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Introduction





On April Fool’s Day 1986, exactly twenty years after the death of the author of this book, there was a strange gathering in Dublin. It was the first international symposium devoted to the life and work of Flann O’Brien. Incorporated into each day’s proceedings was an event oddly titled ‘Late Evening Criticism’, during which delegates and members of what could be called ‘Literary Dublin’ met, drank Guinness, and then proceeded to criticise each other. One morning, John Ryan, artist, writer and old friend of Flann O’Brien, set off from the symposium with a crocodile of professors, students, Mylesmen and ‘corduroys’ – Myles na Gopaleen’s term for personages of undefined literary pretensions. The object of this pilgrimage was to visit some of the many hostelries where ‘your man’ had reputedly found inspiration, to look at them, and to soak up, among other things, the ambience. In just such a spirit did the devout penitents of the Middle Ages visit the holy wells of Ireland and partake of the holy liquid therein. It was not until the Holy Hour (when the pubs shut) that the crocodile shuffled, bedraggled but happy, back to the symposium. Flann O’Brien, Myles na Gopaleen and Brian O’Nolan could not have disapproved.


Apart from the celebratory festivities during the three days of the symposium, the emphasis among the more studious delegates was primarily on the novels of Flann O’Brien. This is understandable: a novel must have a beginning (or, in the case of At Swim-Two-Birds, three beginnings), a middle and an end; it can be more satisfactorily tackled as a unit, whereas it is not so easy to discuss collections of shorter pieces which by definition lack a collective structure. There is another reason, however. Much of Brian O’Nolan’s most interesting and entertaining work has never been published in book form. Most of his writings from the thirties, for example, which include some of his funniest excursions, and which display several nearly unknown aspects of his work, have lain in almost complete obscurity since then, and it is this material which forms the basis of the present collection.


Like Gaul and good sermons, the thirty-five years of O’Nolan’s writing life can be divided into three parts. For the first ten years, say, between 1930 and 1940, he was seeking a voice. During the next ten years or so, he had found it. After about 1950, he had become that voice. Throughout, he could write elegantly, intelligently and hilariously, and often with what he once called ‘the beauty of jewelled ulcers’. The things that changed were the tone, the style, the language, and the pseudonym, or pen-name.


There are two main reasons for the use of a pen-name. The first is obvious: to provide anonymity for propriety’s sake or for professional purposes. As a civil servant, Brian O’Nolan needed to be able to say, as he once did when accused by his superiors of having written an article signed by one ‘John McCaffrey’, ‘I no more wrote that than I wrote those things in the Irish Times by Myles na Gopaleen.’ The second reason is that the use of a pen-name makes it far easier for some people to write imaginatively and freely, and, indeed, to write well. Try writing to the papers under a false name and you will see what I mean. You will be able to say all sorts of disgraceful things without being accused of believing them.


It is almost impossible to discover from O’Nolan’s pseudonymous writings what the man behind them really believed. Pseudonyms were central to his creative impulse. He rarely used his real name, and when he did it was usually in its Irish version, Brian Ua Nualláin, or some variant thereof. Other names that he adopted, apart from Myles na Gopaleen and Flann O’Brien, include Peter the Painter, George Knowall, Brother Barnabas, John James Doe, Winnie Wedge, An Broc, and The O’Blather. The list is by no means complete. It has been said, however, that he began life as who he really was, and ended it as Myles. The whole of Ireland, as well as most of his acquaintances, knew him simply as ‘Myles’, and he thus gradually lost the freedom of expression that his persona, ‘Myles na Gopaleen’, had given him. In the later Cruiskeen Lawn columns in the Irish Times, what ‘Myles’ wrote, Myles believed. Or so people thought. It was probably a response to O’Nolan’s realisation of this effect that prompted him to give birth in 1960 to George Knowall, the hectoring polymath of Myles Away from Dublin.


In this collection, however, there are few of the acerbities of George Knowall. Brian O’Nolan, here, is above all an entertainer, a ‘gas man’. He began his literary career proper with stories and articles, generally humorous in intent, which he wrote in Irish, his first language. (His father had discouraged the use of English at home, and the young Brian is said to have taught himself to read the language – first, by looking at comics, and then, at about the age of seven, by tackling Dickens.) These early Irish pieces, a few of which have been included here, show O’Nolan already trying out ideas and techniques that he was to use in his greatest Irish work, An Béal Bocht (The Poor Mouth). They were published in the early thirties while he was a student at University College, Dublin. The College magazine Comhthrom Féinne, of which he was to become editor for a time, printed his first articles in English, and ‘Brother Barnabas’, the most important pen-name he used at this time, was celebrated as an oracle and commentator on College matters. Like ‘Myles na Gopaleen’ ten years later, the eccentric monk practically became a person in his own right, and, indeed, on 30 April 1932 the magazine’s gossip column reports that ‘Mr B. O’Nualláin was heard speaking to Brother Barnabas in a lonely corridor: “Brian, I had to come back from Baden-Baden.” “That’s too bad, then.’”


At the end of his college career, O’Nolan, together with some friends, notably his brother Ciarán, Niall Montgomery and Niall Sheridan, who was to appear thinly disguised as Brinsley in the novel At Swim-Two-Birds, founded Blather, variously described by itself as ‘The only really nice paper circulating in Ireland’, ‘Ireland’s poor eejit paper’, ‘The voice from the back of the hall’ and ‘The only paper exclusively devoted to the interests of clay-pigeon shooting in Ireland.’ It was inspired by Razzle, an English comic magazine of the period, and contained cartoons, some of them drawn by O’Nolan, silly verse, mock political pieces, short stories, and a host of other miscellaneous pieces which display the warped and imaginative view of things that we have come to expect from O’Nolan. Again, several of the comic devices for which Myles/Flann is known appear in their early forms in the paper, but, that apart, Blather remains vastly entertaining still, and a generous selection from its short life is reprinted here.


It is extremely difficult to identify for certain which of the pieces in Blather and Comhthrom Féinne were actually written by O’Nolan, which were collaborations, and which were the work of other contributors. There was a common sense of humour and style among his friends at the time, and it is likely that there was considerable discussion of what was to go into print. However, what is certain is that O’Nolan wrote most of it, and furthermore that his was the creative guiding force behind all of it. The humour was his own, or he made it his own. The same caveat applies, probably to a greater extent, to the section in this collection entitled ‘Henrik Ibsen and Patrick Kavanagh’. These letters, written at the beginning of the forties to the Irish Times, are a surrealistic exercise in lunacy, in which each contribution sparks off an even more outlandish reply, until finally R. M. Smyllie, the editor, calls a halt. It has been decided to reprint here the best of them, without being unduly concerned as to their true authorship. Evidence, in any case, is minimal. O’Nolan was certainly F. O’Brien, but he may also have been Whit Cassidy, Lir O’Connor, Luna O’Connor, Mrs Hilda Upshott, Judy Clifford and Jno. O’Ruddy. He was probably not Oscar Love, and he was certainly not Patrick Kavanagh. These letters derive much of their entertainment value from their context, and it would be churlish to exclude them on the scholarly grounds of dubious ascription, for their entertainment value is high, and if there was a mastermind behind them, it was none other than …


The present book closes with Brian O’Nolan’s verse translations from the Irish. He would not have claimed a great deal for them, I suspect, but they have a lightness of touch that does not diminish their impact, and have none of the pomposity of most Irish verse translations. All O’Nolan’s work contains a similar playful unexpectedness. Often this quality hides deep seriousness, outmanoeuvring reality in order to show what makes it appear to be so real. Sometimes, as in the bulk of this collection, the playfulness is for its own sake. And a very good sake it is, too, as the gentleman from Japan used to say. Cheers!


JOHN WYSE JACKSON


Fulham, March 1988
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The Student







‘Tell me this, do you ever open a book at all?’


At Swim-Two-Birds, p. 10





The earliest known piece of published writing by Brian O’Nolan is a little poem written during his schooldays at Blackrock College, Co. Dublin. When it was written is impossible to say, as it appeared when O’Nolan was already an undergraduate at University College, Dublin, but it bears evidence of his having opened perhaps too many books at too early an age. Its title is the school’s motto:






             AD ASTRA


Ah! when the skies at night


Are damascened with gold,


Methinks the endless sight


Eternity unrolled.








The verse is almost unique among O’Nolan’s creative writings in that it shows none of his characteristic irony. It is tempting to imagine what the poet Patrick Kavanagh would have remarked if the poem had circulated through the Dublin pubs in later years. Still, O’Nolan never forgot about eternity.


Soon after entering University College, Dublin he became involved in the chief debating society, known to all as the ‘L. & H.’. He later wrote two accounts of his time there:


Memories of the Literary and Historical Society, UCD


The Society met in term every Saturday night at seven thirty p.m. in a small theatre upstairs in 86 St Stephen’s Green. Impassive as that granite-faced building looks to the present day, it was in the early thirties derelict within and was in some queer way ostracised from the college apparatus. And when the L. & H. met there, there was unholy bedlam.


The theory of the procedure was that the Society met to debate a pre-publicised motion, usually under the auspices of a visiting chairman. But before that item was reached in a night’s work, time had to be found for the transaction of Private Business. So private was this business that in my own time the fire brigade had to be sent for twice and the police at least twelve times. Four people were taken to hospital with knife injuries, one man was shot, and there is no counting the number of people hurt in free-for-alls.


And there is no possible way of dealing here with the far more spectacular tragedies arising from people getting sick by reason of too much drink. Still … the Society bravely carried on. The roars prefaced by ‘Mr Auditor, SIR!’ were uttered by certain guttersnipes who are today the leaders in politics, the law, other professions and even journalism. One should not look too closely at the egg while it is hatching. That fable of the ugly duckling is still vivid.


Once a meeting got under way, many people were under the impression that the heavens were about to fall. The situation was one of a sort of reasoned chaos. During Private Business it was customary for the Auditor to scream to make himself heard and rule sundry questioners out of order. Apart from the jam-packed theatre itself, the big lobby outside and a whole staircase leading to it were peopled by a mass of insubordinate, irreverent persons collectively known as The Mob. Their interruptions and interjections were famous and I was myself designated (as I say it without shame) their leader.


Were we bad old codgers, notwithstanding those days of disorder and uproar?


Well, I don’t think there was much wrong with us. If something has to go down on the charge-sheet, say that we were young. It’s a disease that cures itself.





From The centenary history of the Literary and Historical Society, University College Dublin, 1855–1955


An invitation to write a few notes on my own day in UCD and the L. & H. – roughly from 1929 to 1934 – revealed that one effect of university education seems to be the distortion or near-eradication of the faculty of memory. I retain only the vaguest notion of how important rows arose, what they were really about and how they were quenched, whereas some sharp images in the recollection relate to trivial and absurd matters: but perhaps that is a universal rather than a university infirmity.


Architecturally, UCD reminds me of a certain type of incubator, an appropriate parallel – full of good eggs and bad eggs and ‘gluggers’. I entered the big Main Hall at an odd hour on the second day of Michaelmas term 1929, looked about me and vividly remember the scene. The hall was quite empty. The plain white walls bore three dark parallel smudgy lines at elevations of about three, five and five-and-a-half feet from the tiled chessboard floor. Later I was to know this triptych had been achieved by the buttocks, shoulders, and hair oil of lounging students. They had, in fact, nowhere else to lounge, though in good weather many went out and sat on the steps. Before I left College, a large ‘students’ room’ had been provided in the semi-ruinous remnant of the old Royal University premises, which is still behind the UCD façade; this room was destined to become the home of really ferocious poker schools. The ladies had a room of their own from the start. The only other amenity I can recall pre-1930 was a small restaurant of the tea-and-buns variety which provided the sole feasible place intra muros for the desegregation of the sexes. Later a billiards table was conceded, possibly in reality a missionary move to redeem poker addicts. Lecture theatres were modern and good, the lectures adequate though often surprisingly elementary, and it was a shock to find that Duggie Hyde spoke atrocious Irish, as also did Agnes O’Farrelly (though the two hearts were of gold). Skipping lectures while contriving a prim presence at roll-call became a great skill, particularly with poker and billiards men.


The Republican versus Free State tensions were acute at this time, but one other room was set aside for the non-academic use of students; it was a recruiting office for a proposed National Army OTC. When it opened, a body of students led by the late Frank Ryan, then editing An Phoblacht and himself a graduate, came down with sticks and wrecked the joint. And there, I can’t remember whether anybody was identified and fired for that!


The President for my span was Dr Denis J. Coffey, a standoffish type and a poorish public speaker, but a very decent man withal. He lived only round the corner but never came or went otherwise than in a cab. That may seem odd now, but at that time it was the minimum requisite of presidential dignity. Many will recall the hall porters of that and preceding eras – Ryan and his assistant Jimmy Redmond, made in the proportions of Mutt and Jeff. Ryan was the real Dublin man, thin and tall with bad feet, a pinched face behind costly glasses and adorned with a moustache finished to points like waxed darning needles. Jimmy was more plebeian and ordinary-looking, and often more useful. Both, alas, are long dead. I hope Peter recognised two of his own trade.


The students’ many societies, of which the L. & H. was the principal one and the oldest, held their meetings in a large building at 86 Stephen’s Green. In my day it was a very dirty place and in bad repair, in the care of an incredible porter named Flynn whose eyes were nearly always closed, though not from an ocular complaint or mere sleep. If I am not mistaken, lighting was by gas, and it was in this 86, in an upstairs semi-circular lecture theatre that the L. & H. met every Saturday night. It was large as such theatres go but its seating capacity could not exceed two hundred, whereas most meetings attracted not fewer than six hundred people. The congestion, disorder and noise may be imagined. A seething mass gathered and swayed in a very large lobby outside the theatre, some sat on the stairs smoking, and groups adjourned to other apartments from time to time for hands of cards. Many students participated in the Society’s transactions from the exterior lobby by choice, for once inside there was no getting out unless one was a lady student staying in one of the residential halls run by nuns, who imposed a ten o’clock curfew. The mass exit of these ladies always evoked ribald and insulting commentary. A particular reason why many remained outside was the necessity to be free to make periodical trips to the Winter Palace at the corner of Harcourt Street, a pub where it was possible to drink three or four strong pints at sevenpence each.


This most heterogeneous congregation, reeling about, shouting and singing in the hogarthian pallor of a single gas-jet (when somebody had not thought fit to extinguish the same) came to be known as the mob, and I had the honour to be acknowledged its president. It is worth noting that it contained people who were not students at all. A visitor would probably conclude that it was merely a gang of rowdies, dedicated to making a deafening uproar the obbligato to some unfortunate member’s attempts to make a speech within. It was certainly a disorderly gang but its disorders were not aimless and stupid, but often necessary and salutary. It could nearly be claimed that the mob was merely a severe judge of the speakers. In a document he issued in connection with his own candidature for the auditorship, here is what Cearbhall Ó Dálaigh wrote about them:




I have no faith in quack-police remedies in dealing with the Mob. Any good speaker can subdue them. It is his pleasure, pride and triumph. I consider the lack of courtesy in other parts of the House equally annoying and unfortunately not eradicable at the hands of good speakers.


I believe that the men at the door – some of them better intellectually than our speakers – will respond to an appeal given in a gentlemanly way and backed by personality.


The crowded House is the soul of the L. & H. It makes the gathering electric.





I agree with that last sentence absolutely. The Commerce Society also held weekly debates in the same theatre and, granted that they had not the indefinable advantage of owning the Saturday nights, the debates were distressingly orderly, prim, almost boring. The same was more so when the Cumann Gaelach met to debate in Irish, and be it noted that L. & H. members were also speakers in both those other societies. The mob, however, was on duty qua mob only on Saturday nights, though many individual members were to be seen wolfing cakes at the teas which societies often gave before a meeting. The Society now meets in the big Physics Theatre in Earlsfort Terrace. There is no mob now – the mise en scène is impracticable – and I have no doubt at all that the Society has deteriorated, both as a school for speakers and, more important, the occasion for an evening’s enjoyment.


If my judgment is not faulty, the standard of speaking was very high on the average. There were dull speakers, some with hobby horses, politicians, speakers who were ‘good’ but boring, but there were brilliant speakers too. The most brilliant of all was J. C. Flood. He was an excellent and witty man, with a tongue which could on occasion scorch and wound. Long after he had become a professional man of the world, he found it impossible to disengage himself from the Society. Another fine speaker I remember was Michael Farrell and, God bless my soul, I amassed some medals myself.


The man I admired most was the late Tim O’Hanrahan, a most amusing personality and a first-class debater on any subject under the sun.


That the Society is really an extra-curricular function of the university organism is shown by the great number of the members of my day (and, of course, of other days) who were to attain great distinction in legal and parliamentary work. The Irish gift of the gab is not so spontaneous an endowment as we are led to believe: it requires training and endowment, experience of confrontation with hostile listeners, and, yes – study.


Not only was the L. & H. invaluable to the students in such matters, but it could teach the visiting chairmen a thing or two. Determined chairmen who tried to control the mob found they were merely converting disorder into bedlam, while timid chairmen learnt the follies of conciliation, and the beauty of a mean between weakness and pugnacity.


I can attempt no statistical survey here, for it would be like what somebody called a net – a lot of holes tied together. But a few names were prominent enough to be securely lodged in my mind. The Auditor in office in 1929–30, when I entered the Society, was Robin Dudley Edwards. He was of striking appearance  (still is, I hope) and enhanced his personality by appearing nowhere, never, winter or summer, without an umbrella, an implement even then completely out of fashion. To Edwards the umbrella as to Coffey the cab. He was a good speaker and a very good Auditor.


A big change began to come about in 1931–2, when Cearbhall Ó Dálaigh was elected. The last time I saw this ex-Auditor, he was seated on the bench of the Supreme Court. Apart from his College activities, he was in those days writing articles in all manner of outside publications, all contentious and reeking with politics – a sort of primitive Myles na Gopaleen. The country was on the brink of the Fianna Fáil age and Ó Dálaigh was backing that movement so strongly, in speeches and in print, that the election involved political alignments. He had a successful reign in the Society. I note from the printed programme of his year that of the eighteen debates – I exclude six impromptu debates – eight were on political themes.


The next Auditor was the editor of this book.1 He was elected the hard way. The cost of membership of the Society was one shilling, but I can think of no power or privilege membership conferred other than the right to vote at the auditorial election. When the 1932–3 votes were counted, it was found that the new Auditor was Richard P. Dunne, a law student.


R. P. Dunne was a strange and interesting character, and an able speaker. Having made up his mind to be Auditor, he had himself elected treasurer of the Society in John Kent’s year and gradually made members of many people he regarded as his friends, even if they had never attended a meeting of the Society in their lives. The result of the election flabbergasted many people. An Electoral Commission was set up and a committee of these appointed to make recommendations. One recommendation they made was that membership should not carry the vote until the member’s second year, but the main thing is that the Commission upset the election of Dunne. On the re-election Meenan was declared Auditor.


The session 1932–3 was of some importance, for it was then I decided it was time for myself to become Auditor. My opponent was Vivion de Valera. The Fianna Fáil Party was by then firmly established, heaven on earth was at hand, and de Valera gained by this situation. I believed and said publicly that these politicians were unsuitable; so I lost the election.


As an Auditor, I would give de Valera, as in marking speeches, eight out of ten. The affairs of the L. & H. were cluttered with too many politicisms, objectionable not because politics should have no place in student deliberations, but simply because they bored. Perhaps I am biassed, for it was to be my later destiny to sit for many hours every day in Dáil Éireann, though not as an elected statesman, and the agonies entailed are still too fresh in my memory to be recalled without emotion.


The next Auditor was Richard N. Cooke who had in a previous year been auditor of the Commerce Society. Cooke was a good and forceful head man, lively and persuasive as a speaker. A superb domed cranium lent a sort of emphasis to his most trivial arguments. It was about this time, I think, that the Society’s membership was rising rapidly, due to the missionary work of interested persons who saw themselves as contenders for the auditorship in the future.


In 1935–6 Desmond Bell was elected, and the year may be said to mark the end of my own association with the College and the Society. In my irregular attendances at meetings, where into my speeches there was now creeping a paternal intonation, I found Bell an active and able Auditor though as a speaker, he was inclined to indulge in ‘oratory’.


I am afraid this brief sketch gives little hint of the magic those years held, at least for me. Like any organisation of any size, there must be many officers who work hard and quietly in its many departments, and for little recognition or thanks. A lot of responsibility lay on the committees elected every year. The only programme of debates I have is for 1931–2, consule Ó Dálaigh, and shows included on the committee T. Lynch, BA (now County Solicitor for Clare), Donnchadh L. Ó Donnchadha (now a District Justice), Joe Kenny (now County Registrar for Waterford), and Una O’Dwyer, one of the few ladies who distinguished themselves in the Society. But I make no attempt to enumerate all the names that deserve honour for all the work they did in maintaining and fortifying the venerable Literary and Historical Society. As many of them were destined to do in the bigger world later, they influenced the life of the whole College in their day. Modestly they may say with Virgil: Quae regio in Terrace nostri non plena laboris!




 





By 1931 O’Nolan was writing under a number of pseudonyms for the student magazine, Comhthrom Féinne (Fair play). Among his first contributions was another, somewhat different, account of the L. & H.:


The ‘L. & H.’ from the earliest times


BY ‘BROTHER BARNABAS’


At the risk of saying something very commonplace, we must begin by stating that the Literary and Historical Society is an institution of unparalleled antiquity. The fact has been suitably stressed by succeeding auditors, year after year, by way of warning to the Janitor-Philistines, but that does not deter me from reiterating it here in the select seclusion of these columns. The ‘L. and H.’ is an institution unconscionably ancient, and every loyal child thereof should be sufficiently versed in its tenets and history to defend it alike from the broadside vocalism of the obstructionist, and the more insidious attacks of the non-believer from without the fold.


Accordingly, the excerpts printed below should be committed to memory, care being taken when reciting them, to pronounce all proper names with the slight sing-song intonation current in the latter part of the Stone Age. These excerpts are compiled from the original Minutes, which stretch back far beyond the Palaeolithic Age. All the spellings have been modernised, and the text has been extensively revised with a view to the Amendment (Censorship of Publications) Act.






Date …1



Curious semi-legible references to ‘members’ tails’. Chairman ‘takes the bough’. Debate illegible. Auditor unknown.



Date …



Auditor reads several stones on the interesting subject, ‘Is Civilisation a Failure?’ Subsequent motion to build a home for decayed ex-auditors with the manuscript is rejected on humanitarian grounds.



Date …



Member ejected for cracking a joke ‘in the worst possible taste’ during private business.2 Insistent non-member, Mr Yhaclum, has his tail pulled and is ejected. Egg of dinosaur thrown by disapproving bystander. Debate and further proceedings illegible.



Date …



New Auditor, Mr Tnek. Is suspected of having glass eyes, as he continues to fix one part of the house with a gaze of unnatural dog-like devotion, or alternatively, a glare of fanatical fish-like hatred. He takes things quietly.3 Delivers Inaugural Address with tail exposed and wagging nervously.4 Makes an unexpected witty retort towards the end of his auditorship, and is burnt on a pyre of crude paraffin wax.


The Minutes for several centuries subsequently have been irreparably damaged by Phœnician settlers, who have used the stones for the sharpening of bronze weapons. One curious word – ‘Neoinín-clog’* – is still plainly legible on many slabs. It is probably the Erse title of a pagan love saga, a double-cycle of which is known to have existed.


The next legible set of Minutes, in a much better condition, are scratched on stout elephant-hide.



Date AD 198



Auditor, Mr F. McCool, B.Agr.Sc. Mr McCool, speaking first in Irish and continuing in English, said he wished to draw the attention of members to a reference in the Minutes of previous – very previous – meetings, to ‘members’ tails’. Speaking for himself, he did not like it. These Minutes, unless they were altered or destroyed, would remain to embarrass and humiliate the members of the future, the members of generations still unborn; more especially those who aspired to match supremacy of intellect with dignity of carriage. He therefore proposed that all incriminating Minutes be dumped in the sea at Dollymont (now Dollymount), where a mammoth skating rink could be constructed. Speaking, then, in his official capacity, he had no hesitation in accepting the motion.5


Mr Yaf, B.Naut.Sc., who was suspected to be a Viking, and spoke with a curious foreign accent, said he was interested in international peace, and he wished to object. To place all the incriminating Minutes in the sea would lead to a phenomenal increase in coastal erosion all over the world. To the best of his recollection, he had never met the word ‘skating’ or ‘rink’ in any of the many books he had read, and he was therefore reluctantly compelled to condemn the thing or the practice, or whatever it was. He courteously thanked the house.


Mr Oisin, D.Litt.Celt., speaking in metres too intricate to be recorded, said that he also wished to object, but on grounds much more pertinent than those of Mr Yaf. He himself was of a studious disposition, having never laughed in his life, and after studying his family tree for nine years he had come to the conclusion that no ancestor of his ever had a tail – never had and never would have! (Cheers.) The Auditor’s reasons for destroying  the Minutes were obvious. His reasons for retaining them were more obvious. He now proposed that a Select Committee of Enquiry be set up, which was to subject the antecedents of every member to the most rigorous scrutiny; that those whose ancestors were found to have had tails be compelled to carry something to represent the fact, preferably a black tail-like rain-shade.


The motion was adopted.


The next most important name of those among the ex-Auditors, who also won fame in other spheres, is that of Mr D. D. McMurrough,* BA (Legal and Polit. Sc.). The Minutes are rather brief. 





[image: ]

Signature of Mr Adam, B.A.O., the Auditor who introduced women to the Society.








‘Riotous scenes marked an interesting debate on the subject: “The more we are together, the happier we will be,” Henry VIII. Deo Grat. Rex. a chieftain from a neighbouring island, in the chair. The Chairman, in a neat summing up, said he was sure that Ireland had turned the corner and entered a period of great progress and prosperity, now that the dark and evil days of insular seclusion were a thing of the past. Ireland could now take her place among the nations of the world. (Cheers.) He congratulated the Society on their very able Auditor, whom he had met at an Inter-debate in France.’


Several sets of Minutes, covering the gap between the foregoing and the next available notes, which are inscribed on fossilised goat skin, are in the course of being deciphered.






Date …



Auditor: Mr G. R. Fawkes, B.Sc. Mr Fawkes, in thanking the members for electing him, said he would endeavour to make the Society go with a bang. He had pleasure in nominating his friend, Mr Tresham, to take his place during his temporary absence in London. He was going to attend an Inter-debate at Westminster, the mother of Parliaments, muryaa, and they could bet he would be at the bottom of a very far-reaching motion there. He would ask the gentlemen at the door to stop letting off squibs; his nerves were bad enough, God knows.


Strangely enough, there is no trace of an Inaugural Address by Mr Fawkes.




 





‘Brother Barnabas’ was the first of O’Nolan’s invented personae, and his activities were chronicled many times in subsequent issues:



Graduate cut to ribbons by express-train



BRILLIANT NEW INSURANCE SCHEME


FREE GIFTS FOR READERS


Another milestone (writes Brother Barnabas, our Special Commissioner) has been reached in the romance of Comhthrom Féinne, Ireland’s National University Magazine. Our Gigantic Free Insurance Scheme, quietly inaugurated over the weekend, has been an instantaneous and nationwide success, and shows every promise of going from strength to strength. Letters of congratulation have poured in from all parts, whilst suggestions (all of which shall receive our sympathetic consideration) as to extending the scheme to cover all the exigencies of University life have been received by the score. Once again we emphasise that there is nothing to pay; there are no wearisome rules; no tedious conditions. You simply fill in the coupon, tear it into two sections,  post one to us and hand the other to your pet Seller; that is all.1 Register now and enjoy real peace of mind.




 





The first reader to benefit under this novel scheme was Mr Bewley Box, a well-known graduate in the faculty of Science. It appears that Mr Box, being a penniless Communist, had set out on the day of May the first last to walk home from Dublin to Cork along the railway line and thus show his contempt for a capitalist company by refusing to use its system of transport. He walked all day and well into the following night. At approximately 5.49 a.m. on the morning of May the second, when some two hundred yards from Limerick Junction Station, apparently after he had been accepted by the North Signal Cabin, he was struck between the fifth and sixth vertebrae of the spinal column by a GSR train bearing several tons of the Irish Independent and the Irish Times, (dep. Kingsbridge 3.55 a.m.). Mr Box, realising with admirable presence of mind that a mile-long cattle-train was due in two hours, endeavoured to drag himself from the metals with the aid of his one remaining limb: but before he had time to put his ingenious plan into operation, he was struck by the Irish Press train (dep. Kingsbridge 4.0 a.m.) which came thundering through the night just then, and Mr Box was literally reduced to match-wood. The deceased was calm and collected to the last, the collection occupying four trained paper-spikes from Stephen’s Green, who were rushed to the spot, some twelve hours. Funeral Private.



Interview with next-of-kin



Our representative, Brother Barnabas, was very courteously received by the grief-stricken mother in a decent and neat little parlour at 13A Cuff Alley, Cork.


‘We suppose,’ said our representative, speaking from force of habit, in the plural, ‘that you are very disturbed over this terrible holocaust?’


‘Well, yes,’ said Mrs Box, smiling through her tears, ‘more or less. The money will come in very useful. £10,000 is a lot, and I’ll be able to give Peggy and Tommie a good schooling. I can buy the wee house I’ve been dreaming about for so long, and I can keep what’s left as a nest-egg. And I can put up a decent marble gravestone to himself, who collected the last souvenir of the last Cork tram. Well, well. It’s a hard life!’


‘Ah-ha!’ said our representative, ‘So your husband’s dead, too. Well, Mrs Box, you must be lonely and heart-broken, and if you should ever think of sharing the toils and the troubles of your good life with some one else, I …’ (Here the interview lapses into the purely personal and ceases to interest our general readers.)


The Management of Comhthrom Féinne will pay over to Mrs Box the sum of £10,000, after certain legal formalities, etc., have been completed.


Other claims


£100 – Mr X, undergraduate, strained neck and impaired nerves, and general symptoms of ‘Backstairs Anaemia.’ (Major Subject – ‘Irish.’).


£10–200 claims of strained aural nerves due to listening for overdue bell.




THIS WEEK’S PRIZE OF FIVE SHILLINGS


(For the Most Interesting Claim)


AWARDED TO MR Z. (Ballyjamesduff)


(Two feet severed at ankles – Mowing machine mishap at harvesting)





£50 – Two claims. Rush for morning papers in Gentlemen’s Smokeroom.


£50–150 Claims. Sore shoulder. From putting shoulder to wheel before Examinations.


Arrangements are being made to extend our Free Insurance Policy to cover Failures of students in Gambling, Horse-betting, Failures at all Examinations, Tests, Studentships, etc. Fill up your coupon now. (You will find it on page five of cover.)






Free gifts for readers



To mark the inauguration of this Giant Free Insurance Scheme, unparalleled in the history of Irish National journalism, Brother Barnabas has decided to present readers with free balloons, embellished with appropriate quotations from Chaucer and Eoghan Ruadh O Suileabháin to readers of Comhthrom Féinne. In order to qualify for this unique and interesting gift (which, by the way, considering the vast number of theories and principles relative to Physics which it exemplifies, should be of special interest to students of the Science faculty), readers, when met by Brother Barnabas, must be carrying a copy of Comhthrom Féinne, conspicuously carried folded twice under the arm, a birth-certificate, copies of references from head of school or college or institution attended, a roll of Gaeltacht hand-woven tweed, a copy of Ulysses by James Joyce or Lord Tennyson, a complete set of snooker-balls, a BA Hons. degree parchment, a tastefully arranged basket of home-grown tariff-free cut-flowers, a copy of an Oath of Allegiance to Brother Barnabas, four penny buns from the College restaurant, ten Irish-made coal-hammers, a copy of Morphi’s Games of Chess, a set of new Dublin-made brow-knitters, a red flag, and a small green-coloured urn containing the ashes of the last issue of the National Student.


(SPECIAL NOTE TO THE WEAK-CHESTED. – For the convenience of those who are debarred from weight-lifting by doctor’s orders, the proprietors of Comhthrom Féinne have made elaborate arrangements for the supply of Irish-made barrows, to be hired at a nominal rate. A special army of clerks have been engaged for some weeks past in minutely studying the College Rules, and they have failed to find the slightest trace of any ordinance forbidding barrow-wheeling in the Main Hall. The less developed of our readers, therefore, may join in the fun with the rest. Good luck!)


Poet Lionel Prune is not eligible to compete.




 





Lionel Prune appeared on several occasions. His similarity to W. B. Yeats, then the grand old man of Irish poetry, is scarcely accidental:





Mr Lionel Prune comes to UCD


INTERVIEW WITH OUR SPECIAL REPRESENTATIVE


As I passed through the Main Hall last week I saw, reclining languidly against the Commerce Society’s Notice Board, a stranger of eminent aspect. Taking out my copy of Dialann an Mhic Leighinn1 I quickly noted down details of his appearance in Ogham Shorthand around the margins of pages 77 and 78. He was tall and willowy, and groaned beneath a heavy burthen of jet-black hair long untouched by tonsorial shears. His eyes were vacuous but yearning and looked out on the world through a pair of plane lenses. These latter were held erect on his nose by the device known as pince-nez and from the edge of one of them a thick black ribbon descended flowingly to his right-hand lapel buttonhole. A slight trace of black moustache drooped cloyingly from his protruding upper lip. His neck was embellished by a flame-red tie. He wore a great nigger-brown overcoat which stretched well below his knees. His right hand toyed with a walking stick and his left with a bulky dispatch case.


After this brief survey I recognised him in a flash. It was Lionel Prune the distinguished modern poet of the younger school! Remembering the great paper I represented I took my courage in both pockets and approached him diffidently.


‘Yes’ he murmured, in reply to my nervous questioning, ‘I am Lionel Prune. I have attended the lecture halls, corridors and library of UCD incognito for some weeks past with the aim of getting a carefree and insouciant atmosphere into my work. I shall probably do a BA degree in Summer.’


‘Splendid!’ (said I becoming more bold). ‘And what are your impressions of College?’


‘I have scribbled one or two little things’ he replied, catching hold of my third waist-coat button and shooting up his coat sleeve he read the following from his cuff:









                  O TEMPORA!


College in a hustle


‘Neath the April sun,


Ryan’s-bell rings for lecture,


And the Co-eds run.


Chatter on the steps,


From which the breezes are waftin’


Aroma of strong thundercloud,


And mild Sweet Afton.







Then a lull of quiet,


And a cloud across the sun,


Fags and brown pipes vanish,


There’s an armistice of the tongue,


As through the College gateway


A black cab passes


Twixt snap-dragons and shrubberies


And ‘Pleasekeepoffthegrass’s.’








‘Note the staccato rhythm (he went on) the air of fervid nothingness followed by the dramatic dénouement. Compare it with the smooth flowing rhythm of this little cameo which flowed from my platignum yesterday:






      APPROPINQUAT


Up to the College


The Flood advances,


Softly and swishingly.


Up he prances,


His locks


Are combed


With excessive care


To hide a spot


That


          is bare


      of hair.








How simple, but how impressive! In a perfect picture without a word wasted it exposes the hollowness of modern thought!’


‘Ye-es’ I said doubtfully, ‘but what do you think of modern tendencies in Art?’


He pulled out his Ingersoll. Fresh-scrawled across the face were the following delicate lines –









Back in the grey beginning,


True Beauty married Art,


But Mister Charles Donnelly said


‘I’ll soon this couple part.


And the reason I am anxious


This union old to end,


Is that Art may marry Anarchy


The Poet’s Friend.’








‘Very sleek I call that (went on Mr Lionel Prune caressingly) but this is also apropos.’ And he read from the back of his watch.






                   AT THE DOG SHOW


Behind the doors of your prison cage,


Thou lookest on man with baleful eyes.


Bark gently! Hide thy Kerry rage,


Or else thou wilt not win a prize.







Dost thou feel blue in there confined


With bars more strong than Hadrian’s Wall.


Oh! triumph of matter over mind!


But thou’lt be free though the heavens fall.








‘Of course, of course,’ I said soothingly, ‘Art has been caged cramped and must be free.’


‘Let’s go and have a cup of coffee (said Mr Lionel Prune). But stay I haven’t a coin to spare … You’ll pay? Good.’ And he began to carol blithely and nonchalantly.






‘Where’s the booze? Where’s the booze?


Oh! my bold billiard man,


With your long barrelled cue and your chalk.’








‘But the ladies (he interjected suddenly). Ah the ladies of your College! How they twist and tug at a poet’s very heart-strings. They are wonderful. Yes I have written of them. Listen!’ (He read from a tram ticket.)






                            IN THE LIBRARY


‘Creak! Creak! Creak! on your boxwood chairs! I see


You lady students though you don’t give a hoot for me.


                All well for John at his counter,


                For him you all have your say.


                Oh well for Mr O’N—ll


                For when he speaks


                You’re quick to obey.








‘I lost my heart to one of them (went on Mr Prune confidently), but (he added firmly) she must never know. I don’t know how it happened, but I think it was her pipe. Listen to this:






          HER DEAR DADAN DUDEEN


‘Did you ever hear tell of Coy Corkey,


She lives between Dublin and Dalkey,


    From the fumes of her pipe,


    If you’re wise you’ll escape,


    For fatal’s the pipe of sweet Corkey.’








‘In the next thirty-nine verses I go on to – but no, I must not speak of her to such as you.’


He looked at me pityingly and there was a long pause towards the end of which Mr Prune wrote feverishly with a half an inch of pencil on the back of a plate.


‘There,’ he said at last, and I read:






            THE COLLEGE RESTAURANT


Abandon Hope? Who says abandon hope.


             Nil to spare


                And um.


             I will enter here.


‘A small coffee please!’ The hours roll by


The world is young but I am dry


And as I sit and wait and wait


My feelings I am loath to spake.’








‘What about the Literary and Historical Society,’ I ventured when our coffee came at last.


‘I have here,’ he said modestly, fumbling in his dispatch case, ‘what is probably the greatest thing I have accomplished.’ And he read for me:






Oh! Literary and Historical Society,


(Wangli Wanglos Wanglorum)


Who will your auditor be


I ask with curious propriety.


(Wangli Wanglos Wanglorum).










Who – will – he – be?


   Sh-h-h-h-h!


Are you Meenan to say Dunne,


(Wangli Wanglos Wanglorum).


Will lynch the candid Hanly,


Come! Come! It’s not Done


(Tangli Tanglos Tanglorum).


Will – you – be – down – troddyn.


   Sh-h-h-h!








I was amazed at the keen insight into our mere College affairs which the great man showed. But I noticed a subtle change come over him after drinking his coffee. The buoyancy vanished from his manner. He seemed to become a little irritable. Still he read me from the back of an envelope this ode after the manner of Piers Plowman.






                             VAE VICTIS!


Oh! College Rugby Club! Oh! College Rugby Club!


You warded off Wanderers wonderfully.


You manxed up Monkstown manfully,


With luck against you, you broke Blackrock.


But I cannot get in right perspective


The fact that you were bet by Bective.








‘But,’ said I, always a purist in literature, ‘surely “bet” is not what the best people would say.’


Mr Prune gurgled ominously. A beet-red flush suffused his face in waves of rapidly-increasing intensity. Terrible wrath peeped through his eyes.


‘How dare you, sir,’ he exploded, and lifting his dispatch-case and walking-stick, he stalked splutteringly away.




 





Brother Barnabas did not take kindly to the poet.






‘Lionel Prune must go’ says Brother Barnabas



‘A JOURNEYMAN DILETTANTE’ SCATHING ATTACK


In the ordinary course of events (writes Brother Barnabas), an outrage on good-taste on the part of the editorial staff of Comhthrom Féinne might be condoned on the extenuating grounds of youth and inexperience, and the present writer would not be the last to turn the blind eye, and to afford the youthful sinners the charity of silence. When, however, he finds that this outrage has been printed on the back of a page bearing a composition of his own, and realising that that composition of his own is separated from this Literary abortion by approximately one thousandth part of an inch, then duty to self and country must brush aside all trivial considerations of etiquette.


Mr Lionel Prune, it would appear, is a poet. He is not. He is a superannuated plum. He is the shrivelled wreckage of a fruit, which though never other than sour and ill to look upon, is now bereft of the paltry juice which once gave it the claim to regard itself as young and green, and full of promise. True to his name, he is a large futile stone wrapped in coarse brown paper; and at best, he is endless wrappings without the stone. He is a journeyman-dilettante, an upstart, a parvenu, who must be persuaded, if civilisation is to be saved, to exploit to the full that one talent which he indubitably has, and steadily refuses to exercise or cultivate – the talent for being a silent corpse in a coffin. Lionel Prune is a bowsy, inspired with the natural badness and mischief of a jungle-born ape without the ape’s brains. Lionel Prune is a menace and an eye-sore, a thorn in the side of educated humanity, an obsession to his dog, and a hundred crosses on the shoulders of his hundred friends. Lionel Prune must go! We have spoken: Lionel Prune must GO!!


It is with extreme difficulty that we restrain ourselves from bursting into a rash of italics; and lest we should lose control in one direction or another, we will leave Prune and his prunish follies, and indicate to the reader in a broad way the general tendency of real poetry.


Below we reproduce what we are told is one of our noblest efforts. We frankly confess that we made many attempts to conceal the manuscript in our attic, with some idea of posthumous glory – ‘genuine example of the Master’s early work,’ etc. But when we had fears that we might cease to be, and that some scribbler of the Prune order, taking advantage of the silence of the grave, should find it and publish it as his own unaided work, we were persuaded by our many friends to give it to the waiting public. We make a sneering apology to the shade of Thomas Hood, who could only manage one joke per verse, and perverse jokes they were.




ON FIRST LOOKING INTO CHAPMAN’S


SUNDAY INDEPENDENT


(Note: Chapman is a fellow-traveller on our morning train; and the extract which caught our eye and inspired us to pen the poem was as follows:




 





‘UNIVERSITY COLLEGE NOTES


…. At the same meeting (of the Commerce Society) ballot papers will be issued for the election of the new Auditor, the choice being between Messrs P. J. Hogan and Laurence O’Brien.


CURIO’









                             AN CURFA


His name was Laurence T. O’Brien.


    (Like a priest), without ‘Esquire,’


His lot was hard, his lard was hot,


    For his fat was in the fire.


For a trifle small he once did fall,


   When a waiter, suave and smart


   But God help those who help themselves,


   They get their just desserts.


                        Curfá …







‘I must’ he said, ‘now beg my bread,


    And be quite blue, I ween;


And starve as long as Harold’s Cross,


    And goodly Stephen’s Green.’


                        Curfá …










And for yard and rood and mile he trod


    On aches that were feet;


He lived on hope and humble pie,


    And drank his water neat.


                        Curfá …







And up and down he searched the town,


    (And so shall many of us),


Inquiring for a post, and found


    One in a small post-office.


                        Curfá …







Alas too well in love he fell,


    A lass, he loved her true.


(But naught of women did he know,


    Though Late-fee mails he knew).


                        Curfá …







He tried in vain, this blushful swain,


    To give his passion say;


Instead of kisses from his love,


    He got the sack each day.


                        Curfá …







He heard all time the nuptial chimes,


    He heard them like a knell –


No wedding bells would ring for him


    Till he would ring the belle.







                             AN CEANGAL


     But he saw


His name in the paper (VOTE FOR ME!)


      Curiously enough.


Came to College.


Went for the job,


      Curiously enough


Got it.


Auditor-cum-Treasurer.


      Curiously enough,


             And was fixed


                   FOR LIFE!


No money-worries not to bite ’im


Travel and teas ad infinitum,


          Married the gal


             Name was Sal,


                Each suited


                  Each to a


                    t












He lived happily ever after and the Commerce Society was freed from its anguish. Gurab é sin eachtra Lorcain Ui Briain go nuige seo.1





In all due modesty, we consider this long poem a memorable achievement, whose Gargantuan eminence, however, cannot diminish or obscure the power and brilliance of some of our shorter, more delicate and more chaste specimens. Take, for instance, the mighty fragment ‘The Cobbler’s Son’, written when we were twins, or, rather, when we were very, very young.






               THE COBBLER’S SON


                     ‘The Cobbler’s Son


Was a bookish fool


                      foul


                      full


                          of trix.


He went to church


      And stole


           a stole


Twere better had he plied


           Atome


              Atome, or like his pa


      Soled soles


             And not


      Sold his soul


             For a stole.’








Note the exquisite dominance of the ‘o’, the breath-taking transition from ‘fool to full’ by the celebrated U-STEP METHOD, the internal sense-metamorphosis, without in any way impairing the phonological beauty of the word. This is a poem that must be pondered upon. We earnestly recommend Prune to put it in his pipe and smoke it.




 





In January 1933 O’Nolan was editor of Comhthrom Féinne. His parody editorial is a masterpiece of that pompous genre:


 




[image: ]





Kameradschaft


To say we are producing a magazine which is worthy of University College, Dublin is no lie. It is not to be thought from this statement however that the Magazine is a virile one viewed from the aspect of literary value or student taste. On the very contrary, it is, to our mind, a very feeble paper lacking in originality of idea or expression, essentially scrappy and inartistic – a paper of shallow thought and meagre outlook.


Many will object to this blunt rendering of facts, but keeping in mind the Irish proverb ‘bíonn an Fírinne searbh’1 we shall proceed to discuss some aspects of social life in this College revealed to us in the experience of student office, and on which basis we propose to justify our original proposition.


There is no spirit of co-operation here. Jealousy seems to be the order of the day. Here a miniature Napoleon, there an Embryo Mussolini – they stalk the corridors in glorious isolation smugly satisfied with the knowledge of their own ‘self-sufficiency’ – and vaunted indispensability: an indispensability, which if true, they ignore, and boycott their University to pamper selfish vanity.


A race of wasps contribute nothing positive to University activity. Indeed very often they breed an atmosphere of distrust and suspicion which coupled with the flood of bad-tempered and venomous criticism that ever heralds the vain-glorious does untold damage to the spirit of good-will so helpful in construction. They can never see the good points but always the bad. Their minds and hearts are poisoned, and whatever finer qualities they may have had so vitiated as to be destroyed. People of this kind should be made to change their attitude if not their mind.


There is a danger that contributors to this Magazine may regard this expression of opinion as an attack upon them in their literary capacity. This is not so. Many articles printed herein are very well worth reading. But we are dealing more with the system on which this paper is run, and the atmosphere which supports it.


In the first place it seems quite impossible to arouse any interest among the general body of students. They are quite deaf to the ‘Call of College’ – it means nothing to them. And then there is that small poisonous destructive section of College Society which claims to be able to write, but refuses to do so. They will not write; they do not like the Editor.


We have no desire to impede progress. In deference therefore to the demands (negatively expressed if you will) that we should resign, our answer is quite simple and it is to be hoped satisfactory: we will resign.


In doing this it is not our desire or purpose to promote any hostile rivalry. People should cultivate a spirit of friendship and good-fellowship, and after the manner of the German miners in the picture Kameradschaft sink their personal differences and petty spleens for the good of society. Our immediate society is University College, Dublin. Let us think of it as something more than a place in which one gets degrees. Make it a real and living society in which every student by exerting himself in the common cause may introduce his quota of individuality and variety, so that there may be that pleasing conflict of intellect which is the true key-note of a University – a conflict inspired by devotion, and effecting true comradeship.




 





Samuel Hall, a man of many talents, tried his hand at a short play. The result was the first of O’Nolan’s many attacks on John Millington Synge and on his literary heirs who dominated Dublin’s Abbey Theatre during the first third of the century.



The bog of Allen



With almost hysterical pleasure we give below the first literary work of genius to come from the pen of Mr Samuel Hall, BA, QED, written at the request of a deputation from the Dramatic Society, Ballybrack, and now exhibited in advance to readers of Comhthrom Féinne for their diversion, edification and moral exaltation.


When requested to undertake the work, Mr Hall immediately agreed, and, letting his mind fester for the short space of five minutes, wrote the play in ten minutes, and then absent-mindedly continued writing, using both hands and two pens. At the end of half-an-hour he had written, in addition to the play, five novels, a book of sermons on Temperance, an almanac and a pamphlet on Anti-vivisection. However, we are concerned here only with the play. It is a wholesome Irish play, racy of the soil and Samuel Hall, written in the real traditional style, and a masterpiece of characterisation and pregnant dialogue. Mr Hall apologised for his inability to introduce Blind Phelim fiddling at the cross-roads, and although this is a serious flaw – dammit all, what about it anyway! Mr Bernard Shaw, on being shown the play, made his usual witty remark, ‘It bears the Hallmark of genius.’ He cryptically added, ‘The grave – it is waiting for me. I am old.’ He evidently recognised that a new star had risen in the firmament, greater than his own. The play, Mr Hall tells me, is copyright in Yugo Slavia only.


All the rights are reserved, and are securely locked up in a drawer in Mr Hall’s desk.


Dramatic personification












	    Allen Bogg

	A farmer






	    His Wife

	A woman






	    A Bog-trotter

	A man






	    Time: Tail-end of the Summer. It is about 7.30 p.m.















Scene: The Kitchen in Allen Bogg’s hovel in the middle of the Bog of Allen, miles from dry land. The house was built by Gregory B. Bogg, Allen’s grandfather. As he could not find sand to build it on, he built it on the Bog. It is a typically Irish household. The floor is flagged with green moss between the cracks. A roaring fire of the best Wigan coal is burning in the hearth. In a corner is a bed with a white sow in it. All the bed-clothes, including the blankets, are made of Irish poplin. A bag-pipes are hanging on the wall, but not, unfortunately, so high up that a tall man could not reach them. Over the mantelpiece is a rusty iron pike for use in Insurrections. A rustic and homely smell of fish-and-chips permeates the atmosphere. Over in a corner a cupboard is let into the wall, with a heavy padlock and chain, in which leprechauns are stored. Below on the floor is a primitive rack, made of bog-oak, for torturing leprechauns who will not divulge where the Crock of Gold is hidden. Crickets can be distinctly seen by members of the audience in the stalls, their mouths open, singing with the characteristic Nyaa. Maggie, Bogg’s wife, is sitting spinning. She is dressed completely in green, as the Wearin’ o’ the Green is a strict rule in the house. There is a view over the half-door of the Bog, stretching in a brown monotone to the horizon and back again. This view is immediately obstructed by a cow which puts its head in over the half-door.


Maggie (to cow): Whisht! Whisht! (Cow goes away. Enter Allen with his plough on his shoulder.)


Allen: ’Tis a hard life now, surely. What does be for the dinner?


Maggie: Bacon an’ Cabbage an’ Stirabout.


Allen (bitterly): For sivin year we’ve had nothin’ else. Why can’t you call the dam dish Stirabout an’ Cabbage an’ Bacon for a change?


Maggie: Shure, wisha, musha, anish now, for goodness sake, what would you be wantin’? For goodness sake!


Allen: Ochone, it will be little I’ll be wantin’ soon but a coffin of the good bog-oak. (Pacing round in his agitation.) This bog is getting into my blood, blast it! (Meditatively.) ’Tis a hard life, surely. As soon as you plough a furrow it fills with water, an’ you have to go bailin’ it out, an’ as soon as you bail out the water, the sides of the furrow fall back agin, an’ be the time that’s done your plough is half disappeared into the bog, an’ be the time you’ve dug your plough out, you’re up to your knees in the bog yourself.


Maggie: ’Tis time now, you stopped talking, now, for goodness forsake!


Allen: I’d love a bit of turnip now, I was rerred on turnips.


Maggie: ’Twas a poor rerrin’.


Allen: I daresay. (House sinks into bog an inch. Cow appears at half-door.)


Maggie: Whisht! What does that yolk be lookin’ in on the door for, Allen?


Allen: The phleas do be at him, bajer.


Maggie: The ph-leas? For goodness sake!


Allen: Alright, alright. The fleas then. (The house sinks two inches into bog. Cow is pushed away from door by Bog-trotter, who leans over half-door, smoking clay pipe.)


Bog-tr.: Dia’s Muire dhuit.1


Allen: Dia’s Muire dhuit, is Padraig.2


Bog-tr.: Hullo.


Allen: Good morrah. (Bog-trotter is pushed away from door, by cow. His trotting can be heard dying away in the distance.)


Maggie: He speaks the bog-Irish well, him.


Allen: Aye. (Suddenly, by a mutual instinct, both rise. Allen lights his pipe. Both tip-toe over to half-door. Slowly the rich purple of the Celtic Twilight falls over the Bog. The house sinks a quarter of an inch.)


Allen: It’s worth it, livin’ an’ slavin’ here, just to see that.


Maggie (in hushed voice): The Celtic Twilight, Allen!


Allen (entranced): Aye. It’s grand.


Maggie (becoming practical for a moment): Arrah, wisha now, for goodness sake!


Allen (meditatively): Aye. (long pause.) Surely.


Maggie: Musha.


Allen: Surely.


Maggie: Wisha.


Allen: Begorrah.


Maggie (her soul flooded with poetry): Anish, now, musha.


Allen: Surely. (long pause.) Aye … Musha.


Maggie: Begorrah.


Allen: Surely. Aye, indeed, Musha.


Maggie: Ochone!


Allen: Begorrah!


Maggie: Bedadda!


Allen: Deriva!


Maggie: Surely. Wisha. Whisht!! (Suddenly six cows put their heads over the half-door. House sinks six feet into Bog.)


Maggie (angrily): FOR GOODNESS SAKE!!


CURTAIN (of Irish Poplin)




 





Once invented, Samuel Hall was not allowed to die. Another of his exploits was to found an alternative to UCD:



Academic enterprize at Ballybrack



FOUNDATION OF UCB STARTLING DISCLOSURES SAMUEL HALL AGAIN!


(By our very special correspondent)


For a long time the acute problem, only second in importance to the Housing Problem, of how to insure the future welfare of undergraduates who through:




(a) Village-Idiocy


(b) Water-logged Brain-matter


(c) Chronic laziness and


(d) Fondness for the Cups





are unable and constitutionally unfit to obtain their degrees has been engaging the minds of all deep-thinking men. It has remained for a very undistinguished graduate of UCD who up to lately was doing his 100 hours in Caffrey’s, Mr Samuel Hall, BA, to solve the problem for all time, in one night, and by the use of one unknown quantity only.


On a piece of waste ground in Ballybrack, a new University has been founded. The buildings consist of three rude mahogany huts, which are practically completed. Some time ago, by far the most important part of the College installation was housed in safety, and we are glad to announce that the billiard tables are in perfect order. Mr Hall officially declared the University open by pointing to a gaping hole in the roof. The rest of the ceremony at which all the staff was present, attired in the red flannel gown of the College, was highly successful. Mr Hall in answer to a question put him by a cross-Channel pressman, stated that he had no intention of affiliating UCB with UCD, but that a proposal to affiliate it with the Mental Home, Ballina, was receiving serious consideration.


In this new University, there will be no lectures and the passing of examinations will be a pure formality. Mr Hall, in an interview, said that, henceforth, he could see no reasonable excuse for the existence of undergraduates, who had never been an asset to any part of the community.


Every person born in the Irish Free State is automatically a matriculated student of the College. The first examination for BA will take place soon. The conditions which are firmly laid down by charter and drawn up again by chartered accountants are as follows:




(a) The Examiner’s (Mr Hall’s) indecision is final.


(b) The entrance fee is at least five guineas. The money is payable to the Examiner, who may, at his discretion, pass it on to charity.


(c) Entrance fees must in all cases by accompanied by the appropriate coupon – a ten shilling note.


(d) The papers set at all examinations will be published a month beforehand in Comhthrom Féinne and the South Tipperary Echo, in order to give a fair chance to all. The papers for the forthcoming exam. are given below.





Books to read on the course


All the books prescribed are banned in the Irish Free State. Students are advised to spend a fortnight in France reading up the course. We regret to announce that Dr Kahn’s Treatise on Advanced Algebra, prescribed for the degree of B.Sc. is also banned, strong exception having being taken to some of the Surds in Part II of the work,




UNIVERSITY COLLEGE, BALLYBRACK


WINTER EXAMINATION FOR B.A.


IRISH.


(A viva voce exam. will be held in Irish and will be as follows)


Candidate enters Exam room.


Mr Hall: Dia’s Muire dhuit.


Candidate: Seadh.


Mr Hall: Dún an doras, mashadahully.


Candidate (from behind closed door): Tá sé dúnta.1





There will be no examination in Applied Maths, as it has been found that, except in very rare cases, they can never be applied with success. However, if the weather and all the other circumstances necessary conspire to make the conditions favourable, an attempt will be made to Apply Mathematics.




ENGLISH LITERATURE


1. Describe all the methods of cogging2 you know and their merits. What method are you using at present? What method did Hamlet employ when doing his BA at the University of Wittenberg?


2. Was Hamlet really mad, or was it only Shakespeare?







LATIN


Translate the following passage from Cicero’s de Rerum Natura.


Sine qua non ipso facto, ne plus ultra ad astra sine die, Hercule! Adeste vade-mecum: quo sit? C. Valerius, praeter, quid pro quo deus ex machina, Fiat, cum grano salis. Campbellii veniunt. Non, certe, inquit Brian Boru.


What point does Livy bring out in the above extract? Underline the declined words.





Regulations governing exams




1. There will be no luncheon interval between two papers. Candidates must feed as they write. Each Candidate may bring into the Exam hall one bowl of porridge and six stouts. Candidates from Cannibal Countries may not bring bodies of missionaries into the Hall.


2. Mr Samuel Hall, BA, the Examiner, will attend every day for six days before the Exams, in Roberts’ Cafe, Grafton Street, in order to be bribed and flattered by intending candidates. Bribes may range from ten shillings. Strictly cash payments only. The coarsest flattery will work.


3. Candidates enter at their own risk, and the Examiner takes no responsibility for failures occasioned by his (the Examiner’s) bad temper, personal spite, indigestion, depression, nagging wife, ill-nourishment, etc.


4. Results will be published in the Jockey and Racing News.





Social activities


L. and H.: The Ballybrack University College Literary and Historical Society held a very successful first meeting when the motion that ‘Slap-bangs are a Spent Force’ was debated. The debate took place in a large circular room, specially constructed for the purpose, devoid of seats, in the middle of which the Auditor sat at a table. The members (all Hard Men of mettle) were clustered in mobs at six different doors around the room. The debate started punctually at 7.30, and a very interesting uproar ensued. Half-way through the proceedings it was noticed that the Auditor’s mouth was fringed with froth. Shortly after this the unfortunate man rushed headlong into one of the mobs, biting a Hard Man severely in the ear before being felled to the ground. He was rushed in a gibbering condition to Ballina Mental Home where a representative was informed that there is little danger of his returning to normal. An even more successful debate is expected next week.


The Agricultural Society won their way into the second round of the League last Saturday, when they defeated Swords in a ploughing match at Ballyjamesduff, by the clear margin of a furrow, which was later cleverly converted by College into a potato-ridge. The pitch was in splendid order, and its hilly nature gave great scope for high scoring.


Referee: Paddy Reilly, a returned American.


The Water Harriers (or Boat Club, as we call it) left Dublin yesterday in an exciting race to Tullamore in canal-boats. When last heard of they were in the seventh lock on the far side of Edenderry.


The College Chess Club is also in a very flourishing condition. Some six days ago they had their first meeting. The door of their room is still closed, and no one has come out, but foul play is not suspected, as Chess is Chess.


The Cumann Gaedhealach1 met last Thursday, but decided unanimously after five minutes to adjourn for six months in order to give the Auditor time to learn the rudiments of the language.


There is little hope of any Athletic Club of any description being started, as all the students at the College are pitiable physical wrecks. In this regard a glowing example is being set by the Founder, Mr Hall, who is so flat-chested that his spine can be distinctly seen on the front of his chest. (Further notice of College activities in due course.)




 





Almost all Irishmen of culture are litigious: Samuel Hall did not rebel against this great tradition:



Sensational libel action!



HALL HITS BACK SCENES IN COURT


Yesterday, at the Short Circuit Court, Camden St, before a jury, Mr Samuel Hall, the Ballybrack educational pioneer, was awarded £1,000 damages for alleged malicious libel and defamation of character in an article published in the last issue of Comhthrom Féinne. Notice of appeal was given by A. Kierse, Business Manager, Comhthrom Féinne.




 





Great public interest was evinced in the case, the courthouse being packed to its utmost capacity. Students and graduates of UCD and UCB were present in great numbers, most of whom stood at the door out of force of habit. At 1.30 there was a fanfare of trumpets accompanied by a cadenza on the viola da gamba and Mr Hall entered with a copy of Plato’s Republic under his arm attired in his academic gown of hand-stitched burberry inlaid with lilies-of-the-valley in mauve velvet with trimmings of ostrich feathers under the armpits. He was accompanied by a fleet of secretaries with typewriters, Hard Men, Counsel, musicians, standard bearers, billiard-markers, book-markers, snake-charmers, gangsters and his doting grandmother, seated on a wickerwork bier. The rear of the procession, which was very impressive, was brought up by an official from Grogans1 with a corkscrew, four dozen, and sawdust to sprinkle on the floor.


The presiding Justice, Mr Jessie Fludd, took the Chair amid cheers and was presented with a pair of white spats and the corresponding pawn-ticket. Mr Fludd, in his opening remarks, warned the public seated in the body of the Court against the operations of pickpockets infesting the building. He had come to an understanding with them, but it was his duty to warn the public, nevertheless. He announced that he was refusing all informations, but if anybody had any information for the 2.30 he’d take it.


Mr Dun Chada (Solicitor for defendants): There is a library official present in the Court who always has a good thing.


Mr Fludd: Sit down!!


At this point a man got up at the back of the Court and protested strongly that hands were continually in his pockets clinking his money and that he was positive they were not his own hands. His remarks, however, were drowned by Wagner’s Lohengrin Overture, played by Mr Hall’s musicians.


Mr P. Maguire (counsel for defendants) rose to protest at the irregularities that were occurring. Mr Hall had been engaged in deep conversation with the foreman of the jury for the last five minutes. Dammit it all, it wasn’t fair, it wasn’t billiards.


Mr Fludd: When I look round me and see my Court turned into a combined pub and concert-hall, anything is admissible. My only regret is that I didn’t come here in football shorts and ‘tails’ myself. I must ask you to open your defence immediately.


Mr Maguire (Counsel): I shall ask Mr Hall to step into the box.


Mr Hall, obviously blotto, was assisted into the box by two Hard Men to the strains of Beethoven’s Fifth Symphony, and said that he would insist on answering Counsel’s questions in Latin. He would give his evidence in chaste classical cataleptic trimeters. It was a matter of academic pride with him. He had no fear of being laughed at for a wrong quantity.


Mr Fludd: I cannot allow it. My own schooling was neglected. Your Latin would be Greek to me, although I have no doubt Counsel would understand you. You may claim extra damages for any hurt sustained by your academic pride.


Mr Maguire: Your name is Samuel Hall?


Mr Hall: My full title is Senor Samuel Sancho Panza de Galli-Curci Hall, BA, RSVP, LMS, KC?


Mr Maguire: When, may I ask, did you become a KC.


Mr Hall: I took silk last year.


Mr Maguire: Did Switzers prosecute?


Mr Hall: Yes, but I got off under the Probation Act.


Mr Maguire: What is your extraction?


Mr Hall: I am a Mahommedan Jew.


At this point in the proceedings a terrific free fight was staged by a strong body of Friends of Soviet Russia, who were also friends of Mr Hall. The crowd swept across the Court in a hail of stout bottles and wickerwork, while bassoons and saxophones shrieked in agony. The jury hastily locked themselves in. When order had been restored the jury emerged and gave their verdict as above, adding a rider, however, that if Mr Hall did not fulfil his promises their verdict was null and void.


Albert Wood, KC. A. Nix (instructed by John Sylvester Broderick) for plaintiff. Patrick Maguire (instructed by P. Caffrey and Mr Dun Chada BA, LLB) for defendants.




 





Comhthrom Féinne gave O’Nolan his first opportunity to try out some of the many styles and ideas that he later used in Cruiskeen Lawn, the column which he was to contribute to the Irish Times for almost twenty-five years. In this piece, Myles na Gopaleen’s famous ‘Buchhandlung’ scheme is prefigured:






Are you lonely in the restaurant?



Professor Adolf Gleitzboschkinderschule of the Berliner Universität, the eminent psychologist, has repeatedly pointed out in the Paris editions of the Leipziger Tageblatt that the habit of eating alone is a pernicious one and one which leads to morbidity and undue contempt for one’s own vices. Apparently in deference to the advice of Professor Adolf Gleitzboschkinderschule, students may be seen every day endeavouring to drag each other into the Restaurant in an effort to save each other from the naked infirmities of their own minds, by creating a conversation which, however feeble, would at least obviate introspection.


Comhthrom Féinne, therefore, taking its duty of SERVING its public very much to heart, has much pleasure in announcing a NEW PROFESSION in an effort to cope with the present difficulty. Comhthrom Féinne will provide EATERS, varying in quality and price to suit every client. YOU NEED NO LONGER EAT ALONE. Hire one of our skilled Conversationalists, pay and talk as you eat and avoid the farce of pretending that you are a THINKER to whom his own kind is sufficient for the day.




EATERS. CONDITIONS OF HIRE.


(1) Eaters must be presented with a tea or lunch not inferior to that being consumed by the client by more than 1/-.


(2) There will be no charge for the first half-hour of the Eater’s professional attendance, but a sum of threepence will be charged for every extra five-minutes. Excess fare will be automatically registered on the clock or meter worn on the EATER’S RIGHT ARM.


(3) Eaters must not be spoken to rudely or slapped, except in CLASS C.


(4) Should a client originate a line of conversation outside the specific Eater’s registered orbit, there shall be no onus on the Eater to pursue, attempt to pursue, or try to attempt to pursue such a line.


(5) Should the Client be joined by A FRIEND who takes part in the Conversation, there will be an excess charge of 2d. per five minutes. This will be automatically registered on the meter.


(6) Complaints as to abnormal appetites of Eaters, incivility, objectionable table-manners, etc., should be instantly reported to the Editor of Comhthrom Féinne, but not if he is earning a living as AN EATER at an adjacent table. In such case, complaint should be made afterwards.






Classes of Eaters – Class A



We have a very reliable line in young men of 19 and under who will engage first-year students and unmatriculated members of the Civil Service and public on GENERAL TOPICS, such as the weather, What-I-think-of-College-and-how-I’m-going-to-alter- it, the College celebrities at other tables, cricket, football, LUV, what a gift it is to have no exercises to do at night, the arguments as to whether one should do a D.Litt. or a D.Ph., College Hops, etc. We are introducing this line at a reduction of 1d. per five minutes as a SPECIAL ADVERTISING OFFER FOR FOUR DAYS ONLY.



Class B



Are you a strong silent man? We can supply a great hulking lout who will GRUB with you, and munch, and chaw for an inclusive charge of about 2/6 per hour. These fine Eaters have been specially trained and must be provided with great lumps of beef, porter and whole loaves. Knives and forks are desirable but not essential. They will under no circumstances talk, but coarse animal grunts may be provided at a small extra cost. Forte, 2d. each, and fortissimo, 4d. each. Those who like to have their grub or tiffin with a GROUP of strong silent thugs may hire out squads of 4 EATERS at a considerable cash saving. SUPER-QUALITY of thick unshaven dishevelled and tweedy DREADNOUGHTS, possessing genuinely primitive Mongolian jaw formation available at an extra cost of 2/-per close-cropped head.



Class C



Are you de Riva?


Are you doing a degree in Economics?


Do you hold strong views on Free Trade, Rising and Falling Price Levels, the fallacy of Technocracy?


DO YOU WANT SOMEBODY TO TALK AT? Somebody upon whom you can work off your pet theories and arguments? Do you want a BUTT for your wit?


We have just received delivery of an excellent line of SPINELESS DUMMIES who will listen to anything and make no objections. These highly-skilled Eaters will nod (plain) and nod (with conviction, 1d. extra each) at every point emphasised by the Client and will thump the table with the fist at the climax of the Client’s argument, thus saving the latter leaving down his fork or knife.


A SPECIAL LUXURY CLASS C EATER (trained at our own works in Inchicore), is available and will take furtive notes of the Client’s OBITER DICTA, politely question him on his pet points, and will even go so far as to make the ‘Tch, Tch, Tch’ sound as pronounced by illiterate women in cinemas, at the more particular sallies and declarations of the Client. Written applications for this model will be dealt with in rotation.



Class D



The Eaters in this Class are very suitable for Graduates and SENIOR UNDERGRADUATES. They are prepared to discuss anything. They include a number of young men of faultless profile who are very suitable for ladies’ tables, and they leave no stone unturned to be ‘nice’ in the most proper meaning of the term. Their services are always available as gigolos for not only ladies who go to dances, but also for ladies who go to dances and like to dance; also as paid escorts to theatres, cinemas, picnics, etc. Ladies who insist on a small moustache must give the Management at least ten days’ notice.


In this class we have also a sound line in less reputable Eaters, who are eminently suitable for ordinary under-graduates or men-in-the-Main hall, who have maintained unblighted through the gloom of these trying times their appreciation of A GOOD STORY. Believe us that these Eaters have a fund of RIGHT GOOD ONES.



Class E



An exclusive and superior type of Eater belongs to this Class and must on no account be offered MASH or brown buns. They will discourse and converse on the subject of the drama, the theatre, the novel, the play, the tragedy, the comedy. Clients are warned not to make a faux pas in front of these Eaters, as they will not consent to stay with Clients who betray an inferior intellectual level.



Class F



The number of Eaters in Class F, confined to the Professional table, is so very very limited; those with suitable qualifications should make early application, as filling the post of Eater at the Professional table is an obvious short-cut to academic advancement. Junior members of the staff are eligible to apply, but they should be careful not to tempt Providence, e.g., a lecturer in Mathematics must not Eat as such with a Professor of the same subject.


We have a reliable but limited quantity of bold and grey-haired under-graduates who will engage members of the Staff on ACADEMIC AND FAMILY TOPICS. These Eaters are experienced men of the world and HAVE SEEN LIFE. They are well versed in local topography and can discourse for hours on the natural amenities of the Kattie Gallagher, Glencree, etc. These are good men. THEY UNDERSTAND.


No effort will be spared to retain the services of Mr Gussie O’Connell, the well-known Dublin Shanachie, as his readings from his repertoire of GOODLY YARNS are deservedly famous.




 





MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY




To the Editor, Comthhrom Féinne.


A Chara, – I am a Professor/a Student, and I do be lonely in the Restaurant. Please send me a copy of your free booklet, ‘Golden Words’ and arrange for the attendance of an EATER.


Class . . . . . . . . . . . on . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . at . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .o’clock.


                                 Signed . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .


I certify that this Client is ALRIGHT.


                                 Signed . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .


                                 Member of the Royal Irish Academy.





Comhthrom Féinne, like Manus in The Hard Life some thirty years later, was ever attentive to the wish for self-improvement in the gullible:



Let us be your fathers!



HOPE FOR THE MIND-SUFFERERS.


OUR UNIQUE NEW SERVICE


Do you tremble at the knees when you are lecturing or when your name is called at lecture? Do you titter nervously?


We can make a man of you.


We can give you will-power, resolution, verve, push, nerve, pull and a brass neck.


Write for our booklet called The Golden Road. Modern life demands speed – we can make you fast. We can develop your personality, make you forceful and dynamic. We can make you tall. We can add four inches to your chest and three inches to your biceps. We can abolish scurf and dandruff, cure falling hair and prevent baldness. We can make you masterful. Can you relax? If you cannot, we can tell you how. Smith was a clerk earning £153 a year, a nervous and anaemic wreck, with no prospects and no desire for prospects; he enrolled on the advice of friends; he studied accountancy in his spare time; he learned eighteen European languages and two Chinese dialects with the aid of our special gramophone records. Why? He learned to sketch and to write showcards in his spare time and improved his complexion beyond recognition with the aid of our special herbal remedies. He is now securely walking up the graph with an attache-case in his hand into the rising sun. WHY NOT YOU?


Simson was another clerk. He started by paying £300 for the privilege of working for nothing. He joined the British Army. He is now a certified camel-cleaner in Baghdad with excellent prospects of promotion, WHY NOT YOU?


Do you be bullied? Can you throw a thug? Can you disarm an armed thug and then throw him? CAN YOU DO ANYTHING?


Once again, can you relax?


Can you organise?


Can you concentrate?


Can you discuss the eternal verities without sniggering?


Can you drop a goal from the three-quarter line?


Can you take a tram from Whitehall to UCD for a penny?


WE can do them all.


If YOU cannot, you are not a complete man.


You are a wry-necked boob. You are a flat tyre.


Turn your back TODAY on your wretched past by filling up the appended form and sending it in a stamped envelope to the Institute. We will do the rest.




 





The Principal,


C.F. Institute of Practical Psychology,


University College, Dublin.




My Dear Sir,


I am a Professor/a Student and I am an Idiot Boy/a Boob/a Yes-man/a Spineless Waster/a Wreck/an Aumadhaun/a Flat Tyre. I cannot do any of the things you mention. I find that I cannot concentrate for one moment on anything. I have never passed an examination in my life but I have failed several. I find it hard to quit the bed in the morning. I often fail in that matitudinal struggle. Would you blame me? I feel that my only remaining hope is the Institute. You may make any use you wish of this letter. I enclose the requisite fee of six guineas, and I make this application only on the distinct understanding that should the Principal consider that my case is hopeless, he shall be in nowise compelled to accept my application or my money. I am interested in the following:




[image: ]





And if I am, can you help me? I beg to remain,


                         Dear Principal,


                                 Your Most Humble Servant,


                         . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .


P.S. I think your Institute supplies a long-felt want.





In the case of another type of patient, the following form must be filled up instead, not necessarily in the candidate’s own handwriting.







Sir,


I have been rejected five times for the British Army. I am too proud to work. I believe in the sanctity and dignity of the human hands. I place myself unreservedly in yours. Please send me a good booklet.


                     Yours,


                               . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .


P.S. Have you any reliable cure for bed-sores?





Important notice to ladies


The Lady-Principal is always glad to hear from ladies, and will be pleased to send booklets on Beauty, Knitting, Careers, Cookery, etc. ‘Let Us Be Your Mothers’ is our slogan here, and we must make it clear to Gentlemen who persist in communicating with the Lady-Principal instead of with the Principal that she can only be a sister to them. It can never be otherwise.
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