-boy, Walter Houston 
(Cyril’s elder brother).

Sept. 27. Eoin MacGavock returned.
Sept. 28. John and Stephen McDermott 

returned.
Sept. 30. Another Ceilidhe. Fresh moods

7 5



T>. p o j .  2- VAitnj; ComAf 0  liOrpin, SoA^An o  l i 0 1 f in , SeA^Ati 1V1 * 5  LtotinAin, 
Agup 'OonncAt) iriAg tiom iAin (Ap Co. tia 
SAiVtniie •oo’n ceAtpAp) 1 n-A mbuACAiVUli 
cothnArote.

T). £ 0 5 . 5. 'o ’p i l l  ppom npiAp 0  C onjA ite.

T). ■ poj. 8. ‘O’piVl UmnpeAnn 6 ‘OocApcAij;."O. p og . 9. tAir.ij; p at)|iaic <5 "OoirmAVtAin 
(6 Co. RopcomAin) 1 n-A UuacaiVI comnAvoie.X). p'05. 10. tA im j; t'Amomi C) tiAOi j itL  (6 
t i p  CoriAitt) 1 11-A UuacaiVL cornnArote.

T>. P 05 . I I . t u g  SoriiAiple IDac gAtibAij cuAipc opAinn.
*0- p o j .  12. tA n iis  S i j l e  n !  Kai5AII.A15 

1 n-A mAigipcpeAip congAncA.
"O. p o j .  13. tiiiACAiVUn tAe ntiA, .1., 

PAT)jtAlC CAOtilAnAC.
*0 . P 05 . 14. Cpmnnni5At> pAn P aVIa m op . 

"Do bAt-cogAT) eAtnonn t>uiVpin mAp CAOipeAC 
ha S s o it e , *oo liA t-cojAt) UmnpeAnn 6 
*OocApcAijj mAp tA nA ifne, n o  cogA'o pAmonn P111Ipm mAp CeAnn peAfmiA nA nlomAnAroce 
(Sm npip), peApsup T)e tltipcA mAp CeAnn 
peAtmiA nA SoipeAp, A-OAmnin triAC pionntAOic 
mAp CeAnn peAtmiA nA nAopAnAc, Agup 
P at>paic 6  ’OuliptAine niAp CeAnn peA-omA nA bpeileATJOipt.

"O. p o j .  18. t u g  ‘Oonn p iA cr  Ag-up a beAn 
Agup C tem enc C. Shoprep Ajjup a beAn 
cuAipn opAinn.

*0 . p o j .  19. p05pA-b 50  pAib ceAnnnp 
AOpAnac t)A ilc A ca CUac g n b iu ig te  AgAmn 
pAn lomAnAibeAcc.

T>. p o j .  21. Optimum j a p  pAn P aI I a m op. 
T)o C05AT) *OonmAtt 6  ConcobAip mAp 
■LeAbApbAnnAibe, eAmonn 6  11iiAttAin Agnp 
"OeAprimmA 6  11iAin niAp TtunAroiib, Agtip 
PpeAnn-oAn 0  CuacaiI, eo iti 6  ‘Oun'lAins, 
Agup ConcobAp ITIac p ionnlA oic be b e lt  1 
n-A gCoipce 1 nreAnncA d a n-oipijeAC.

X). poj;. 22. pn ApeAmAp pgeAt 50  f>pwt ah 
ceAT) SgolAipcAcc m p nA SeAn-CeAngCACAib 
biiAifire A5 "OonncAti ITIac pm n 1 gColAipce 
nA b1otp50ibe.

in Irish folk-song revealed by Mr. O’Toole, 
and fresh whimsicalities in Irish and Anglo- 
Irish choruses by Mr. Kane. Willie Bradley 
contributed a story, Donal O’Connor and Fred 
O’Doherty songs, Frank Burke and Dick 
O’Connor music. The latter’s “  Londubh ” 
is fine.

Oct. 2. The Four Jolly Pigeons, i.e. 
Thomas and John Hession and John and 
Denis Glennon (all from Co. Galway), arrived 
as boarders.

Oct. 5. Frank Connolly returned : the 
west wind had spoken true.

Oct. 6. Maurice Staunton acted the Good 
Samaritan to a stray carrier-pigeon which 
had taken shelter from the elements in his 
dormitory.

Oct. 8. Vincent O’Doherty returned.
Oct. 9. Patrick Donnellan (Co. Ros­

common) arrived as a boarder.
Oct. 10. Edward Boyle (Tirconnell) 

arrived as a boarder.
Oct. 11. Sorley MacGarvey paid us a 

flying visit and was greeted affectionately.
Oct. 12. Miss O’Reilly came to teach the 

Infantry.
Oct. 13. New day-boy, Patrick Kavanagh.

Oct. 14. Our General Election commenced. 
Eamonn Bulfin was re-acclaimed School 
Captain and Vincent O’Doherty Vice- 
Captain. Eamonn Bulfin was elected Captain 
of Senior Hurling, Frank Burke, Captain of 
Junior Hurling, and Eunan MacGinley 
Captain of Juvenile Hurling. Patrick 
Delany was elected Captain of Football.

Oct. 18. Mr. and Mrs. Clement K. Shorter 
and Mr. and Mrs. Donn Piatt visited the 
School.

Oct. 19. I t  was officially announced to-day 
that Frank Burke’s hurlers had won for Sgoil 
Eanna the leadership of the Dublin Juvenile 
Hurling teams, and the League Medals. 
Frank Burke got us a half-holiday in 
commemoration of the triumph.

Oct. 21. Our General Election was con­
cluded. John McDermott was elected Master 
of Games, Donal O’Connor Librarian, 
Eamonn Nolan and Desmond O’Ryan School 
Secretaries, and Brendan O’Toole, John 
Dowling, and Conor MacGinley to serve with, 
the officers, on the Committee.

Oct. 22. News came to-day that Denis 
Gwynn had won the first classical Entrance 
Scholarship at University College. We 
greeted the announcement with a shout that 
startled the rooks from their nests in the
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T>. P 05 . 23. UuAlb tlA pltlCAtl tAtopp 1 
b p e il pinn m um  ue neApc 3— 31 d-a& xo i — 4-
t u 5  c a iU m  a 5 « P  m A ijjip c p e A p A i S 5 0 i t  l u e  
cuaV  o p A in n  t p A c 6 nA ,A 5 u p  U om A p  t r u e  
T K m n c A U A  , n -A  b p o c A ip . U i C 6 ,U o e  A5 A .n n .

X). P 05. 27. t u s  tllAipe t i l  AouAin Abup 
Conn 6 CuppAin cuAipc opAinn.

•O. P 05. 28. t u g  ‘OonncAu TTIac fm n  cnAipc 
opAinn.

T). poj;. 30. t r ig  An r A c aip AbAoipeAC, 
O . S .p .C . ,  cuAipc opAinn.

*0_ P05. 3 1 . Ovoce SAtnnA.

S aiti. I. D i cu iu  ASAinn A p  Cbibrbe nA SAiimA 
1 S501I 1u e.

SAin. 3. Caic ptc.e uu m e u e Cnsipib ah 
D m p u  VlAipnincA An Va Ap Ain s 5o l i  , AS 
bpeAtnu^AU nA mot) mnmreACAip aca

tall trees around Emmet’s Fort I f  those 
ancient friends of Denis s and of Liberty ■ 
the swifts— had been in season they would 
doubtless have felt much gratified. r r

Oct 23. We met the Fmtan Lalors m 
football on our own ground to-day, and^ ef® 
defeated on a score of 3— 3 to 1— 4. lh  y 
were a much heavier team than we. Me 
keenlv miss Maurice Fraher and Conroy m the 
defence, and Jerome Cronin in th e  attack.
In the evening the boarders of Sgoil Ide 
visited us and were entertained Jo tea and a 
Ceihdhe. They were accompanied by Mrs. 
Bloomer, Miss Cotter, Miss Maguire, and Miss 
O'Callaghan. Mr. MacDonagh was also with 
us for the day, and once more we heard 
“  Malbrook ”  from him. Denis Gwynn 
visited us to-day and received an 
He walked up the avenue as airily as if he baa 
never heard of Euripides.

Oct 24. The woodland Hermitage has tor 
some days past been the site of long andbloody 
encounters. I t  has been garrisoned by a 
nartv of jeelligerent juniors, under tne 
command of FintaniMurphy, and attacked by 
another commanded by Conor MacGinley. 
Sorties and ambuscades are the order of the

Oct. 25. Peace has been brought about by 
the intervention of a body ° £ ^ SPS 
issuing from their nest, attacked and routed 
both Irmies. Eoin MacGavock and Herbert 
Buckley were among those who suffered

CaSOct!^26. The Wasps’ Peace (1910) is still

m OctC627. Miss Hayden and Mr. C. P.

CUOct Denis Gwynn came to visit us
(and Owen), coming up the Avenue as airi y 
as if he had never heard of Eunpedes. We
gave him a great cheer. _ „  „  v ;s;+e<3

Oct. 30. Father Aloysius, O.S.b.U, visitea

USQCt. 3 1 . We kept Samhain Eve in
traditional fashion. hall to-

Nov. 1. There was a fancy dress ball to
night at that distant Tir na nOg, St. Ita  1
to which some of us .wenV nifind B fadlev O’Connor and his viohn. Buifin, Bradley, 
Donal O’Connor and others joined spiritedly 
n the dancing. Frank Connolly thawed. 
[Addendum : He has since joined the dancing
class (a thing he had persistently refused to
do for two years) as a result of the nigl 
impression on him. Clearly not by logic alone 
is the mind of the undergraduate sustainerl.] 

Nov 3. A party of twenty National School
Inspectors who are attending a special course 
at the Leinster College of Irish visited us
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u-upAio A^Ainn. t)i Uiia til j^AipceAttAii: 
Agtlf COtTIAf 111AC T)01lriCAPA t t1-A bgOCAip.

SAtil. 4. t>UACAlllhl tAe tHlA, .1., CACAt <5 
CUACAtl.

1 ' SAm. 5. ttponn rriAipst'eAt) flic jbiApAip 
b°t''o bittiAppp ’ opAinn.

SAtii. io.  ̂ DponnAiriAp pgAt peAptAinne Ap 
An App-triAijipcip 1 5cuimtie Ap a U  bpeite.

„ Sa.™‘ ,20; Cauiij SeopAtii 0 Cletpij te 
. po'bAptugA'o ”  le  bpACACAib -oo rhuineAb 

tnnnn.

0̂ take notes as to our methods of 
bilingual instruction. They were present at 
classes in Irish, French, and Latin (Mr. Nolan's 
Direct Method teaching of Latin exciting 
much interest), and at lessons in Mathematics 
■JPd Geography conducted solely in Irish. 
Mr. D ’Alton, Senior Inspector, subsequently 
thanked the Head Master for the privilege 
accorded them, and the latter in reply 
touched on some of the problems which 
beset the bilingual teacher. The party was 
accompanied by Miss Agnes O’Farrelly and 
Mr. MacDonnell (our own Tomas) of the 
Leinster College, and by Mrs. Bloomer and 
Mr. and Mrs. Dry hurst.

Nov. 4. New day-boy, Cathal O’Toole. A 
prey-seeking peeler hauntsthe premises to 
the wrath of Micheal Mhag Ruaidhri. 
K N °Y b 5- Arrival of our billiard table, the 
gift ° f  Miss Pearse to the senior boys.

Nov. 7. Frank Connolly develops a touch- 
ing friendship for a lame magpie.

Nov. 10. This was the Haed Master’s 
birthday. We presented him with an 
umbrella m memory of the occasion. After 
morning prayers he thanked us for the 
unexpected gift and, in one of his rare bursts 
of self-revelation, spoke to us of his friendships 
and intimacies with pupils of the School 
past and present.

Nov. 10. Micheal Mhag Ruaidhri has found 
and lost a bat. Catching it at daybreak he 
field it captive till sunset in order to show it 
f® fbe Head Master who has a gruesome 
affection for such small deer. As Micheal 
opened the box to dislay his capture, the bat, 
to Micheal’s utter amazement, disappeared 

in the vaults of the air and the wastes of the 
firmament.”

Nov. 20. Mr. Clarke started a class in 
code-signalling.

SAtil. 23. t o p u ilj  All CotbAjVOAC All
AClAtoeAcc no thutneA-o bumr).

SAm. 24. -D’ pdsAiti An cAp-o-tilAijripcip
50 JIAlb PA01 piAUUA ” -OO CUp Ap bun J\An

SAm. 25. t u g  au cxtcAip ComA-p piac 
S eAtiAtlc IfiijeAcc -Guinn Ap “ tutiAr no’n 
TloniAn CeAf.

SAtii. 26. CtnpeA-o CupA-o-itu'p Lai be An 
fAn lomAnAroeAcc Agup pAti bpeib An bun 
PA ceAnnup An KcAp Ui tmb-OA, tUcrApAn 
ColA1 pee ClApAtn, Agup Ap-O-ttlAlgipcip SgOlt

Nov. 23. Mr. Colbert gave us our first 
lesson in military foot drill.

Nov. 24. The Head Master explained his 
plan for the formation of a body of Fianna 
in the School, with the object of encouraging 
moral, mental, and physical “  fitness.”

Nov. 25. The Rev. T. F. Fitzgerald, O.S.F. 
gave us a delightful lecture on "  A  Trip to 
Australia.”  *

Nov. 26. The Leinster Inter-College 
championships, the movement for the 
establishment of which we inaugurated last 
year, were formally launched to-day at a 
meeting in the Shelbourne Hotel convened 
by Dr. Doody. The Rev. Dr. Doody 
President of St. Kic-ran’s, Kilkenny (our 
Dr. Doody’s uncle) was elected chairman of 
the Committee and our Head Master Vice-
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SAtii. 27. t!)UAib buroeAU gAetntse giottA- 
bpijpe Ui C At Ain buroeAn ^Aetnbse An Ap-o- 
tllAiSipcip 1 n-iomAUAi-beACC Tie neApc 6— o 
1 n-A5Afo $— o.

SAtii. 28. CuipeAP piAnnA Ssoib eAnnA Ap 
bun auocc. t!)a cap mp n& ptAnnAib Ap pap, 
gAc cac pA ceAnnup niop-tAoipis- Ceitpe 
buioeAn pAn 5CAC, sac buroeAn pA ceAnnup 
CA01P15. P a piAnnA Ap pA-o pA ceAnnup App- 
CAOipi5- "PAPpAIC triAC -piApAtp AU cApP-
CAOipeAC, fiAmotin 6 CuacaiL Asup .Ailppro 
triAC tocbAinn nA 1P 6p-tA0ipis, &Atnonn 
Puibpin, UmnpeAnn 6 DocApcAis, ppomnpiAp 
6 Con5Aite, *OotniiAbb 0  concobAtp, pAppAic 
6 DubptAine, U1 Hi Atn 6 llpollACAin,
•OeApthuniA 0 PtiAin, Asup eom 0 DuntAins 
11A CAOipis-

m. nA n. 2. t u s  An cOipe ‘Oaici tloupcon 
bbiseAcc pumn Ap An Vuib-ColAp.

m i ua tl. 4. t)UAib buroeAn j A e p t is e  Ati 
App-ltlAisipcip buroeAn ^lolbAbpisPe Ui 
Cac Ain 1 bpeil pe neApc 5— o 1 n-A5Aip 4— 1

m i ua 11. 7  -Oo coiii-jlACAP U1H 1 Am <5 
t)pollACAitie 1 n-A bAtb p e ’n Coipce.

rni nA 11. 8. jfeibe La peibe  ̂ riluipe 5An 
SmAt. Ceilipe 11m ipAincinA. t u s
mAt5AiiiAin CAOiiiAnac cuAipc opAinn.

m i ua tl. 12. CopnuiseAP Ap pspupuistib 
nA tloptAS- Ceitvoe urn rpAcndnA.

chairman. We hope to enter a team in the 
under-eighteen division.

Nov. 27. A  passion for hurling and footbal 
dominates the juniors. Mr. Kane's Irish 
class (Irish speakers of the Second and Third 
Catha) in a hotly-contested hurling match 
defeated to-day a team picked from the Head 
Master’s Irish Class (beginners of the Second 
and Third Catha). The score was 6— 0 to 5— 0.

Nov. 28. The Fianna of Sgoil Eanna were 
duly organised to-night. We are divided 
into eight buidheanta or companies, each under 
a Taoiseach or Captain, and these are 
grouped into two catha or battalions, each 
under a Mor-Thaoiseach or Colonel. Mr. 
O’Toole and Mr. McGloughlin are the Mor- 
Thaoisigh, Eamonn Bulfin, Vincent 
O’Doherty, Frank Connolly, Donal O’Connor, 
Patrick Delany, Willie Bradley, Desmond 
O’Ryan, and John Dowling being the Taoisigh. 
The Head Master retains the commandership- 
in-chief under the title of Ard-Taoiseach. 
Our programme includes drill, gymnastics, 
shooting, fencing, boxing, wrestling, swim­
ming, ambulance work, mountain marches, 
camping out, and scouting.

Dec. 2. Professor Houston, F.L.S., gave 
us a fascinating lecture on "  The Vegetation of 
Ireland.”

Dec. 4. The Head Master’s Irish Class 
avenged to-day its defeat of last Sunday by 
defeating Mr. Kane’s Irish Class in football 
on the score 5— 0 to 4— 1. The Head Master 
says he would have preferred to win in hurling 
but he is glad the honours are divided.

Dec. 7. A t a meeting of the Committee 
to-day, Willie Bradley was unanimously 
co-opted a member and nominated Delegate 
from the School to the Dublin G.A.A. bodies.

Dec. 8. Feast of the Immaculate Con­
ception. Special whole-holiday. We had a 
Ceilidhe in the evening. Donal O’Connor’s 
singing of ”  Fainne Geal an Lae ”  and "  L ift 
your Heart up, Mother Erin ’ ’ pleased us 
mightily. Fred O’Doherty sang too, and 
James Dodd played on the piano. Mr. 
O’Toole introduced a chorus which rivals Mr. 
Kane’s in picturesqueness. Frank Molloy and 
Joseph O’Connor came out of their shells, the 
former singing an Irish song from his native 
Tirconnell and the latter dancing to Dick 
O’Connor’s fiddling. Best of all, we had Matt 
Kavanagh with us for the night, and he 
danced as blithely as of yore.

Dec. 12. The Christmas Exams, began. 
We held a Ceilidhe in the evening by way of 
farewell to Mr. Kane, who is leaving us to 
become an Inspector of National Schools. 
Everyone who had ever contributed the 
smallest item to a Ceilidhe was called on and
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answered the call. Vincent O’Doherty broke 
silence for the first time this year, and sang 
two battle songs with more than olden vigour. 
We discovered that Cork and Wicklow are 
not so far apart but that Richard O Connor 
and Joseph O’Connor could join in a reel.

m lt iA t l .  14. Cu a i« c AH A otiac tiAtlo-obAg. Dec. 14. V is it  to  Aonachna Nodlag. 
m i tia n. 16. f-mbAl. Unn. Dec. 16. Home for Christmas.

-o. 0 u. 
p . true p.

A n n  A t a  S g o i t  lu e ,  po$riiAt\ 50  t lo ’o tA ig , 19 10 .

1910.
m. pog. 12. topruug Sgoib 1-oe Ag obAip. 

tAimg euro -oef tia CAitinib comtiAi-bre.

m . P05. 13. ’O’ofSAlt ATI S501I, Agtlf hi 
pomtic liiAit •oe]’ tia CAilinil) l.se 1 tAtAip.

m .  3:05. 14 . A t i  ce A D  tiAi-p TDo’n A t  Ain 5  
C A CA in A g  C6ACC An CUAipC CUgAlTin.

tn. pog. 18 . “ mon-pubAt tia ^Ae-oitge.”
CiiAit) tia CAitini Alin. W p a  CApAipce AgAinn. 
Pi bpAc nA Sgoile An iomc«n A5  CAictin tlic 
CigeAftriAin, CAOifeAC nA Sgotte, A511 f  Ag 
triAine DmVpin, CAOifeAC nA gCtuici. Pi 
puAiieAncAp nA Sgoile Ag nA CAibinib. ni 
nAib CAibini 6 Aon pgoil eibe pAn mop-SiubAl.

m. pog. 19. topnutgeAmAii An cAtnog- 
A iteAcc Agup An tiAtnoi-o tAime Agup 
cmpimro pvum mon lonncA An Aon.

m . p o g . 20. t u g  mAinsneA-o tlic  TbiApAip 
cuAipt onAinn.111. -fog. 23. to fn m g  An cApp-rilAigipm p  
An nA cpACCApAib bpiogmApA aca pe l e  
EAbAipc "ovnmi iiAin fA  c o ic t ig if . C Aim in  Ag 
■ oeAriAm An rvoiciVl cun b e it  com mAit t e  
S g o ti pAnnA 1 -ocAob jA etn b ge -00 lAbAipc 
50 tiom tA, acc 6 ’f  pup e  n i  pAib 5 Ae'°,\S  
acc Ag p o-bum e o e f  nACAibinib, cAceApAigte 
AgAinn poni>ne no b e lt  AgAinn g o  p o ilt .

m. pog. 24. CuAipc An CeApnlAinn nA 
CAtpAC.

m. -pog. 25. C u At) Alii A n 50 nci nA fleibce

1910.
Sept. 12. Arrival of First Boarders. They 

were Maysie Clarke, Eileen Clarke, Shiela 
Clarke, Mary Bulfin, and Lola Bloomer.

Sept. 13. The School opened, Mrs. Bloomer 
(House Mistress), Miss Cotter, Miss Maguire, 
and Miss Browner in charge. We had our 
first day’s class. Including all our day pupils, 
we had about forty.

Sept. 14. We had a visit to-day from 
Father Keane.

Sept. 18. The School took part in the 
Language Procession. We drove in two brakes. 
The School banner was carried by Kathleen 
Kiernan, the School Captain, and by Mary 
Bulfin, Captain of Games. Our banner in 
blue and gold was greatly admired. All the 
girls wore the School badge— a monogram 
with the School initials made in silver in a 
Gaelic design— on their hats. We were the 
only girls’ school represented at the procession.

Sept. 19. We have taken enthusiastically 
to playing hurley and handball. We have a 
fine playing field and a very good hand-ball 
court. Some of our less daring maidens do 
not as yet take kindly to hurley.

Sept. 20. Miss Pearse called to see us.

Sept. 23. The Director (Mr. P. H. Pearse) 
began his fortnightly series of rousing 
addresses to the girls. We are striving to 
rival St. Enda’s in our fluency in Irish, but 
as none of our girls could speak it in the 
beginning, and as only a couple had a founda­
tion knowledge, we do not expect to have 
fairly good speakers till after Christmas.

Sept. 24. We all went to the Dublin 
Mountains. On the way back we missed the 
train at Balrothery and so had to walk a long 
distance.

Sept. 25. The School paid its first visit to
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CAicUn nic cigeAnnAin. 
K a t h l e e n  K ie r n a n  (School C aptain).

triAine b m lp in .
Ma r y  B u lfin  (C a p t a in  o f  G a m e s ).

m Am e c io so g . e m s  m o Anrom iAis.
Ma r y  C u sa c k  (School S ecretary). E l s ie  A n d r e a e  (School Librarian).
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A g u p  t>' opAitin pnibAt a f t A 'le  coipg nA )iAift a 
piop A5Am CA CA'n x>’im tt5  An tfiAen.

m . p 'o j .  27. t u g  An cA ca'p 6  t)e A C A in  
CU A'pC AH An S501I.

m . ■ poj. 30. Ap jgoa’o cuAipc ah nA tu ift- 
jAppOAlft.

"O. poj. 12. Cuaco niuinceoipl Agup CAitlnl 
nA S50'te cum An ceAO cpum nijteoe CumAnn 
nA pipmne CA'citicise. CuipeAtnAp au- 
ppeip 1 n-A noubA'pc An T>oct:u'p 6 'OoninAilt.

*0 . 'fos- J3- CuAOAmAp 50  oci cpuiumusAO e ite  o e ’n Cum Ann A5 eipreA cc t e  SeAgAn 
teAptAi. t) i ACAf OHAmn 6 a c lo p  o’f  puo e  5 «H ■ OAttA T)o comAtcAp nA S j o i l e  e.

•O. p'05. 14. tA in '5  SeAgAn fteAplAoi
ah cuAtpc cn5Ainn Agup t « 5  pe opA'o 
ptiinneAinAift uA'b.

X ) .  p o§ . 20. t u g  An cA caih Sheputn cuAipc 
ah An S501V. D ubA'pc pe lin n  gup  m op Ap 
pAX) An cAipfte •00’n t ip  nA CA'Hni Asup nA 
mnA a fte it A5 CAftpugAb le i .

"D. p'oi;. 21. tAuug 1 ngeAn itnc CApptA'5  
A ju p  InjeA n Hi $pioftcA  Ap cuAipc cugAinn.

"O. 1705. 23. CuA-OAmAp 50 ■ orf S g o i l  
eAnnA. '0 ! ce ilrb e  ftpeAj AgAtnn Agup 
CA'tn An cuAipc CAp bApp lin n .

X). p o 5. 26. t u g  OeAn An "Opylmppc A15 
cuAtpc Ap An Sgoit.T>. p o j .  29. CuA'OAtnAp 50  -oci An lo lp c o il . 
Oi nA 5pAX)AnnA bA mbponnAO Ap nA mACAtft 
t^ ijin n .

SAtn. 1. LA SAmnA. tM p e ’n-A IA pAOipe 
AgAinn Agup fti c 6 il ib e  AgAinn ’pA cpAcnonA. 
tA im g  cuvo o e p  nA buACA'VUft 6 S s o i l  SAnnA 
Asup fti A p  mooriA'n pm nce ASAtnn.

the Municipal Art Gallery in Harcourt Stree t 
We all like modern pictures better than the 
old masters, and the Harcourt Street gallery 
delighted us.

Sept. 27. Visit from the Rev. Father 
Behan, Prior, O.C.C. He asked some of the 
little ones funny questions in mental 
arithmetic and they were delighted with him. 
We hope he will come again soon.

Sept. 30. First visit to Botanic Gardens.

Oct. 12. The boarders with the teaching 
staff attended the opening of the. Catholic 
Truth Conference. The Most Rev. Dr. 
O’Donnell’s address was very interesting.

Oct. 13. The boarders attended Mr. Shane 
Leslie’s address to the Catholic Truth Society 
on the “  Social Position of Catholics.”  It 
was very witty and amusing. We were 
especially interested in it because he is a 
member of our School Committee. He 
promised to come over to see us the next day.

Oct. 14. Mr. Shane Leslie came and gave 
us a short inspiring address.

Oct. 20. Visit from the Rev. Father 
Sherwin. He told us that the foundation of 
our school was one of the hopeful things in 
Ireland, for the salvation of the language and 
the countr}"- really depends on the women and 
girls.

Oct. 21. Miss MacCarthy and Miss Griffin 
visited the School.

Oct. 22. Our new desks arrived. Grace 
MacCormac went to London for two weeks.

Oct. 23. A ll of us, boarders, day pupils, 
and teaching staff -went out to St. Enda’s, 
Rathfarnham. We were received by the 
Head Master, some of the Assistant Masters, 
and Miss Pearse. They showed us round their 
beautiful house and still more beautiful 
grounds. The younger and more adventurous 
among us climbed up to the top of the arch­
way and Emmet’s Fort. The boys gave us a 
Ceilidhe and entertained us with songs and 
recitations, after which we all had tea in the 
Library.

Oct. 26. Mrs. N. F. Dryhurst, London, paid 
us a visit.

Oct. 29. We went to see the conferring of 
degrees in the National University.

Nov. 1. All Saints’ Day. This was the most 
exciting day since the opening of School. We 
had a Ceilidhe and a fancy dress ball. The 
girls all made their own dresses and they were
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marvels of skill and taste. Some of them took 
a very long time to make. We had to get off 
school one whole day to finish them. Those 
of the boys of St. Enda’s, who had sisters or 
relatives in St. Ita ’s were invited, and they 
came looking very picturesque in their kilts. 
Miss Pearse and the Head Master came with 
them. Other visitors who came were Mrs. 
Dryhurst, Miss M. B. Pearse, Mr. W. Pearse, 
Rev. Father Keane, Mr. Padraic Colum, Mr. 
Thos. MacDonagh. A  prize was offered for 
the most original dress, and one for the most 
artistic. The visitors decided that the most 
artistic dress was Lola Bloomer’s. She 
came in a beautiful dress of black and silver 
with a quaint mediaeval cap, and represented 
Sgoil Ide. The prize for the most original 
dress went to Maysie Clarke who came as a 
pen-wiper. Mrs. Bloomer gave a special 
prize for industry to Lena Kiernan whose 
dress, representing music, had taken so much 
time and trouble. Some people were of 
opinion that the most successful dress was 
Minnie Cusack's who was a stage French 
waiting maid to the life. Mary Bulfin looked 
very imposing as Oueen Meadhbh, wearing a 
beautiful dress and barbaric jewellery. 
Susie Colum represented Niamh, and her dress 
of sea green with a white brath was very 
successful. By far the most elaborate dress 
was Maud Kiernan’s as Emer, the wife of 
Cuchulainn. The four seasons were 
represented by Mabel Gorman (Spring), 
Muriel Loughrey (Summer), Kathleen Kiernan 
(Autumn), Eileen Clarke (Winter). Other 
striking costumes were Sheila Gwynn’s as a 
Swiss peasant girl Elsie Andrews as a poppy, 
May and Nance Moore as flowers, Eveline 
MacGinley as a gipsy girl. Dorothy Higgins 
represented superstition, Maureen Nugent 
was a little fairy, and Irene Kelly a leprechaun. 
Our youngest boarder Sheila Clarke was a 
much admired little figure in kilts. We were 
all sorry that Grade MacCormac was still 
in London and so missed the fun. We had 
supper in the dining room at 9.30. We con­
tinued dancing till 12. I f  the House Mistress 
had permitted us we could have danced till 
morning. We had plenty of songs as well as 
dancing. Richard O’Connor from St. Enda’s 
played the violin very beautifully.

La pAoipe. Nov. 10. We asked and obtained a
half-holiday in honour of the Director’s 
birthday.

t)i ppdpc mop AgAinu. gleAp Nov. 11. Minnie Cusack, Lola Bloomer
iad pern Agup mop Aitm g dune and Lena Kiernan dressed in grown up clothes

with hats and veils and presented themselves 
at recreation time in the drawingroom, 
as visitors. Their disguise was so good that
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SAm. 17. t u g  Ail rAcAip S h ep u w  C d lib e  
•otimn.

SAm. 25. Couuacauiap “ T he Shuiler’s 
Child ” Agup “ H y ac in th  H a lv ey ,” -da 
tdpiugA-o 1 nAiiiApctAmn tiA tllAimpcpeAC.

SAm. 27. topAC Leccuiqd acA au cAcAip 
tiglie te CAbAipc uavo Ap peAb ua peACcrriAine.

SAiii. 30. LeAr-LA pAoipe.

till UA D. I. t u g  AU "OOCCUlp 0  mupCA-OA 
Lecciuqt uAit>.

t t l  ua 11. 2. tA iu tg  IngeAu Ui tigeApnAig  
Ap cuAipc cugAmn Agup t u g  p! tecn uip  
b p e A g  UAltl Ap a u  Luih-eotAp.

111! u a TI. 6. CuAOAmAp cum •ofoppotpeACiCA 
A hi Ap piuhAt 1 gCoLAipce ttluipe, SpAro 
e c c le p . CAitiu o g  aca pA CoLAipce -00 t e i§  
au pAipeAp Agup ip mAit oo bem p! 6. t)’6
A-oh&p UA -OlOppbipeACCA “ UlAgAtcAp UA 
h&ipeAuu.”

m i ua 11. 8. La £eite  rhuipe gAU ptnAt. 
LA pAoipe. LaLaip au cxLp-o-rilAigipcip tiuu.

CA pint AgAinu •out go oci A ouac ua tlootAg 
tA eigm -oe’u cpeACcmAm peo Agup cA cmpeAb 
pACCA AgAinu -out cum oioppoipeACCA A hero 
Ap ptuhAt 1 gCoLAipce ua hlotpcoite. cA 
pint AgAmn go ocmgpimro a mbeio Ap 
piuhAt, mAp ip gAerntg Ap pAO a heni Ap 
tAhAipc Ann.

they completely deceived the Mistress on 
duty, who received them with great formality.

Nov. 17. Ceillde at which Father Sherwin 
and Mr. Wade sang.

Nov. 25. We all went to the Abbey 
Theatre and enjoyed “  The Shuiler’s Child,”  
and “  Hyacinth Halvey ”  very much.

Nov. 27. The girls are attending a Retreat 
at Cullenswood Church.

Nov. 30. We had a half-holiday in honour 
of Mrs. Bloomer’s birthday.

Dec. 1. Dr. Murphy gave us a very 
instructive lecture on Hygiene.

Dec. 2. Miss Laird gave us a delightful 
lecture on Botany. We hope she will give us 
another soon.

Dec. 6. Five of our older girls went to a 
debate in St. Mary’s University College, 
Eccles Street. The paper was read by Miss 
Asking on the “  Self Government of Ireland.”  
We were interested to hear speeches from so 
many professors of the National University. 
We are taking a great interest in the elections.

We are all invited to a debate in University 
College on Wednesday, Dec. 14th, which we 
hope to attend in a body. We also intend 
going to the Aonach to buy our Christmas 
presents.

111 rile t.  
m. nig u.
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LANDY’S RATHFARNHAM BAKERY
PRIZE MEDAL BREAD.

"p H E  only Prize Medal Awarded for Dublin Batch Bread 
at Food and Cookery Exhibition, Rotunda, Dublin* 

November, 1910.

seAtmis tmceocASAm 7 tmc
(James MacGeoghegan & Son), 

t ) 1  A t )  C  A C  (Victualler),

ESTABLISH ED 1814. 1 0 5  L o w e r  L e e s o n  S t r e e t .

T R Y  OUR CELEBRATED S A L T  M E AT.

T R Y  OUR BONED BRISKETS T O  PRESS and BRAIES. 

T R Y  OUR TENDER O X  TONGUES.

T R Y  OUR T R O TT E R S .

And if  you are a Gae/io Leaguer, whether we won’t give you
special satisfaction.

T e l e p h o n e  01611.
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