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* EDTORTAk * 

UR first venture in the literary field has for its principal object the 
forming of a chain whose links may serve to bind more closely 
together the past with the present students of S.P.C. Another 

of our objects in publishing the "Annual" is to encourage a taste for 
literature among the students, and also to afford a suitable means to 
those among us who wish to see themselves figuring in " print," but 
lack a convenient means of airing their ideas. Some of the articles are 
wanting in finish and beauty, but as Rome was not built in a day, so 
neither can we expect the perfection and beauty of a Macauley, a 
Burke, or a Newman from those who are making their first step in 
the very difficult path of literature. 

A special meed of praise is due to the " Old Boys " for their zeal 
in promoting the success of the " Annual." One in particular deserves 
to be singled out beyond all the others, namely, " Alpha ;" his contribu
tions are numerous and excellent. His modesty prevents him from 
signing his name, but we are quite sure that many of his former class-
fellows will recognise him, and we are confident that they with us will 
wish him a brilliant career in prose and poetry. 

Many contributions are kept back for our next number; it would be 
impossible to include all in our present publication. We hope that 
"Omega," "Nemo," "I," "Malting," &c, will not feel offended, nor 
consider themselves slighted because their articles are not appearing 
till our next issue. We trust that the " Old Boys " who have done so 
much to promote the success of the "Annual" will continue in their 
generous sentiments, and show as much zeal for the well-being of 
S.P.C. in the future as they have shown in the past. 
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ST. PATRICK. 

<T T was during the interval of peace enjoyed by the Church after the 
| conversion of Constantine, that a noble Roman youth, Patricius, 
1 was taken captive by a band of marauders and brought into Ireland. 
This youth was sold as a slave to Milcho, a chief who lived in Antrim, 
and for six long and weary years did he endure a harsh and lonely servi
tude. From his own pen we learn how this trying period of his life was 
sanctified. He tells us that he was scorched by the burning sun of summer 
and famished by the biting frost of winter; but he found an unfailing 
support and solace in holy prayer, and intimate communing with God, 
to whom many times by day and night he raised his heart and voice in 
fervent aspirations and in hymns of praise. Thus did this holy youth 
acquire a spirit of penance, piety, and prayer—the surest safe-guards 
against temptation and sin, and the most efficacious means of drawing 
down the blessing of God on his future labours. 

The place where Patrick passed these years is well known, and 
often too does the tourist or the pilgrim traverse with reverent step, and 
heart filled with pious emotion, the secluded valley and bleak hill-side 
hallowed by the tears, toils, and sufferings of the revered Apostle of Ireland. 
At length his hour of deliverance came, and he was warned in a vision 
to flee to the shore whence he could take ship for his native land. 
He obeyed, and safely, though not without further hardships, reached 
the home from which he had been so cruelly torn. Here may we pause 
and reflect on the wonderful and hidden ways in which God, through 
human agencies, accomplishes His holy designs. For the saint's cap
tivity inured him to a life of hardship, prepared him to endure the 
arduous labours of his mission ; and more important still, through it he 
acquired an intimate knowledge of the language, manners, customs, 
temperament, and religion of the people whose Apostle he was destined to 
become. 
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Having arrived in his native land, Patrick, then twenty-two years 
old, conceived a yearning to return and evangelise the country h"e had 
left. No doubt the tender youth had felt the charm of the love, the 
warmth, the generosity, and magnanimity of the Celtic heart, and must 
have often thought what possibilities of great Christian virtues existed 
there, awaiting only the inspiration and enkindling light of CatholiG faith 
to call them forth in celestial grandeur and beauty. This longing desire 
to bring the glad tidings of salvation to the Irish nation, was strength
ened in his mind by a vision, jn which he beheld the children of Erin 
standing on the shore with hands imploringly held out to him, while they 
besought him to come and still walk amongst them. He also, in a 
dream, saw a man from Ireland present him with a letter which com
menced with the words " Vox Hibernorum " (The voice of the Irish). 
These messages, borne as it were on the wings of the western breeze, 
re-echoed in Patrick's ear and animated him to break away from the 
sweet and strong attachments of home and friends, now doubly dear to 
one who had tasted separation in all its bitterness. He spent many 
years in preparation for his great mission. Diligent study, the practice 
of solid virtue, and the acquisition of the apostolic spirit, occupied these 
years. His kinsman, St. Martin of Tours, was for some time his in
structor, and also St. Germanus, by whose advice in 431 he visited Rome. 
There at the source of Christian Truth, and centre of Christian Unity, 
from the occupant of the chair of Peter, and vicar of Christ, from the 
holy Roman Pontiff, St. Celestine, he received his mission. 

Setting out with a few companions, he landed in Antrim. But how 
different was he now from the poor, timid, runaway slave of ten years 
before, so full of anxious fears, that his misery alone moved the master 
of the ship to take him on board. • He returns in the strength and vigor 
of a matured intellect, in the fullness of power and jurisdiction imparted 
by the highest authority on earth; with mind prepared and spirit braced 
to bear and brave all things, and with heart and soul utterly devoted to 
God and to the great enterprise before him. Soon after landing, with 
an intrepidity and courage begot of his confidence in the Divine pro
tection, and characteristic of every act of his apostolate, he formed the 
design of assailing paganism in its very stronghold. With this intention 
he arrived on the hill of Slane on Easter Saturday, and there, within 
sight of the royal palace of Tara, lighted the paschal fire. On this day, 
the monarch of Ireland, Leoghaire, was celebrating a national festival 
on which an important ceremonial was the lighting of a fire on the hill 
of Tara, it being strictly forbidden that any fire should be lighted before 
that on Tara was seen to blaze forth. Great, then, was the indignation 
of Leoghaire and his courtiers on witnessing this open violation of the 
time-honoured custom. Immediately assembling his Druids and royal 
attendants, he set out to punish the bold stranger who dared to ignore 
the ancient usages of the nation. 

" Then the king to Patrick a herald sent, 
Who spake, come up at noon and show 
Who lit thy fire and with what intent: 
These things the great king Leoghaire would know." 

Seated on a grassy hillock, surrounded by his guards and attended 
by his Druids and Bards, Leoghaire, the representative of that ancient 
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line of one hundred and thirty-six pagan kings, who had preceded him 
on the throne, awaited with a mysterious feeling the arrival of Patrick 
whom he feared he knew not why. The holy Apostle with his heart 
raised in prayer to God, fearlessly approached, clothed in his sacerdotal 
vestments, and accompanied by his clergy, also vested and chanting the 
church's hymns. He was sullenly received by the monarch and his 
courtiers, none of whom, save one, arose to salute him. 

" They entered the circle; their anthem ceased; 
The Druids, their eyes bent earthward still, 
On Patrick's brow the glory increased 
As a sunrise brightening some sea-beat hill. 
The warriors sat silent, strange awe they felt; 
The chief Druid, Dubtach, rose and knelt." 

His great opponents were the Druids, and one of them, named 
Luchet Mael, challenged the saint to a trial of power. It was agreed 
that a hut of dried branches should be built, that the Druid and one of 
Patrick's disciples should enter and the hut be set on fire. In a few 
minutes the Druid was consumed in the flames, and Benignus (the 
saint's disciple) came forth unhurt. Then Patrick stood forth, with a 
voice ringing to words never heard before in the Celtic tongue, with the 
gospel of Christ on his lips and the green shamrock in his hand, he 
announced the grand truths of the Christian faith. The Bards leaning 
on their harps listened, and warriors resting on their shields heard with 
wonder Patrick's words. The Druids argued until conviction seized upon 
them. Then Dubtach, chief of the Bards, taking up his harp exclaimed, 
" O h , ye kings and men of Erin ! this man speaks the glory of the true 
God; and this harp of mine shall never again resound, save to the 
praise of Patrick's God! " This gifted son of song henceforth attuned 
his harp to the sublime strains inspired by Christian faith, and the 
poetic effusions, hitherto poured forth in flattery of T,eoghaire and his 
legions, gave place to sweet melodies and songs of praise to God, and 
Immaculate Mary the virgin Mother of God. From that memorable 
day all that was in Ireland, of intelligence, of affection, of bravery, of 
energy, of talent, of soul, was enlisted in Partick's service. The grand 
old Celtic nation clasped her dear apostle to her heart with a love 
which fourteen hundred years, with their varying seasons of peace 
and strife and persecution have never chilled. Ever since the holy 
missioner used the shamrock on Tara's hill it has become the revered 
emblem of Erin, and is piously and proudly exhibited by Irishmen 
all the world over, on Patrick's Day. Many an Irish heart in the 
Great Republic of the West, under the tropical skies of India, or 
beneath the Southern Cross on Australia's sunny plains is filled with 
gladness on receiving a bunch of the loved little plant, plucked perhaps 
on Patrick's grave, on Cashel's historic rock, or Uisneach's mystic hill, by 
the hand of an aged parent, or loving brother or sister, and sent to the 
dear one in exile, as a reminder, that though far away from Erin's Isle, 
he must still be true to Erin, to Erin's faith and to Erin's love for her 
dear Apostle. And truly might the faithful exiles of Erin, answer:— 

" Remember thee! Yes while there's life in this heart, 
It shall never forget thee, all lone as thou art; 
More dear in thy sorrow, thy gloom and thy showers, 
Than the rest of the world in their sunniest hours." 
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At this interview, St. Patrick obtained permission from the Irish 
Monarch to preach throughout the Island. He proceeded on his mission, 
and traversed the four provinces, visiting the various districts, and 
wherever he appeared the dark cloud of paganism vanished, dispelled by 
the light and unction of his holy teaching. As we follow the footsteps 
of our Great Apostle from Ulster to Leinster, thence to Munster and 
Connaught, and hear in spirit the words of burning zeal and ardent love 
in which he addresses the multitudes who assemble in' thousands to 
hear him; and as we witness the infallible efficacy of his discourses in 
moving the heart to sorrow for past sin, to love and gratitude to the 
Great Creator and Holy Redeemer whose ambassador this wonder
worker plainly is, we are forced to exclaim, " Surely this man teaches 
as one having power!" and we feel how fully this minister of God is 
animated by the spirit of Him " who came to cast fire on the earth and 
was consumed with zeal until it was kindled." Patrick's progress was a 
triumph. His fame preceded him and the chiefs and people whom he was 
to visit, awaited his coming with a holy impatience. When his approach 
was announced the whole population turned out to receive with all pomp 
the messenger of the Most High who came bearing the glad tidings of 
salvation. His converts were so numerous that he had to administer 
Baptism in the open air, by some crystal spring, or on the green bank of 
one of those rippling streams, so numerous in the Emerald Isle. So well 
has popular veneration preserved the memory of those hallowed places 
that by them alone one may trace the movements of the saint. The 
stone on which he knelt in prayer or stood while instructing the people, 
the spot on which he rested his crozier during the sacred ceremonies are 
piously marked and devoutly visited even to this day. As he passed 
along he founded churches on all sides and entrusted the care of them 
to zealous priests in whom he himself had formed the apostolic spirit. 
Many of his converts were so charmed by the beauty of Christian 
virtue and so desirous of the highest perfection, that they consecrated 
themselves to God in the religious state. Thus our holy apostle laboured 
for sixty years, and at his death had the consolation of seeing that country 
he so loved entirely Christian. A most remarkable feature of the intro
duction of Christianity into Ireland was the total absence of persecution. 
This can only be accounted for by the high degree of civilization and 
moral virtue attained by the pagan Irish at this time. 

At an advanced age Patrick retired to his favourite retreat at Saul 
in Ulster, and there in the midst of sorrowing disciples that great soul 
passed to its rich reward won by arduous labours sanctified by a holy 
and perfect spirit. For twelve days and nights the clergy and people 
came in procession to honour their beloved father, and beg that he who 
loved them on earth would yet be mindful of them in heaven. After 
Patrick's death, the faith which he had planted with such unsparing 
toil, watered with so many tears and fertilized by the dew of heavenly 
grace obtained.by his fasts, his vigils, and his fervent prayers, bore an 
abundant harvest. Convents, churches, monasteries, and schools adorned 
the verdant vales, and retired and shaded dells lending a venerable mystic 
grandeur to scenes already beautified by nature's finest touches. From 
the lonely islands of Lough Derg, from sweet Innisfallen in Killarney's 
lovely lake, from the sequestered valleys of Glendalough and Clonard, 



9 

and a thousand places more, now venerable ior the sacred ruins that 
feelingly and eloquently tell of the days that are gone, arose the solemn 
chant of Holy Mass, or midnight office, or vesper hymn ascending as 
purest incense to the throne of God. Not alone did the holy inmates of 
these monasteries sing the Divine praises and practice virtue in its 
highest perfection, but they devoted themselves assidously to the 
work of study and. teaching, so that these sanctuaries of Christian 
piety became also abodes of learning and culture. In some monas
teries there were often not less than three thousand students and 
professors. Many came from England and the Continent, attracted 
by the fame of the Irish schools, and as Ven Bede has recorded, " they 
were received, supported, and educated without fee or reward." 
Aldhelm, a Saxon writer, says, in speaking of Ireland, " that country 
is as thickly set with learned men, as the vault of heaven is with 
the twinkling stars." Many Irishmen too left the land of their birth, 
and their loved retreats, to carry into other nations the blessings of faith, 
learning, and civilization. Of these St. Bernard says: " from Ireland, 
as from an overflowing stream, swarms of holy men descended on the 
nations of Europe. And when Charlemange founded the great schools 
at Paris and Pavia he sent into Ireland for learned men to conduct them, 
and placed two celebrated Irish scholars, Clemens and Albinus, at their 
head. The hundreds of churches on the Continent dedicated to Irish 
saints as well as the renowned monasteries of Irish origin in Scotland 
and England, bear glorious testimony to the energy and zeal of St. 
Patrick's children in those early times. 

Peace and piety shone throughout the land; the love of virtue and 
the highest ideal of Christian chivalry reigned supreme in every heart. 
The first shock to this happy and peaceful condition was the Danish 
invasion. At the end of the eighth century, these rapacious invaders 
commenced a war of plunder and devastation which lasted three hun
dred years. Burning churches, ravaging homesteads, ruining monas
teries with their defenceless inmates, savagely murdering and destroying 
their literary and artistic treasures, ruthlessly desecrating shrines and 
altars, occupied the time spent in this land by these dreaded and powerful 
invaders. With a pathetic and doleful wail does the Irish annalist 
record the ravages, bloodshed, and cruel wrongs perpetrated during 
this period of strife and tumult. The native chiefs inflicted on these 
hated foes many crushing defeats, but fresh hordes were ever arriving, 
until at length, the Irish Monarch Brian Boru drawing together the 
native forces made a supreme effort to rid the country at once of these 
barbarians. The Danes, on their side foresaw the danger they would 
have to encounter and called to their assistance their kinsmen and 
allies. The Irish army met them at Clontarf on Good Friday (1014). 
Before the battle began, Brian, then in his 80th year, rode through the 
ranks, he had so often led to victory, and in words all-a-glow with martial 
fire, exhorted his men to battle bravely in defence of their altars and 
homes, for the honour of their wives and daughters and the glory of their 
country. The battle was fierce, but decisive, victory crowned the aged 
monarch. His sons and grandsons performed deeds of valour, on a 
description of which the historian loves to linger. An end was thus put 
to the harassing incursions of the piratical sea-kings. Though piety 
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suffered somewhat during these long-continued wars the great mass of 
the people were fervently devoted to the practise of religion. 

When we remember how completely the waves of Mussulman 
invasion which swept over the countries of Asia, utterly destroyed 
Christianity, how the Saracen invasion of Northern Africa, that country 
illuminated by such lights as St. Mark, St. Augustine, and St. Cyprian, 
left not a vestige of that church once the glory of the world. What are 
we to think of a nation that emerged from a contest of three hundred 
years, unimpaired and untarnished by the least stain of infidelity* 

But the faith of Ireland had to encounter a severer ordeal than 
even were the intermittent, though oft-repeated attacks of the fierce 
worshippers of Oden, when that royal brute Henry VIII., setting at 
naught all laws, divine and human, shamelessly outraging everything 
that humanity and decency reverenced, and finding in the Pope and 
Church irreconcilible opponents to his indulgence of his beastly passions, 
determined to abolish the Pope's supremacy. Then commenced terrible 
persecutions, in which death, torture, banishment, spoliation of property, 
deprivation of all civil rights, enforced ignorance, destruction of churches, 
monasteries and all things sacred, are terms that only mildly describe 
the diabolical fury and cruelty exercised against Irish Catholics. These 
persecutions became more cruel still in the reign of his worthy child 
the bastard queen " Bess," and continued until 1827, when that great 
Irishman Daniel O'Connell, having by his thrilling eloquence infused 
the spirit and feelings of his own noble heart into the heart of 
the Irish nation, wrung from a reluctant English Parliament under 
a threat of civil war the Act of Catholic Emancipation. And now 
if the Catholic Church is free and unfettered to pursue her soul-
saving mission throughout the British Empire, it is owing in no small 
measure to the steadfast perseverance and unconquerable loyalty of 
St. Patrick's ever faithful children. And in looking round the world 
to-day'should we not exult at the sight of the grand work for the Church, 
for true progress and civilization accomplished in so many climes by the 
energy, the earnestness, and generosity of the faith sown in Irish hearts 
by holy Patrick, and transmitted undimmed through sunshine and storm 
from one generation to another. 

The true greatness of a people must be measured, not by the 
thousands they have slain in battle, not by the multitudes of widows and 
orphans to whom they have brought distress and misery, not by the 
numbers of fellow men born to all the rights of manhood, whom they 
have reduced to slavery and bondage, not by the extent of territories 
they have robbed and devastated, but by the contributions they have 
made to the cause of charity, education, justice, morality, and religion. 
Judged by this standard, how high will Holy Ireland stand! So, 
whether we look to the past or the present, Irishmen have reason to 
feel proud of the race to which they belong. Many of us bear names 
that hold an honoured place in Irish annals; then, let us be true to the 
traditions they recall, and respond to the sentiments that these traditions 
inspire. Should duty or religion call on us for a sacrifice, be it great or 
small, let us make it generously and nobly as our forefathers have so often 
done, let us act on the principle which has ever guided them, that principle 
contained in the precept—" Seek first the kingdom of God and His justice." 
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AUSTRALIAN POETS AND POETRY. 

RULY has Australia been called a "land of beauty." Sleeping on 
a Southern sea and wooed by temperate winds, her air is sweet 
and fresh and clear, and her blue skies and glorious golden sunsets 

rival if not surpass the oft-sung blue skies and sunsets of Italy. Her 
bays and harbours are among the most beautiful in the world; and her 
inland scenery—her stately mountains " clad with forests," her deep 
ravines and green smiling valleys crossed by sparkling streams—has a 
beauty unsurpassed, though sometimes wild. The " sombre scrub and 
gloomy wildwood," and mysterious bush with its strange animals and 
bright-plumed birds, all lend a charm to this fair land of ours, and we 
may well believe a glorious future awaits our native land in the future's 
history. Let us then learn something of the singers who have sung in 
sweetest strains Australia's beauty and greatness. 

In this paper my scope is not to refer to all the Australian poets 
of repute, nor yet to give a criticism of those whom I do mention, 
but rather my object is to awaken in my readers some interest in the 
Poetic literature of Australia by a few reflections on, and apt quota
tions from some of our greatest Poets. 

The romance that clings to nearly every acre of soil in the old 
countries has inspired many great Poets with their themes. Australia 
has little or no romantic past as yet, so our Poets have had to unlock 
with their magical keys the meanings of Life and Love.and Death in a 
new land, and over these they have drawn the delicate mantle of Poetry 
—and they have done it well. The very loneliness of the Bush seems to 
have inspired our singers, for our best Poets are those that have been 
tossed about in the rough life of " out back." 

Out there where Nature would seem— 
" Too crude for the fanciful strain, 

Too vast for a poet to sing," 
They have sung those songs that will live in Australian literature for 
ever. Nor is Australian Poetry .made up chiefly of " racy rhymes;" 
there are thoughts as deep and beautiful in Australian verse as ever left 
the pen of Keats or Tennyson. Gordon stretched out under a gumtree, 
or Kendall in his miserable but on the Clarence River, wrote Poetry, the 
one as deep as Browning in his study, the other as beautiful as Tennyson 
in his quiet English country home. 

Adam Lindsay Gordon first claims our attention. In him we have 
a man whose early life was blighted by disappointment and passion, and 
who in the struggle had lost his God. He left England, his native land 
—and how touching are his sentiments expressed then in "An Exile's 
Farewell," and " T o my Sister"—and came to Australia. 

" Sister, farewell! farewell once more 
To every youthful tie! 

Friends! parents! kinsmen I native shore 1 
To each and all good-bye I 

And thoughts which for the moment seem 
To bind me with a spell, 

Ambitious hope 1 Love's boyish dream, 
To you a last farewell!" 

m 
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For a long time here he led a reckless, aimless life, and it is pleasant to 
know that the only man to hold out a helping hand to him in those his 
darkest days was a Catholic Priest, Father Tennyson Woods, himself a 
Poet. Although afterwards he seems to have been in comparatively 
easy circumstances, yet the gloom of despair seems to have settled over 
him and pervaded all he wrote, and finally drove him to take his own 
life. To others he served sage maxims, to himself he could not apply 
them:— 

" Life is mostly froth and bubble. 
Two things stand like stone, 

Kindness in another's trouble, 
Courage in your own." 

His kindness to his comrades was proverbial, but his moral courage was 
weak. Let us only remember Gordon the Poet. He had a rare poetical 
genius, a ringing spirited rhythmical style, a thorough experience of 
what he terms the " old colonial school," and an intimate loving 
acquaintance with the Bush, and in these lie the secret of his popularity 
as a Poet. 

He is admittedly unequalled in the English language as a Poet of 
the Horse. He had a great love for the horse:— 

" Yet if man of all the Creator planned 
His noblest work is reckoned, 

Of the works of His hand by sea or by land. 
The horse may at least rank second." 

Only one man could have written " How we beat the Favourite," and 
that man was Lindsay Gordon. " The Sick Stockrider " too is a master
piece peculiar to Gordon. How beautifully pathetic is the last verse of 
that Poem! 

" The deep blue skies wax dusky and the tall green trees grow dim. 
The sward beneath me seems to heave and fall; 

And sickly smoky shadows through the sleepy sunlight swim, 
And on the very sun's face weave their pall. 

Let me slumber in the hollow where the wattle blossoms wave, 
With never stone or rail to fence my bed; 

Should the sturdy station children gather wild flowers on my grave, 
I may chance to hear them romping overhead. 

Gordon was not very consistent in his writing of good Poetry, so 
that to find his treasures we need to read him through. Here and there 
he lacks rhythm but such beautiful verses as the following occur 
frequently, and amply atone for his poorer poems— 

" Hark the bells on distant cattle 
Waft across the range; 

Through the golden-tufted wattle 
Music low and strange; 

Like the marriage-peal of fairies 
Comes the tinkling sound. 

Or like chimes of sweet St. Mary's 
On far English ground. 

How my courser champs the snaffle. 
And with nostril spread, 

Snorts and scarcely seems to raffle 
Fern-leaves with his tread; 
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Cool and pleasant on his1 haunches 
Blows the evening breeze, 

Through the overhanging branches 
Of the wattle trees: 

Onward I to the Southern Ocean, 
Glides the breath of Spring. 

Onward 1 with a dreary motion, 
I too glide and sing— 

Forward! Forward! still we wander— 
Tinted hills that lie 

In the red horizon yonder— 
Is the goal so high ? " 

Verses like the above have a familiar note in them to one who has 
lived or travelled much in the Bush. 

It would be impossible to do full duty to the beauties of Gordon's 
Poems in this paper; the reader will not be disappointed by a perusal of 
them all. 

It is strange that most Australian Poets complained in beautiful 
yerse of the songs they longed to sing and could not. The following 
verses from " A Dedication " illustrate this in Gordon— 

" They are rhymes rudely strung with intent less 
Of sound than of words. 

In lands where bright blossoms are scentless 
And songless bright birds; 

Where with fierce drought on her tresses 
Insatiable summer oppresses 
Sere woodlands and sad wildernesses 

And faint flocks and herds. 
* * * 

Yet rhyme had not fail'd me for reason 
Nor reason for rhyme, 

Sweet Song! had I sought you in season 
And found you in time. 

You beckon in your bright beauty yonder. 
And I waxing fainter yet fonder. 
Now weary too soon when I wander— 

Now fall when I climb." 

Now let us pass to Australia's own child, Henry Kendall. It is said 
of him that he was a Poet " smooth as a pebble polished by the tireless 
patience of the waves," and like Gordon he was a man buffeted about 
and shipwrecked on the stormy waves of life. Poor Kendall! like many 
a true-born genius he was his own greatest enemy. Rarely did Fortune 
smile on him, and when she did he was too weak to profit by her smiles. 
His Poems reveal something of the hard struggle he had for existence, 
and indeed the happiest hour of his life seems to have been that in which 
he quietly fell asleep for ever in his wife's arms within sound of the 
breakers at Bondi, whose song in life he loved so well. His early death 
was a great loss to Australian literature; and indeed Australia seems 
to be remarkably unfortunate in losing her Poets just when they are 
reaching fame. 

Gordon and Kendall are not to be compared—they are poets in 
different spheres, just as Henry Lawson differs from Victor J. Daley. 
Gordon wrote of life and nature as they appeared to him at the moment; 
Kendall, passionate lover of nature that he was, drank in all the beauties 
of the forests and mountains and rivers and gave them forth again in 
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song. Gordon wrote for the cultured and uncultured alike; Kendall, a 
greater Poet in the highest sense of the word, appeals more to cultured 
and contemplative minds; hence the greater popularity of Gordon. 

Gordon was the Australian Browning; Kendall, her Keats or 
Shelley. Keats would 

" Steal the beauty from the Southern sun; " 
Kendall, longed 

" To steal the beauty from a brook 
And put it in a song." 

It has been said that " no poet since Shelley died has been more musical 
than Kendall," and although this seems much to claim for the Australian 
Poet, yet I think it is true. 

It is as a descriptive poet that Kendall shows most genius. The 
majestic scenery of the Australian forests and mountains inspired 
many of his best Poems. His painting is sometimes gloomy but this 
only gives to it an additional charm. In his different moods he has 
described the awful loneliness and dreariness, and the peaceful solitude 
of the Bush. Nature seemed to change her moods to suit his own, and 
he painted her faithfully in all her changes. Hence it is said that 
Kendall as a Bush landscape painter has never had an equal in the 
realms of verse. 

"Leichardt," "September in Australia," "Coogee," and 
" Mountains " contain much that is beautiful and thoroughly character
istic of Kendall's style. I quote from " Mountains ":— 

" Rifled mountains clad with forests girded around with gleaming pines, 
Where the morning like an angel robed in golden splendour shines; 
Shimmering mountains throwing downwards on the slopes a mazy glare, 
'Where the noonday glory sails through gulfs of calm and glittering air; 
Stately mountains high and hoary piled with blocks of amber cloud, 
Where the fading twilight lingers, where the winds are wailing loud; 
Grand old mountains overbeetling brawling brooks and deep ravines. 
Where the moonshine pale and mournful flows on rocks and evergreens, 
Underneath these regal ridges, underneath the gnarly trees, 
I am sitting lonely-hearted listening to a lonely breeze." 

The desire to write something very beautiful is more marked in 
Kendall than in Gordon, in fact it is the characteristic note of many of 
his best verses. Tn a dedication Sonnet we have:— 

" Longing for power and the sweetness to fashion. 
Lyrics with beats like the heart-beats of passion; 
Songs interwoven of lights and of laughters, 
Borrowed from bell-birds in far distant rafters." 

And again in that sweetest of all his poems " After many years," among 
other verses occur these two:— 

" The song that once I dreamed about, 
The tender touching thing, 

As radiant as a rose without 
The love of wind and wing, 

The perfect verses to the tune 
Of woodland music set, 

As beautiful as afternoon. 
Remain unwritten yet. 
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There is a river in the range 
I love to think about, 

Perhaps the searching feet of change 
Have never found it out. 

Ah! oftentimes I used to look 
Upon its banks and long 

To steal the beauty from that brook 
And put it in a song." 

Kendall and Gordon were among the first great Australian Poets. 
A new school has sprung up in recent years of which Lawson, Paterson, 
Boake, Dyson, Gay, Daley and Essex-Evans are the leading lights. 
Brunton Stephens, perhaps the greatest living Australian Poet, belongs 
both to the old school and the new. I select Henry Lawson, A. B. 
Paterson and Barcroft Boake as representatives. The two former are 
perhaps the most quoted Australian Poets at the present day both in 
their native land and in England. They are both Bush songsters, but 
they sing from different standpoints. 

Paterson comes from the country, but is at present a lawyer in 
Sydney, and he takes an occasional trip to the country, which he seems 
to know and love so well, and views everything in its brightest aspect. 
Here is a vision of a Drover's life as it appears to Paterson:— 

" In my wild erratic fancy visions come to me of Clancy, 
Gone a-droving " down the Cooper " where the Western drovers go; 

As the stock are slowly stringing, Clancy rides behind them singing, 
For the drover's life has pleasures that the townsfolk never know. 

And the bush hath friends to meet him and their kindly voices greet him. 
In the murmur of the breezes and the river on its bars, 

And he sees the vision splendid of the sunlit plains extended, 
And at night the glory of the everlasting stars." 

Lawson on the other hand is a Bushman born and bred. For years 
he " humped his bluey " on the roads of the Western plains of New 
South Wales, working wherever by chance he found a job for a time on 
the stations. Thus he acquired a very intimate knowledge of the life of a 
tramp, stockman, drover, and in fact anything that a man in search of a 
fortune in the back blocks might be. Here is his picture of a drover, and 
it contrasts strangely with that of Paterson :— 

" Did you ever guard the cattle when the night was inky black, 
And it rained, and icy water trickled gently down your back, 
Till your saddle-weary backbone fell a-aching to the roots, 
And you almost felt the croaking of the bull-frog in your boots— 
Sit and shiver in your saddle, curse the restless stock and cough. 
Till a squatter's irate dummy cantered up to warn you off? " 

Both pictures are true, for although the drover has many hardships, 
he has also many joys, and no one knew this better than Lawson. In 
the same Poem " The City Bushman," from which the above lines are 
quoted we find these :— 

" Yet at times we long to gallop where the reckless bushman rides. 
In the wake of startled brumbies that are flying for their hides; 
Long to feel the saddle tremble once again between our knees. 
And to hear the stockwhips rattle just like rifles in the trees 1 
Long to feel the bridle-leather tugging strongly in the hand, 
And to feel once more a little like a native of the land." 
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Paterson is more popular than Lawson for somewhat the same 
reason that Gordon is more popular than Kendall. His bush pictures 
and racing rhymes suit the popular taste more than the serious and some
what cynical verses of Lawson. Thus everywhere through the country you 
will hear " The man from Snowy River," or " Old Pardon, the son of 
Reprieve," but seldom will you hear " The Faces in the Street," or " In 
the Days when the World was Wide," much superior Poems. The two 
former Poems are among Paterson's best. Everyone knows or has heard 
" The man from Snowy River," so it is unnecessary to quote from it 
here. " On Kiely's Run " is one of Paterson's that I like very much, so 
I quote two verses from it:— 

" The roving breezes come and go 
On Kiely's Run. 

The sleepy river murmurs low, 
And far away one dimly sees 
Beyond the stretch of forest trees,— 
Beyond the foot-hills dusk and dun,— 
The ranges sleeping in the sun 

On Kiely's Run. 

I see the old bush homestead now 
On Kiely's Run, 

Just nestled down behind the brow 
Of one small ridge above the sweep 
Of river-fiat, where willows weep 
And jasmine flowers and roses bloom,— 
The air was laden with perfume, 

On Kiely's Run. 

Besides those of Lawson's mentioned above there are many of his Poems 
that would compare favourably with the best of the English minor Poets. 
In " The Star of Australasia " the Poet looks into the future and sees the 
Australian Nation defending its shores against the invader. In "The 
Great Grey Plain " the author paints with a master hand the awful 
desolation of the inland in times of drought, and in " Mount Bukaroo" 
he dwells on:— 

" Happy days on that selection. 
Underneath old Bukaroo." 

I will conclude by a quotation from " Faces in the Street" :— 
" And cause I have to sorrow, in a land so young and fair. 

To see upon those faces stamped the marks of Want and Care; 
I look in vain for traces of the fresh and fair and sweet 
In sallow, sunken faces that are drifting through the street— 

Drifting on, drifting on, 
To the scrape of restless feet; 

I can sorrow for the owners of those faces in the street." 

It is with feelings of mingled pleasure and pain that I turn to 
Barcroft Boake—pleasure because I love his verses, pain because of the 
sad fate of the Poet. 

Boake was a native of Sydney, and although his education was not 
of the best that city can afford, yet his genius marked him out as more 
than an ordinary scholar. At an early age he lost bis mother, and this 
seems to have produced in him a germ of melancholy which grew as he 
advanced in years. A friend says of him, " He was listless, shy, moody, 
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dispirited, and the pipe was never out of his mouth." He spent several 
years of his short life in the Monaro District, one of the prettiest parts 
of New South Wales, and on some stations farther west, and there in 
the short space of three years he wrote nearly all his Poems. 

In one of his letters, he says: " If I could only write it, there is a 
Poem to be made out of the back country. Some man will come who 
will be able to grasp the romance of Central Australia for there 
is a romance though a grim one—a story of drought and flood, fever and 
famine, murder and suicide, courage and endurance." The man turned 
up in himself for in his verses, particularly in two of his best,—" Where 
the Dead Men lie," and " A Vision out West,"—he certainly grasped the 
grim romance of the land he calls the " Never-Never." 

" Out on the wastes of the Never Never— 
That's where the dead men lie 1 

There where the heat-waves dance for ever, 
That's where the dead men lie. 

That's where the Earth's loved sons are keeping 
Endless tryst: not the west wind sweeping, 
Feverish pinions can wake their sleeping— 

Out where the dead men lie! 

No Poet, Lawson excepted, has given us such grim pictures of the utter 
desolation of the interior in times of drought as Boake has in his verses. 
He acknowledges Gordon as his master, and like Gordon he was very 
fond of the lonely Bush. Unfortunately he imitated his master only 
too well', and ended up by taking his own life. One can easily recognise 
the influence of Gordon in these two verses, one from "Jack's last 
Muster," the other from " The Wings of the Yard," but both are Poems 
that even Gordon might well be proud of:— 

" O, the rush and the rattle of fast-fleeting cattle, 
Whose hoofs beat a mad rataplan on the earth! 
Their hot-head flight in ! Who would not delight in 
The gallop that seems to hold all life is worth ?" 

" Hear the loud swell of it, mighty pell-mell of it! 
Thousands of voices all blent into one : 

See ' hell for leather' now trooping together, now 
Down the long slope of the range at a run ! 

Dust in the wake of 'em: see the wild break of 'em 1 
Spear-horned and curly, red, spotted and starred: 

See the lads bringing 'em, blocking 'em, ringing 'em. 
Fetching 'em up to the wings of the yard !" 

There are many more Poets who will afford the student of 
Australian literature many pleasant hours. I have purposely chosen the 
Poets who are mostly Australian in their verses, and it is remarkable 
that weird, mournful undertones run through nearly all their Poems. In 
fact sadness seems to be the dominant note of Australian verse. 

Essex-Evans in " An Australian Symphony," asks:— 
" Whence doth this mournful keynote start ? 

From the pure depth of Nature's heart ? 
Or from the heart of him who sings, 
And deems his hand upon the strings, 

Is Nature's own ? 
I think the answer is " from the heart of him who sings," for Lawson, 
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Gordon, Kendall, and Boake were most unfortunate and melancholy men, 
and most of their Poetry is rather the expression of their own miseries, 
than the voice of nature. In Paterson the mournful undertones are 
absent in his personal verses and only creep in when he sings of others' 
miseries. In Daley and Essex-Evans a healthier tone prevails and we 
may hope that the mournful notes will disappear with the march of 
progress of the Australian Nation. 

ALPHA. 

A VISIT TO A BUSH STATION. 

TTT O the college boys who from their earliest years have breathed but 
J 11, the atmosphere of city life, it may be of interest to hear from an 

1 old pupil of the Christian Brothers who for a considerable period 
has roamed midst the trackless regions of Central Australia. Some 
surveys were being effected in the vicinity of Lake Eyre, but ere they 
were completed, duty called us to the Queensland border. After a week's 
journey of more than two hundred miles through a scorching sandy desert, 
it was with feelings of joy that the large gum trees of Cooper's Creek 
were seen towering above the distant sand ridges. We urged the camels 
along and ere nightfall a large waterhole in the basin of the Cooper pre
sented itself to our view. Here we decided to camp for the night, the 
camels signifying their approval by suppressed bellowings. On the 
following morning the water-kegs being replenished a move Was made 
up the basin of the creek, and after a few hours travelling we came in 
sight of a bush cattle station. As we advanced the Aborigines to the 
number of about forty filed out from the wind-worn wurlies that stood on 
either side of the creek, carrying spears, woomeras, boomerangs and 
other native requisites. Evidently they had never seen a string of 
camels before, for after a few moments of wild excitement, and an 
exchange of seemingly unintelligible gibberish, they all stood in awe and 
amazement until the last camel had passed. Having reached the station, 
the manager extended us a cordial welcome, and we soon found ourselves 
within the walls of "government house"—if indeed the manager's 
quarters on the station be worthy that appellation. It was constructed 
of rough-hewn box-wood, and the only external resemblance that it bore 
to other station houses was the possession of the only iron roof within a 
radius of one hundred and sixty miles. The inside was lined with sundry 
portraits and clippings from the " Graphic," and from the leading 
Adelaide, Melbourne and Sydney weekly newspapers. On entering we 
were confronted with a large portrait of the late venerated Archbishop 
of Adelaide, Dr. Reynolds, he was supported on his right by the Duke 
of Edinburgh, and on his left by that marvel of equinal celerity 
" Carbine." In another portion of the room we found General Booth, 
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W. E. Gladstone, Cardinal Manning and Sir Henry Parkes placed 
indiscriminately between the portraits of leading sportsmen, horses and 
greyhounds. Almost the whole of the interior was lined with photo
graphs, solid slabs of editorial wisdom (usually dealing with the pastoral 
question) being here and there sandwiched between to relieve the 
monotony. The stockmen's rooms, store and kitchen, like the " govern
ment house," were erected on the bank of one of those large waterholes 
that are peculiar to the rivers of Central Australia. The station was 
worked by the manager, four stockmen, a storekeeper, a cook, and about 
twenty Aborigines. After chatting tor a few minutes, the manager 
suggested that it would be a good thing to have a bath. At first we 
judged that he was joking; however, he assured us that we would be 
able to indulge in such a luxury, he called out " Tacky! fill-em-up-a-bath 
for white fellow." He then took us a little to the left of the house, and 
there in the form of a square stood four poles about fifteen feet in height; 
between these was suspended a five gallon iron bucket, capable of being 
raised or lowered by means of pulleys; old cornsacks were nailed from 
pole to pole thus forming an enclosure, such was the manager's rustic 
though very serviceable bath. The stockmen on this station—in fact 
nearly all the " out back " stockmen have no aim or ambition in life; 
the head stockman told us that he expected to live and die on the 
station, adding that he had no desire to go elsewhere. We were greatly 
taken with the cook, an Irishman on the shady side of fifty. He had 
spent thirteen years on the station, and in him we saw a striking example 
of the heritage that St. Patrick left the Irish. Here he lived with men 
who were all of the " agnostic " type, and yet he held to the doctrines of 
our holy faith as firmly as he did on the day that he set out from old 
Erin's shores. He abstained from meat on Fridays, and to keep himself 
in touch with Catholic life he subscribed to the Adelaide Catholic 
Journal, which regularly found its way to our cook's hut, where the 
solitary lamp of faith had burned undiminished for thirteen years. He 
appeared to be an admirable character, and in our interview with him 
those lines of Gray occurred to us as being very applicable— 

" Full many a flower is born to blush unseen 
And waste its sweetness midst the desert air." 

In the afternoon the black boys yarded some cattle, one of which was 
slaughtered to provide the station hands and the niggers with their 
weekly supply of meat. We were hospitably entertained—as far as bush 
hospitality goes—for a couple of days. On the third day after our 
arrival the driver mustered the camels and once more placed their 
loading upon them. Expressions of thanks and good wishes for a safe 
journey being uttered by the leader of our party and the station manager 
respectively, we were soon ambling along on a camel, and aided by the 
monotonous " scenery " of a barren waste, the present was soon forgotten, 
for wlien the station roof could be seen glittering faintly on the horizon 
behind us, we found ourselves at the customary travelling occupation of 
conjuring up happy day dreams of the dim and distant future. 

P.L.K. 
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AN INCIDENT OF THE BUSH. 

'Twas night: a dreary cold and stormy night. 
The wind was moaning mournfully around, 

The moon and stars had veiled their silvery light 
Behind the sombre clouds that darkly frowned. 

The gloomy forest moaned a lonely dirge 
Around the bushman's humble cot, where lay 

A bushman who already saw the verge 
Of grave, and light of fair unending day. 

His only comrade knelt beside his bed, 
And whispered words of comfort in his ear, 

And gently smoothed his pillow neath his head. 
And kindly strove, his dying friend to cheer. 

The bushman turned his grateful eyes away 
To hide the thankful tears, and pain he bore; 

For well he knew that e'er returning day 
His spirit would have fled for evermore. 

" I am dying, comrade, I am dying, 
I hear the angels calling up on high. 

My mother's voice— I hear it gently sighing; 
Farewell my friend I know that death is nigh. 

But oh 1 'tis hard to leave a friend so dear, 
You'll miss me often in the fields I know; 

But I am dying now, and death is near, 
The angels softly call and I must go. 

" Oh I can see again the mountains high, 
And lovely hills on fair old Ireland's shore, 

When last we bade that dear old land good-bye, 
I knew that I would never see her more. 

Oh once again to-night I was the boy 
That often prayed beside my mother's knee. 

Oh once again I knew that warmth of joy 
That thy sweet friendship first did bring to me.-

" Oh once again to-night in sleep I climbed 
Killarney's heights in early morning gray; 

Again the village church-bells softly chimed, 
Again I knelt with mother there to pray. 

I saw the lakes again in all their beauty wild. 
The distant snow-clad hills in early morn, 

I felt the zephyrs blowing cool and mild, 
And odours sweet upon their bosom borne. 

" But now I know 'twas all a troubled dream, 
A vision of the home I loved so well; 

And now aloft a light begins to gleam, 
"Tis Heaven's ray, farewell to earth, farewell. 

Oh say farewell to all my friends at home. 
And tell them I have ever loved them true; 

And they'll forgive the lad that chose to roam, 
Away to distant southern lands with you. 
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" Full many a time since then I've fondly prayed 
That I might see the distant home once more; 

To-night I saw it in a dream arrayed. 
And now I know my weary life is o'er. 

Oh I can hear sweet music in the sky. 
And over all a voice I know so well; 

'Tis mother softly calling up on high, 
And I am dying friend, farewell, farewell." 

His comrade laid him low in a lonely grave, 
And raised a mound and cross above his head; 

And over it the wattle-blossoms wave, 
And on the grave the autumn leaves are shed. 

The bell-birds sing their music soft and sweet 
Around the lonely grave on summer day, 

And gentle zephyrs fill that calm retreat 
Like solemn dirges chanted far away. 

ALPHA. 

THE GHOST OF TURNER'S BRIDGE. 

H AVING a few days' vacation, I thought I could not better employ 
them than in paying a visit to a friend in the country, and in 
taking in a supply of fresh air for the coming twelve months. I 

packed a few necessary articles and made with all haste to the railway 
station. Like a great many townsfolk, I just managed to catch the 
train, and had it not been for the kindness of the guard I would most 
certainly have lost my trip. It took me some minutes to recover my 
breath after my hurry and excitement. Having by a stroke of good 
fortune secured a few " papers," I managed to while away the time 
pleasantly enough till my arrival at J jnton. The coach I had to perform 
the rest of the journey by, was waiting. There was but one other pas
senger coming my way; he was one of those long, tough-looking, tan-
faced men, who seemed to be specially formed by nature for sheep station 
work. New chum as I was I could plainly see that he was a station 
hand—even to the tight strapped trousers, and the corner of a sporting 
paper peeping from his coat-pocket. The driver introduced us thus— 
" He's going your way, Tom ! — Barramballac. Friend of Brownless, 
going shooting." Like all old stagers, " Tom " started off by inquiring 
what I knew of the country, and finding that my knowledge was limited, 
he led off in great style. After very minutely going through a list of his 
exploits which comprised shearing, droving, stock driving, and other 
things appertaining to station life, in all of which, needless to say, he came 
out top. When we arrived at the " Half-Way-House," Tom was very 
anxious that I should have " a taste." " W h a t ! don't you touch ? " he 
enquired, on my refusal " to taste." " Well, perhaps you're right." 
" What's yours, Bill ? " " Oh same's before, Tom, you know the ticket," 
and with this the two worthies sauntered in for a refresher. " The 
taste " seemed to have put Tom in a dreamy condition, for his tongue 
remained quiet for awhile; I was just dozing off when he remarked, "So 
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you've never been here before; going to Barramballac, eh ? B is 
not a bad sort; he's the best of the young stock." " Now I'll tell you 
what you can do," said Tom very impressively. " Get Mr. B to 
drive you down to Turner's Bridge, that's the place for fishing and 
shooting, and there's a hut to sleep in. Many a night I slept in that hut, 
but they say it's haunted now." " Do you believe in ghosts ?" well never 
mind, perhaps you would like to hear what happened to me there one 
night. Having assured him. that I was most anxious, he continued: 
" It's about eight years ago, but I remember it just as well as the night 
it occurred, I was splitting wood down by the bridge; I thought my best 
plan would be to make myself at home in the hut, so I camped there. 
Things went on smoothly till about 12 p m., when I was awakened by a 
sound as of a creaking door, I turned in my bunk so that I could see 
the door, and there in the doorway stood poor, old Turner, just as I knew 
him twenty years ago when I, a boy, used to meet him near the bridge. 
You may bet I was a bit scared. 1 felt for some matches, but before I 
had one lit the ghost had gone. Here I am as last," said Tom, as the 
coach pulled up. " Hope you'll enjoy yourself, good night! " and we 
parted. 

After a few minutes my friend Jack met me with his buggy, and in 
less than an hour we were having our tea at the homestead. The joy at 
meeting, the talk about town, and other matters drove, for the time being, 
all thought of the ghost out of my mind. The next day as we were 
crossing the famous bridge, my companion of the coach and his ghostly 
adventure occurred to me. I told my friend Jack the yarn, and he at 
once fell into my plan of camping in the hut that night, so we turned the 
horse's head toward the haunted house. Our cook, Sam, prepared in a 
short time, an excellent dinner, and the way the good things disappeared 
would have grieved most of pur " up to date " boarding-house keepers. 

We retired about eleven, and in a very short time I was in the land 
of Nod. I could not have been asleep more than an hour, when I was 
awakened by the clanking of a chain, recollecting that the back door was 
fastened by means of one, I was sure that the ghost would soon 
make his appearance in that direction. I remained silent and motion
less, but watching and listening. The sound of footsteps moving about 
the kitchen reached me, and this was immediately followed by the clink 
of a cup and saucer. This mundane sound acted as a nerve tonic, and I 
made preparations to receive his majesty from the tomb. My prepar
ations were just completed, when a white face rose up before me, and 
next a tall ghostly figure in a white shroud appeared in the doorway, 
waving a long bony hand and uttering a low moaning sound akin to the 
cry of a banshee. Notwithstanding all these ghostly accessories, the 
form appeared too substantial to admit moonlight, so gathering courage, 
I jumped out of bed and made for the ghost, who, being taken aback by 
the suddenness of the onset, fell to the ground, but though down he had no 
notion of yielding without a struggle. My friend, hearing the noise, 
came to my assistance, and in a short time we secured the ghost. The 
ghostly garments were doffed, and there stood before us the burly form 
of Tommy Roundhead, a noted local sundowner. Thomas told us that 
for years he had slept in the hut, and when anyone came to disturb his 
repose, he dressed himself in his churchyard garments and appeared to 
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his disturbers, who never failed to clear in " double " quick time. He did 
very well at the business as the majority of the startled visitors decamped 
in such haste as to leave their belongings after them, these Tommy 
appropriated, converted them into cash, and then had a glorious spree. 
But Tom had come to the end of his tether; a few months after his 
capture he took too much of the cup that inebriates and went to spirit 
land there to play the r&le of ghost in reality. 

T.D. 

FOOTBALL. 

President-Rev. BROTHER EGAN. 
Captain—F. G. NOLAN. 

Hon. Secretary—F. A. LARKINS. 
Committee—J ..J. HEGNEY, J. P. MASON, C. GREEN. 

H E football season was anxiously looked forward to by many of 
the fellows, as it was hoped we would this year make up for past 
defeats. At the beginning of the season practice matches were 

arranged for three evenings of the week, every player seemed to feel that 
on him alone depended the much coveted title, " Premiers of 1898." 
The team with but one or two exceptions, deserve credit for their earnest
ness and punctuality at practice, and for their strict attention to the 
captain's orders. 

S.P.C. VERSUS GRENVILLE COLLEGE. MAY 18th. 
Naturally, we were very anxious about the result of the opening 

match of the season. Many reports were brought to us of the fine 
condition of Grenville, so practice was carried on with an earnestness that 
merited success. When the teams met on the " Oval," there was a 
marked disparity in their appearances. Grenville's had the advantage 
both in size and weight, but what our fellows lacked in these respects 
were more than counterbalanced by their swiftness and dexterity. From 
the start of the game it was evident that Grenville were no match for 
S.P.C, and the final showed a record score in Ballarat school matches.— 
S.P.C, 24 goals 19 behinds (163 points) to 2 behinds (2 points) for 
Grenville. The fine play of J. Fleming (the new arrival from Echuca), 
backed up so well by the captain and J. Hegney, contributed in a great 
measure to this result. Good sterling play was also shown by F . Daly 
and J. Mason in the ruck. The goal-kickers were: G. Nolan (9), J. 
Hegney (9), J. Fleming (4), J. Mason and C Green one each. 

MATCH AGAINST BALLARAT COLLEGE. 1st JUNE. 

Our record against Grenville gave us great courage, and we were 
determined to do all in our power to secure the laurels so long held by 
Ballarat. The latter were equally determined to hold just as fast to 

m 
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their honours. When the teams.met the contrast between them was so 
marked that the onlookers concluded that our small team would have no 
show against such strapping fellows as the Ballarat's. The opening 
quarter was very even, the result being S.P.C. i goal i behind; to i 
behind. The second quarter added 10 more points to our score, while 
Ballarat added i behind. During the third quarter, things looked 
gloomy for S.P.C, so gloomy that our barrackers appeared to have lost 
the use of their throats; while Ballarat's supporters shouted themselves 
so hoarse that they lost all power of yelling for the remainder of the game. 
In this quarter Ballarat had put on 4 goals 5 behinds; while our score 
was unaltered. But a turn came in the tide of affairs. The Ballarats 
seemed to have shot their last bolt; they had worked themselves out; 
and our fellows taking advantage of it played completely round them, 
and when the final bell rang we were 8 goals 8 behinds, against Ballarat's 
4 goals 7 behinds. Though all our team played well, J. Fleming stood 
out head and shoulders over every player on the field. His fine running, 
marking, and kicking being much admired. The goals were secured by 
J. Hegney (5), G. Nolan (2), and J. Fleming (1). 

S.P.C. VERSUS SCHOOL OF MINES. 22nd JUNE. 

The School of Mines not being in the Association, this match did 
not count as one of the Premiership matches. Though we played, we 
had not even the faintest hope of even getting a point; for they were all 
young men, while we were but boys. The game was very rough 
throughout, but still we managed to come off the field without a single 
leaf being plucked from our laurels. When time was called we had 
secured 4 goals 7 behinds, and School of Mines 1 goal 3 behinds. Again 
J. Fleming, F . Daly, J. Hegney, T. Moran and the captain shone out 
"beyond all the others. This ended our matches for the first half of the 
season. 

T H E SECOND HALF OF THE SEASON. 

S.P.C. VERSUS BALLARAT. AUGUST 17th. 
As the premiership would be virtually decided by this match, the 

greatest possible interest was taken in it. If Ballarat could wipe out 
their defeat, the first half-year's honors would be even again. They had 
lost two or three of their best men, but this was counterbalanced by 
our loss of five that played against them before. On the day of meeting 
our fellows showed their superiority more decidedly than in their first 
match. The total at the finish, being 9 goals 13 behinds (67 points), to 
Ballarat's 2 goals 1 behind (13 points). 

Grenville College not wishing to get another defeat like their first, 
refused to meet us, and decided to give us a walk over, their secretary 
sent us a letter to that effect. For sake of getting a few free hours, it 
was agreed to play an off match on the 31st of August, omitting J. 
Fleming and F . Daly. The day was very wet and the ground was not 
in a very suitable state for football, however, the game went on, and the 
result was a win for Grenville by 5 points. S.P.C., 2 goals 1 behind (13 
points); Grenville, 2 goals 6 behinds (18 points). 
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SENIOR TEAM (1898). 

G. NOLAN—Capta in , dashing forward. 
. HEGNEY—Splendid kick, tricky player. 

' . F L E M I N G — B e s t all round player in the team. 
'. ?. DALY—Strong follower, our chief ruck man. 

\ MASON—Good follower, always on the ball. 
'.?. LARKINS—Good wing man. 
T . MORAN—Sterling follower. 
W . SWEENEY—Good back man. 
H . EVANS—Good kick (inclined to take it easy). 
P . B U R K E — F a s t centre man. 
G, WALL—Slow, sure player (lazy at times). 
E . F A H E Y — F a i r back player. 
B . K E O G H — F a i r kick, and good half-forward. 
T . BROWN—Good half-back man. 
A. NORMAN—Good goal sneak. 
J. SWEENEY—Active young player. 
E . K E O N — F a i r wing man. 
A. L E N N O N — F a i r marker and kicker. 

GRENVILLE JUNIORS V. S.P.C. JUNIORS. MAY 9th. 

This match was played before the Premier matches started, it served 
to show the good material we had to pick from to make u p our losses in 
the seniors. The final result was S.P.C. 6 goals 18 behinds (54 points), 
and Grenville (1 point). T h e goal kickers were C. Green, A. Lennon, 
A. Norman, T . Glowrey and P . McMahon. Many of the Juniors showed 
fine form, notably A. Lennon, A. Norman, J. Sweeney and T . Glowrey. 

S .P.C. JUNIORS v. GRENVILLE COLLEGE JUNIORS. 

This match was played on the 7th September. I t was brought 
about by a notice in the sporting paper to the eftect that Grenville 
College Juniors were Premiers in Football for 1898. This statement 
could not be let pass without protest, so we challenged the Grenville J ' s . 
and they accepted our challenge. Both teams were on the oval in good 
time each resolved to make the other work for premiership, but from the 
commencement of the game we had matters as we wished, most of the 
first half was spent in putting up a score. At half-time we had got such 
a number of points to our credit that we need not have put ourselves 
about to make sure of a win. T h e third quarter rain fell, making the 
ball greasy and the ground muddy, but still we went on increasing our 
notches until at the end of the game we had made a record score, namely: 
109 points, and Grenville had not scored a single point ; so we are 
Champions for 1898. Those who distinguished themselves in this match 
were: J. Sweeney (capt.), B . Keogh, T . Moran, C. Hansen, A. Norman, 
M. Neville and L . Seward. 

The following members of the Senior Team received medals for 
their excellent play during the season : G. Nolan (captain), J . Fleming, 
F . Daly, J . Mason and T . Moran. 

F R A N K L A R K I N S , Hon. Sec. 
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LOVE OF SPORT AMONG AUSTRALIANS. 

LANCING over the pages of the world's history, we find that every 
nation has some special characteristic, some peculiar trait which 
distinguishes it from others. Take for example some of the nations 

of modern Europe. Will you not always hear the inhabitants of Holland 
spoken of as a thrifty and industrious people ? Is it not customary to 
describe the Germans as a stolid and determined race of men ? Italy 
and her children suggest the cultivation of the fine arts; Spain clings 
tenaciously to old customs; and France stands out before the world as the 
most fickle of nations, a nation whose children are creatures of impulse, 
" one moment in the skies, the next in the abyss." Turning to a newer 
land, we see in the Americans a passion for boasting, and a desire to do 
everything on an extensive scale. To " lick creation," as they express it, 
seems to be their aim and object, and could they accomplish this, they 
might rest satisfied. Since every nation then has some marked character
istic, we may seek for one in the children of the land of the Southern 
Cross. Perhaps, strictly speaking, Australia cannot yet be called a 
nation; still an existence of one hundred years and more has sufficiently 
served to prove that her inhabitants have one great characteristic, viz; 
a passionate love of sport. Some there are who view this characteristic 
with an evil eye, and, arrogating themselves the gift of prophecy, predict 
that Australia will be ruined by this love of sport. It is mostly people 
from the home countries who speak in such a way. They look upon the 
"colonials" as a "fast" race, and with a gloomy shake of their heads, 
declare that the children of this generation are far different from those 
of the preceding. People who speak in this way should be relegated to 
the regions of fossildom. There are others who seem to imagine that to 
this passion for sport no bounds should be set; with them it is the great 
business of life; they almost look upon it as the end of their creation. 
They deserve pity for their want of forethought, and let them remember 
that we should all strive after the " golden mean." To even the most 
superficial observer it must be apparent that Australians are, as a rule 
passionately fond of sport. View the matter from whatever stand-point 
you wish; the truth of this remark must come home to you. Take the 
average Australian, and follow his career from boyhood up to manhood. 
As a boy at school his great ambition is to " shine " in every sport. In 
all our colleges, athletics occupy a prominent position. To be captain of 
the cricket eleven or of the football team, is to mount high on the 
pinnacle of schoolboy fame. A great score in a cricket match, or brilliant 
play in a football contest, will secure for a boy a kind of hero worship 
from his companions. And so in every branch of sport—rowing, 
gymnastics, running, etc. Too often indeed it must be said, that boys 
almost totally neglect their studies and devote all their time to sport. 
Nor does this passion end with school or college days. It follows a man 
almost to the grave. On all sides in this new land, young men are to be 
met with eagerly striving to acquire fame in the athletic world, knowing 
full well that fame thus acquired means greatness for a time, at least, in 
the eyes of the people. And when at length the days of youth are over, 
when age begins to tell its tale upon the physical frame, the man 
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advanced in years looks on at the athletic feats of those who are younger, 
and proudly tells of his own great achievements in days gone by. Truly 
this passion for sport may be said to be a characteristic of Australians 
almost from the cradle to the grave. 

Taking up and examining the different branches of sport, we find a 
confirmation of this statement. Horse-racing may be mentioned first, 
for it is undoubtedly the most popular sport among Australians. From 
the ragged urchin who runs about with his papers, to the richest in the 
land, all seem to have a " craze " for this particular kind of sport. The 
" Melbourne Cup " is looked upon as one of the greatest events through
out Australia; and on the course at Flemington where the race is run, 
you may count the people by tens of thousands, and you may be assured 
that for nine in every ten the result means loss or gain. In all the 
country towns the races are the red-letter event of the year, and to 
describe the passion of these country people for horse racing let us use 
the words of a great Australian writer in the person of Rolf Bolderwood 
—" And a horse race, don't they love it ? Wouldn't they give their souls 
almost—and they do often enough—for a real flyer, a thoroughbred, able 
to run away from everything in a country race ? " 

For football the same passion exists while the season lasts. In 
Sydney, in Melbourne, aye, in every country town, you will see crowds 
and crowds of people, urging their favourites on to victory, shouting 
themselves hoarse, and debating on the merits of the players. What a 
thrill of excitement runs through the hearts of all the spectators, when 
the play becomes fast and exciting. A good player becomes the idol of 
the hour, and is looked upon by many as a more important personage 
than the Premier of the colony. Even the slower game of cricket finds 
high favour amongst us, and not so very long ago some thirty-two 
thousand spectators assembled in Sydney to witness one of the great 
test matches between Australia and England. Certainly the Bulletin 
had good ground for saying that the question of federation was of no 
importance to Australians, when compared with the burning ques
tion of who would win the test matches. And we see what a " furore " 
was created in our midst by the arrival of the famous Ranjitsinji; he 
gave his name to many things, and now you have " Ranji" hats, 
" Ranji " tea, " Ranji " cigars, &c. 

Cycling too has attracted as many as thirty thousand spectators in 
the City of Melbourne, and it is safe to say that at least twenty-five 
thousand watched the contests with passionate interest. Let these few 
branches of sport serve as a proof for all, and according to the old 
saying, ex uno disce omnes. 

Now, what is to be said about the passion for sport ? It is an old 
saying, and a true one, that a sou nd mind can only exist in a healthy body; 
let the body be weak, the mind will suffer too. Exercise, then, physical 
exercise, is an all-important factor in the life of man, and many a person 
has wrecked a bright career through neglect in this matter. Moreover, 
interest taken in sport affords innocent recreation, and thus prevents 
evil by keeping people greatly out of harm's way. And to the credit of 
Australian crowds it must be said that as a rule they are most orderly and 
well-behaved. And so it is much better for people to attend various 
sports meetings than to frequent places which will surely lead them to 
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ruin. Still we must ever remember that " life is real and earnest," we 
must remember that "enjoyment is not our destined end or way." The 
world is a broad battle-field in which all of us must fight. We have all 
our different occupations to perform—to the lot of every one some busi
ness falls. Hence in enjoyment we must never lose sight of the fact that 
business must come first, and pleasure then ; and when pleasure inter
feres with our business we must sacrifice our love of sport. If sport 
serves as a means to an end, viz., if we indulge in it that we may be the 
better able to perform our duties, it is to be highly approved of; but if 
we make it our end in life, we are abusing one of God's gifts, we are 
bringing ruin on ourselves and on our country. 

ANON. 

A TRIP TO THE SOUTH SEA ISLANDS. 

HAT a fascinating picture arises in the mind at the mere mention 
of South Sea Islands—visions of a perfect fairyland, of tropical 
groves, of picturesque natives, of huts nestling in shady valleys, 

among feathery palm trees, of everything peaceful, happy and contented. 
I was one of a party formed in the " Golden City," to visit the 

" Milky Way of the Ocean," as the S. S. Islands are called. As the 
majority of the readers of the " Annual" have not had the good fortune 
of seeing these gems of ocean, I will endeavour to give a faint idea 
of their beauty. I cannot hope to do justice to my subject, but what my 
pen lacks, I expect the imagination of my readers to supply. 

About two years ago, towards the end of July, our party went over
land to Sydney; here we spent a week visiting the beauty spots of its 
magnificent harbour. When leaving Sydney to begin our cruise in 
earnest it was dark, and as I wished to see the harbour under different 
aspects, I remained on deck watching the glimmering lights dying out 
one by one. Before coming to the " Heads," I retired to my bunk to 
sleep and dream of visions beautiful. I awoke next morning feeling a 
peculiar sensation in the region of the waistcoat. I concluded that 
Neptune had come to exact his tribute. I was compelled to pay a heavy 
forfeit during four days. I arrived at that stage of sea-sickness at which 
I fervently wished that we all might go to " Davy Jones's Locker." 
However, after remarking whoop at frequent intervals, I gradually settled 
down to my normal state, and got through the rest of the voyage without 
mishap. We had been ploughing the ocean wave for about eight days 
when we arrived at Suva, the capital of Fiji. The harbour is magni
ficent; hills gently sloping from the water's edge forming a charming 
background. The natives were busy running here and there, some 
seeking their canoes, others rowing towards us, and all in a state of great 
commotion. The health officer having given us a clean bill of health, 
we hastened to land as our stay was to be short. Suva is not what can 
be called a fine city, but it has a beauty of its own. A line of buildings 
facing the beach includes the Governor's residence, government offices, 
and commercial houses. Scattered on the slopes of the hills are many 
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pretty villas, each surrounded by shrubs, fruit trees, and flowers. We 
spent the morning hours in rambling through the numerous delightful 
spots to be found about Suva. In the afternoon we went on an excursion 
up one of the beautiful rivers. The scenery was enchanting, on each 
side were orchards and plantations; and we caught an occasional glimpse 
of a hut nestling in the midst of most luxuriant foliage. These scenes of 
beauty could not be long enjoyed by us, too soon had we to return to our 
ship and once more confine ourselves to the narrow limits of the deck. 
The following day was glorious: the sun shone in all its unclouded glory 
on the deep blue waters; our boat glided along during the day between 
numerous islands whose beauty is beyond description. As the navigation 
is dangerous owing to the coral reefs, on the approach of night we 
dropped anchor. I shall never forget the glorious sunset of that evening, 
northesweet, solemnnotesof thenatives' evening hymn. The next morning 
at daybreak we continued our course, and in a few hours arrived at 
Labassa, where we landed and took a trip in a steam launch to a sugar 
mill. The scenery along the river towards the mill was most beautiful, 
but no pencil or pen can depict the matchless beauty of this charming 
place. We purchased some curios from the natives to serve as reminders 
of our trip. Again wandering o'er the trackless deep, the weather rough, 
and the sea 

" In many a spire 
The pyramid-billows, with white points of brine. 
In the cope of the lightning inconstantly shine." 

As we drew near Apia, the sea moderated, but as by this time I had full 
control over my sea legs, I experienced no inconvenience. The bay of 
Apia is crescent shaped ; in stormy weather it is dangerous owing to the 
coral reefs. The town has but one street, and the Catholic Church 
occupies a very prominent position in it. The native huts are scattered 
here and there, airy structures without walls, but having a roof to keep 
out the sky. The Central Range, though not very lofty, forms a striking 
background ; our stay was too short to allow us to visit the beauty spots 
which must abound there. Our wanderings resumed till noon next day 
when we arrived at N ukualofo, the capital of Tonga; it is a pretty little 
town; the roads and streets are as green as nature can make them. We 
visited the king's palace, a large white building in the midst of spacious 
grounds, it is the most striking object in the town. His majesty has a 
private church on his grounds beautifully fitted up, the chief ornament 
being the royal dias on which I had the honour of sitting. The sensitive 
plant is very common here ; it grows so luxuriantly that it is considered 
a pest. The little plant is shaped like a fern frond, on the slightest 
touch its leaves close, but open again in a few seconds. Towards sunset 
we returned to our boat, and found it surrounded by natives fishing. 
The next morning we had an excursion to Houma, a native village about 
ten miles from Nukualofa. Our way was through avenues of beautiful 
trees and snug little villages. The natives are apparently without care, 
and they enjoy a life of ease and contentment, seemingly fulfilling the 
Scripture precept of not being solicitous for the morrow. The village of 
Houma is an interesting place; it was a place of considerable strength in 
the old warlike days, its fortifications are still intact, but at present they 
are more ornamental than useful. We spent some hours visiting the 
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chief points of interest, then having fully satisfied our curiosity, we turned 
our faces towards Nukualofa. On arriving, we hired a boat and a boy to 
row us to the coral reef. What an entrancing sight met our gaze as we 
looked in the placid depths, no brush of artist could produce the fantastic 
shapes, or gorgeous tints that were there displayed. Our boy dived 
occasionally to procure us pieces of coral that looked more brilliant than 
their neighbours, but when taken from their native place, a great part of 
their brilliancy and beauty was left behind, as if they were sorrowing at 
their fate. The most lively imagination could not picture a more ideal 
fairyland. We were loath to leave such a place, but time and tide forced 
us. On board our ship things were not so soul-inspiring as among the 
coral beds, for our native passengers had increased to about 300. Just 
imagine being in the midst of 300 swarthy, South Sea Islanders, redolent of 
coco-nut oil, and perspiration, sprawling about the deck and chattering in 
an unknown tongue; but variety has charms. 

Again we resume our wanderings; for some time we kept in sight of 
land, as the captain was desirous that we should see the famous blowholes 
through which the long, heavy swells of the Pacific, breaking on the 
reefs, send many a white-capped spire to the sky. We gradually lost sight 
of the«' Isles of the Blest," but though fading from view their beauty will 
ever occupy a chosen spot in memory's garden. Everything in them 
speaks of beauty, peace, plenty, and happiness. Nature supplies with 
lavish hands the few wants of the natives—" Nor ask luxuriance of the 
planter's toil." A slice from the garden of Eden must have been trans
planted by angel hands and dropped into the South Sea. Our next place 
of call was Auckland, but New Zealand requires a special account for 
itself, which I hope to give in my next paper. 

A. COGHLAN. 

AN INCIDENT OF '98. 

TT S the celebration of the centenary of Ireland's struggle for freedom 
LA took place during the year, an incident connected with one of the 

x u . chief actors of the time may prove interesting to our readers. 
Without further introduction we give the incident. 

The people were in a terrible state. Spies were in all directions— 
but up to the present, nothing of the whereabouts of the fugitive could be 
found. That Robert Emmett was in the vicinity, the officers knew only 
too well, and what chagrined them most was the fact—that from the 
poor illiterate Irish folk with all their bribes, they could elicit nothing. 
Sirr, the worthy leader, in such a cause was expected down, and the sub-
officers knew that something must be done ere his arrival, they must 
show that they were not idle.. On the morning of the day on which the 
commanding officer was to arrive, a messenger called at the barracks 
with word that he wished to see the captain. The sentry on duty 
promptly told him that he could not see him. What was his business, 
anyhow ? The miserable looking wretch stepped up to the sentry, and, 
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looking cautiously around, stood on his tip-toes and whispered something 
in the latter's ear. Whatever the purport of the whisper, there is no 
doubt as to the result. The sentry jumped about, slapped his thigh, 
then setting himself in a posture resembling a half-hoop, he laughed 
until he seemed to be falling to pieces. " Ho! that's your game is it ? 
There will be fun to-day alright—So you know ?" " Whist! " said the 
other, " don't spake a word to a living sowl or it ud be the death of me." 
" Bu t " he continued in an eager tone, " can I see the masther ? " 
" Wait till I see," said the sentry, and as the object at his side began to 
follow him, he said fiercely, " Stay where you are you miserable cur, and 
if you so much as come one inch inside that gate, I'll stick my bayonet 
through your rotten carcase," then strode off to the officer's quarters. 
In a few minutes he was back with the information that the captain 
would see him, and having let him in, he directed him where to go. 
" Well ? what do you want ?" said the officer, as the worthy Tim 
arrived at his door. " Don't stand there grinning like an idiot! What 
do you want to see me for ?" Timothy was a little taken back by the 
reception of the officer, and changed his tone and manner at once. " If 
it plaze yer honour, I've come about the Emmett business!" " Well 
out with it, and then get from here as fast as your spindle shanks will 
carry you ? " This last injunction was wasted on Tim, he had already 
made up his mind to get out as soon as he could—he had a wholesome 
dread of the barracks, and was now half sorry he had come at all. Not 
that he was sorry for the part he was playing, but he had an idea that they 
might defraud him of his reward, and, moreover, send him to prison as a 
rebel. " Yer honour! before I go on I'd like to have the reward," suggested 
Timothy, with an eye to business. " Oh! the reward will be alright— 
when you have earned it—so now hurry up and tell me what you 
know ? " " Begging yer honour's pardon for keeping you waiting, but I 
can tell you who knows where Emmett is! " " Do you know where he 
is ? " " No, yer honour, but I know one who does! " " None of your 
lying to me ! I believe you know where this man is, so tell me at once, 
or I'll see what I can do with you." " Jervis ! " said he to his man, " send 
Barnett here with his cat." The cat was brought out and despite Tim's 
cries for mercy, he was administered a dozen sharp cuts of it, before the 
officer gave the signal to stop-. " Now I hope you will prove less 
perverse," said the captain. " Now Jervis, take down what this informer 
has to say." Tim then detaiLed what he knew, which was as follows:— 
He had heard that there was a reward offered for the discovery of the 
whereabouts of Emmett, but despite all "persuading" and mixing with 
the people, he could find out nothing; but one evening as he was 
trudging into town, he saw a woman in conversation with two men, one 
of whom he recognized as Emmett's friend, O'Dwyer. They did not 
notice him, and as they were deep in conversation, he managed to creep 
up near enough to hide behind a clump of trees and hear what they said. 
He heard O'Dwyer ask how Robert was, and to take a note to him, 
which he then handed to her, saying " I won't ask you where he is, as it 
is best you should keep your secret to yourself, but by to-morrow night, 
all will be ready, and then I'll ask you." With that they parted, and I 
moved off in an opposite direction, so that they could not see me, because 
if they knew I was spying on them, they would kill me, and so I keep 
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friendly with them and find out all I can, and then the Government will 
give me a trifle and betune the two, I " " Silence! you miserable toad, 
or I'll make you croak to a different tune. What is the name of this 
girl ? " "Yer honour, and if I may make so bold as to " " The whip, 
Barnett," said the captain, and that gentleman nothing loath, dealt 
Timothy a flick which made him keep quiet during the remainder of his 
stay in the barrack-room. The captain, who had only lately come over 
from Alder shot, and had not yet been educated in the art of man-hunting, 
enjoyed Tim's discomfiture, and heartily loathed the wretched fellow for 
turning informer on his kith and kin, and though he had to receive the 
evidence, still, he made it as uncomfortable for his visitor under one 
pretence or another as it was safe to do. " Jervis," said the captain, 
when Tim was a little collected after the sharp cuts which had just been 
administered to h im," Is that the girl who supplies the barracks with 
milk every morning ? " " The same, sir and I cannot understand 
her turning a rebel, she seems " " Is she a rebel ? You people—or I 
should say our people—our military—our government have a strange 
interpretation of the word ' rebel.' They speak of the patriot,' William 
Tell,' and of the patriots, < Wallace and Bruce,' and loudly applaud 
them, and yet they speak of—not the ' patriot, Emmett,' but the 
• rebel Emmett,' and yet all of these men strove for the one object, 
viz: ' T h e freedom of their country and their countrymen.' Oh! 
it sickens me when I think of i t ! I wish I had never come near 
this hole! How long have I been here? Three months—it .seems 
like three years! How about this business ? Call in the sergeant 
and I'll give him instructions for the girl's arrest ?" " Poor girl," he 
soliloquized, " I'm glad I have not to deal with her. Sirr will be 
here this afternoon, and by what I hear of him, it's just the job he 
likes." The sergeant entered, got his orders, and departed, looking as 
pleased as a plantation blood-hound on the track of a runaway slave. 
He was a good man for the duty he had to perform, and no orders—even 
those from Sirr's fertile brain could be too atrocious for him to execute. 
He knew the girl—she had often spoken to him, when going her rounds 
of a morning, and even now he was in her debt for milk supplied—what 
mattered it to him ! If she were his own flesh and blood, he would not 
have baulked himself of a chance to rise in the estimation of the virtuous 
leader, Sirr. The sergeant had no sooner left the barrack-gates than 
Sirr arrived, and as soon as he got inside the barrack he began to make 
things lively for everyone, especially the new captain. " What does this 
mean ? " growled Sirr, gazing at a squad entering the gates. " A prisoner, 
sir !" said the captain. "For what reason ?" "A rebel, I believe!" "Oh ! a 
rebel, eh ! We'll make a rebel of her before long—Well, sergeant! What 
have we here ?" The sergeant saluted in his most grave style, and was 
proceeding to narrate the circumstances of the case from his own point 
of view, when Sirr interrupted him with, " Hold your tongue ! " "Well, 
girl! what's this I hear! You know where Emmett is ! Tell us, now, 
like a good girl and save yourself a lot of trouble." The poor, trembling, 
shoeless girl remained silent. " What ! You whelp! won't you 
answer!" No reply was given, a steadfast gaze was all he received. 
The maddened major grew madder still, and was determined at all 
hazards to elicit what he wanted. He was astounded. This slip of a 



33 

girl, not yet out of her teens, defying him and his blood-thirsty band. 
" Try the rack," said he; and in a moment his myrmidons had the poor 
girl strapped on the cruel rack, bearing the most terrible torture. At 
one moment she thought she must give way, but she breathed a prayer 
to heaven, and her courage and strength returned—she remembered the 
little prayers she had been taught all her life to say in times of tempt
ation and danger, and whispering these to herself, she received the 
courage and fortitude which no earthly power can give. The major, 
seeing that his method would not work turned to another, and that was 
•' bribery." He offered her full pardon, and a reward of six hundred 
pounds, if she would only betray her chief, but no—she would rather die 
first. Sirr felt baffled, and ordered the men to try the "bayonets." 
This torture is applied by the soldiers pressing bayonets into the side, 
back, legs, arms, &c, of the victim, just far enough to be extremely 
painful, but not fatal. This had no effect, and the major in a fit of 
passion gave the order to " hang her." He never intended that she 
should die—he meant only to frighten her. Standing there—more dead 
than alive—the poor heroine saw the temporary gallows built, and with 
the rope round her neck, she was asked for the last time, to confess. 
" No , " wailed the heroic girl. " I shall never be guilty of the blood of 
my countrymen—You may torture me—hang me, if you will, but I shall 
never turn traitress." Then the rope was pulled and she was hoisted into 
the air, she thought of the sufferings of her Lord and Saviour, and 
breathing the prayer, " My Jesus, Mercy," she became unconscious. She 
was still insensible when cut down from the brutal instrument 
of tyrannical rule, and she remained so for more than an hour after being 
placed in her lonely and filthy prison cell. She was still in that cell 
when the mangy curs of the streets lapped up the warm blood of the 
patriot martyr, but she had the consolation that with all her sufferings, 
she had remained true to her country, and with all their pride, where can 
be found, in the golden legends of patriotism, a better example than that 
which was shewn by this simple Irish peasant girl. Fifty years after
wards, an Irish gentleman, travelling in his country's cause, discovered 
poor Mary living in obscurity and poverty in a back street in Ennis, and 
though not overblessed with this world's goods, he paid her a small 
annuity till she died. He then had her remains carried to Glasnevin 
cemetery, and buried near what is supposed to be Robert Emmett's 
grave. 

F . DALY. 
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THE SISTER OF MERCY. 

Roses that blush 'neath the glances of Spring, 
Gardens with chaplets that welcome the bee, 
Violets that round them sweet perfumes do fling, 
In the Sister reflected, their gentleness see. 
Youthful and beautiful, beaming with love, 
Love for the needy in misery hurled, 
Angel of happiness sent from above, 
A herald of joy and of peace to the world. 
Nourished and rocked in the cradle of ease, 
Plenty and pleasure but waited their nod; 
Trampled, despised, e'en forgotten are these; 
A virgin unsullied she flies to her God: 
Guiding the child in the pathway of right, 
Training young tendrils round Virtue to twine. 
Keeping the crown of sweet Innocence bright, 
Touching rough gems till with glory they shine; 
Shrinking not back from grim Poverty's den. 
Bending o'er forms that are wasting away, 
Moving a tear from the* sinner e'en when 
For ages the heart had forgotten to pray. 
Thunders of battle with terror ne'er strike. 
Scenes the most awful ne'er shock or repel; 
Tending the wounded, discarding alike 
The whiz of the bullet or burst of the shell. 
Smiles and a kindness where kindness can heal, 
Tears for the wrong that is past her control, 
Widow and orphan and prisoner feel 
Her words spread a balm o'er the wounds of the soul. 
No hypocrite she, but all true to the vows 
That spread the dark veil o'er her exquisite grace. 
No vassal her heart, to no comfort it bows, 
But beats unrestrained for the griefs of the race. 

* * * * * 
Oft in a garden with weeds covered o'er, 
Where censers of Nature once perfumed the air. 
Where footsteps of summer shall linger no more, 
A Lily still raises her purity there. 
Thus,—as the flower still brightens and blows, 
E'en though its lot with the briers is cast, 
And smiling among them more loveliness shows,— 
The Sister of Mercy shall beam to the last. 

WOLLONDILLY. 

A TRIP THROUGH THE BUSH. 

( 7 0 M E of my readers might recognise the traces of an old friend in 
Yv these lines from the North East. During one of my vacations, I 
JZS accompanied a couple of friends on a visit to some relations on the 
other side of the Murray, and as I enjoyed the two days' drive, I shall 
endeavour to tell you some of my experiences. I was anxious to see the 
country across the Murray, as many settlers from Victoria Were taking 
up land there, and were speaking highly of the country. 
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On the appointed day we set out, taking care to bring with us ample 
provisions for a two days' journey. It was Spring-time, and the drive 
through the verdure-clad country was delightful. Undulating hills 
covered with blossoming shrubs and eucalypti, stretched away on either 
side. Here and there between the hills, creeks and rivulets sparkled in 
the sun; and the bright green tree-ferns along their banks presented a 
pretty picture to our eyes. The first day passed quickly in the enjoy
ment of the scenery, assisted by the merriment of my two companions, 
who were jovial fellows. As the horses were tiring about an hour from 
sundown, we camped for the night close by a fresh-water lake, about 
which the scenery, viewed in the light of the setting sun, was delightful. 
It was a lonely place, seldom visited by man, and hence the wild birds 
were innumerable. While my friends were preparing camp, I took the 
gun and amused myself till dark among the birds and wild ducks on the 
lake. When I returned at dusk to the camp, the tent was up, and some
thing more inviting in the shape of a repast awaited me. It is unneces
sary to say I did not mind the scenery much till the repast was over. 
The full moon had risen above the hills, and its rays were reflected in a 
lane of light across the waters of the lake. The silence of the night 
was broken now and then by a growl from some native-bear in the trees, 
or the cry from the wild ducks calling to their mates on the water, and 
anon by the curlew's mournful note, and various other sounds peculiar to 
the denizens of the bush. That night was my first in a tent, and I will 
not soon forget it. I lay long awake, half frightened by the strange 
sounds of the bush, but at last " Nature's soft nurse" visited me, and I 
was soon in the land of dreams. Not long was my peaceful, sleep to last, 
however. I awoke with a start, to hear a scratching and tearing on the 
fly of the tent, and in an instant thoughts of snakes, wild dogs, bush
rangers, and all other terrors of the bush flitted across my mind; but it 
turned out to be a couple of 'possums cavorting around on the roof of the 
tent. Somehow the fright seemed to have driven sleep away, and I was 
glad when the first grey streaks of dawn stole into the tent and awakened 
my companions. During breakfast our dog caught sight of an old-man 
kangaroo and made after him. He made for the water, and the dog 
followed him. When he reached the deep water the kangaroo stopped, 
and waited till the dog came up to him; then he caught the dog and held 
him under the water, and the dog would certainly have been drowned 
had not my friend fired at the old man. The shot although it did not 
take effect, caused him to let the dog go, when the latter made for the 
bank, having evidently changed his mind about the prowess of the 
kangaroo. The day passed as delightfully as the preceding one, and the 
country we passed through was very wild and beautiful. Late in the 
evening we reached our destination—a large brick homestead, quite too 
grand and incongruous with all • its wild surroundings. Its position on 
the slope of a hill, and the extensive gardens surrounding it, added much 
to its magnificence. We were received and entertained with the true 
bush hospitality, and at some future date, I may give you an account of 
the place and my pleased experiences there. 

OLD BOY. 
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BUSH FIRES. 
HE Summer of 1897 and '98 will be long remembered as the hottest, 

driest, and most disastrous summer for many years. There was 
a general drought all over the colonies, and cattle were dying 

everywhere from want of water, and to add to this misfortune of the 
farming fraternity, bush fires swept over the country and consumed the 
little dry grass which remained, as well as their fencing, and even in some 
cases the house and dairy plant of the poor farmer. The southern and 
eastern parts of the colony, which are known as Gippsland (called after 
Governor Gipps) suffered the most. The fires began there shortly after 
Christmas and continued to ravage those fair provinces for about four 
months, during which time thousands of acres of grass, and miles of 
fencing were destroyed, also many of the farmers had their houses and 
sheds, which contained the dairy plant and implements of agriculture, 
burnt to ashes. 

Many causes are assigned for the outbreak of a bush fire, such as, 
carelessness of swagmen, the sun acting on a piece of glass, or a farmer 
burning off his cut scrub and letting the fire get beyond his power; but 
once the fire gets a start, the wind carries the sparks from tree to tree, 
and these dry trees soon catch fire and send down showers of sparks, 
which are scattered by the wind, and if the fire is not noticed in time the 
paddocks are in flames, and all the fruits of the toil and labour of many 
years are consumed in a few hours. As soon as the fire is noticed, the 
farmer and his men turn out, armed with wet bags and green boughs to beat 
back the fire. Some of the party will ride away to get assistance from 
the neighbours, who will gladly come and help the unfortunate man, if 
they are not engaged in the same arduous task. When they come to the 
scene of the fire, they do their best to drive it back, in spite of the 
blinding smoke and terrible heat. If the fire proves too strong for them, 
they fall back to the homestead and do what they can to save it. Some
times their efforts here are in vain, as many ruined homesteads, through
out " Victoria's Garden" (as Gippsland is sometimes called) bear 
testimony, and the poor man and his family, as well as the gallant fire
fighters, are compelled to flee for their lives. The " burnt out" persons 
are kindly received by the neighbours, and receive every attention from 
them. As soon as they are refreshed a little, they go out to help other 
neighbours who are in the same plight as they. The dense smoke which 
prevails everywhere causes the day to become very dark, and it is 
necessary to light lamps as early as three o'clock in the afternoon. This 
smoke also produces a curious effect upon the flames, when seen at a 
distance, by turning them into an electric blue colour which adds greatly 
to the grandeur of the scene. In the night, the sight of a burning 
paddock is grand beyond description, the burning trees sending down 
showers of sparks, or the flames getting into some undergrowth, leap 
many feet into the air and then die out. To look at the bright side of 
this conflagration, as every cloud has a silver lining, some persons find 
that they have made a large profit by these fires, because, while the fire 
destroys much that is good and useful, it also consumes whatever under
growth there is on the land, free of cost, while it would take a great deal 
of money to pay for the manual labour employed in cutting it down. 

I. GANNON. 

fl 
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ERHAPS, if we were to search throughout the entire universe, we 
could discover nothing more destructive, more devastating, more 
utterly ruinous than a " bush fire." It is a demon that gluts his 

vengeance on rich and poor alike. The fire that I am about to describe 
in this essay, was one of the most disastrous of the Gippsland fires that 
occurred in 1897-8, and which, but for the timely and merciful intervention 
of the Almighty Being, would have proved a terrible calamity. On 
going towards the rear of the house, one night about 9 o'clock, my gaze 
was attracted by the frightful glare that lit up the sky for miles around, 
I had only to look fixedly for a few moments, when I became convinced 
that it was one of those dreaded bush fires, which were raging in the 
neighbourhood. A ride of about five miles brought us to the scene of 
devastation. One could not but be appalled by the grandeur of the 
spectacle before him; truly, it was worthy of the brush of a Michael 
Angelo. For about a mile around the flames had the upper hand, and 
they seemed to know it, as in, their mad frenzy, they swept on, bearing 
down everything that impeded their progress, and snapping tall gum-
trees, as if they were but twigs. Men, from all parts were arriving every 
minute, but, in spite of their efforts the flames reigned supreme. As they 
careered madly from tree to tree, they appeared only to mock at the 
efforts made to extinguish them, by the men with green boughs and other 
fire-fighting implements. 

The poor farmer on whose land the fire was raging, hurried to and 
fro, trying to assist, but in reality being too distracted to know what to 
do—and consequently he was more of a hindrance than anything else. 
Surely, the thought that the home he had erected with so much labour 
was.to be destroyed before his eyes, the home that had cost him so many 
sacrifices, and for which he had toiled day and night for years, this, indeed, 
was a thought sufficient to render him distracted. This man had 
abstained for years from every enjoyment that his more wealthy neigh
bours indulged in, so that he might pay more attention to his farm. The 
fire had already' completely destroyed the stable and fencing around it. 
A track had been. cleared in front of the house, and the fire, baffled in 
this direction, turned off and went straight towards the barn in which was 
stored the crop, his only means of sustenance for the following year. 

All hope was apparently lost, the fire bent on wreaking its fury on 
the dry hay, seemed to the now almost exhausted men to increase in 
speed and power. All that human power could do was done to save the 
barn. Just when all hope had been given up, a rumbling sound was 
heard above the roar of the fire. The men were terrified, thinking that 
some new danger assailed them, and paused for an instant in .order to 
gaze into the sky where the noise appeared to come from. They were 
astonished to see it dark and lowering and to feel on their upturned faces 
a drop of blessed rain. Not allowing themselves to think that the long 
wished for rain had come at last, they renewed their efforts at the fire, 
but in a few moments a perfect deluge of rain fell, and did in few moments 
what twenty or thirty men, working unceasingly for hours, had tried 
vainly to accomplish. The men now thoroughly exhausted, dropped to 
the ground like so many logs, and from the bottom of their hearts, a 
prayer of thanksgiving went up to the throne of the Almighty for his 
merciful intervention. E. KEON. 

B 
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THE LONG AGO. 

i. 
When the evening hour is stealing, 

Slowly from the crimson west; 
When the cattle bells are pealing, 

Pealing out the hour of rest; 
When the gentle winds are moaning, 

Through the wattles' golden bloom, 
And the forest dark is groaning 

Where the length'ning shadows loom; 
When the day is calmly dying, 

In its bed of crimson clouds; 
When the light with shadows vyeing. 

Wraps tbe earth in chequered shrouds; 
When the stars are only shining, 

With a soft, uncertain light, 
And the sunset still is lining, 

All the clouds with purple bright; 
When the sounds that fill the gloaming 

Softly echo to and fro; 
Then my thoughts go gently roaming. 

To the scenes of Long-ago. 

II. 
To the olden days of childhood,— 

Days so bright and fair to view. 
To the well-loved scenes of wildwood, 

Where the golden wattle grew; 
Where the tall dark trees are bending. 

O'er the river deep below. 
And the sweet wild Sowers are blending. 

Where the waving grasses grow; 
Where the birds are ever singing. 

Singing sweet notes all around, 
And the curlew's note goes ringing 

Through the night with mournful sound; 
Back to where the river's flowing, 

Through the mallee's gloomy maze; 
Where the herds come softly lowing. 

There upon its banks to graze; 
Where I oft have wandered dreaming, 

List'ning to the river's flow; 
When the stars were softly gleaming 

In the nights of Long-ago. ALPHA. 

A RAMBLE IN VICTORIA'S GARDEN. 

COMPARATIVELY speaking it is only during recent years that 
11 Gippsland with its vast resources has come under the eye of public 
\J notice. Its mountainous character, joined to the immense expendi
ture of money and labour necessary to divest it of nature's garb, was an 
insuperable bar to the ordinary settler. The hardy pioneer, however, 
was not to be deterred from making his axe and mallet ring through the 
depths of the virgin forests. So richly was he rewarded, that hundreds 
followed in his steps—a railway threaded its course through forests of 
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majestic gums, and over noble streams, and a new province was added to 
Victoria, a province which gives every promise of being Victoria's pearl 
of great price! If the consequences of the opening up of the country, which 
has so far been attempted, be any guarantee of the results that are to 
follow further developments, it must be admitted that Gippsland's future 
is one full of magnificent possibilities. Even a succinct account of the 
various industries, which have helped to push this garden of Victoria to 
the fore, would require such distinct and separate treatment as to exclude 
it from the present article; the more important, perhaps, will be lightly 
touched on. 

A cursory glance at the map will reveal a chain of mountains forming, 
as it were, the backbone of Gippsland. In these ranges are the head 
waters of most of those numerous creeks and rivers which make their 
valleys scenes of "never-failing verdure. Nestling under the topmost 
peak of a branch of the ranges, which is known as the Strezlecki, about 
one hundred miles from the Queen City of the South, lay the homestead 
where the writer whiled away many a pleasant day. The host of 
" Clonlara " was one who had tired of the ceaseless din of town life, and 
had determined to spend the remainder of his days 'midst scenes which 
would in some way remind him of that Green Isle he had left long years 
ago. Nor, as he confessed, could he have made a happier selection. 
The house, one of those roomy bush ones not to be found outside Aus
tralia, was pleasantly situated on a knoll at whose foot flowed a perennial 
creek, whose depths mirrowed the weeping willows on its banks. From 
the dwelling to the creek stretched a splendid orchard, while at the back 
and right towered the heights of the Strezlecki. Many a squatter in the 
Western District would exchange numbers of his broad acres for the 
imposing avenue of pines which wound away froth the west of "Clonlara " 
to the substantial bridge spanning the creek. Beyond this avenue and 
skirting the creek extended what was known as the " flat," studded with 
sleek cattle with shining hides, standing almost knee deep in the succulent 
pasture. The " uncleared " portion of the estate presented a far different 
spectacle; it seemed a veritable forest. The lofty gums, each worthy to 
be " the mast of some tall ammiral," appeared to vie with one another as 
to which should be the first to kiss the snowy clouds. But thus far and 
no farther! The ringer's axe has been busy, and they are stopped in 
their upward course. The natural features hereabouts are remarkable 
for their striking beauty. On the slopes of the mountains are found the 
myrtle, white gum, blackwood, and mountain ash, while the hickory 
flourishes in the moist valley, where also is the home of every species of 
fern, from the humble, delicately-formed maiden hair, to the gigantic tree-
fern with stems between twenty and thirty feet in length, surmounted by 
spreading canopies of pale-green fronds. In this valley, teeming with 
wild fertility, the brilliant satin bird is found, together with the black 
cockatoo, the magpie, the drearily-hooting mopoke, and the parrot; a 
demoniac laugh announces the presence of that dread enemy of snakes— 
the laughing jackass. The lyre bird conceals his magnificent plumage 
in the tangled undergrowth. Above ring out the silver notes of the bell-
bird, a sure sign of the presence of water; as Kendall puts it: 

" Welcome as waters unkissed by the summers, 
Are the voices of bell-birds to thirsty far comers." 
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Numerous ice-cold runnels empty themselves here into a splendid creek 
abounding in blackfish and mountain trout. The owner of " Clonlara " 
thought he noticed traces of the yellow metal in the bed of this creek, 
and took his son into his confidence. The latter, seeing an opening for a 
practical joke, was not slow to seize upon it. He had obtained from a 
neighbour, who had seen some " life " on the Bendigo fields, a small bag 
of " specimens." A few of these carelessly arranged at the ford were 
picked up by the amateur prospector, and taken to Melbourne to be 
analysed. Arrangements were made for the careful examination of the 
creek with a view to working it, when the son, guessing things had gone 
a little farther than he had expected, stepped in, and was not long in 
razing to the ground his father's Spanish castles. This anecdote leads 
us to a reflection on the mineral wealth of Gippsland. The seams of 
coal that are being worked at Koramburra, Morwell, Coal Creek, and 
Tumbunna, show evidence of farther extensive deposits being found. 
Surface indications of coal elsewhere, especially in the basins of the 
Morewell and Latrobe rivers; the evidences which present themselves of 
of the presence of silver, lead, tin, and copper in various parts of Gipps
land, and particularly the richness of the gold deposits at Walhalla, 
encourage the belief that mineral treasures of untold extent and value await 
discovery and development in that region. 

Picking our course between avenues of ferns and 'neath long-drawn 
aisles of gums, pushing aside curtains of parasitical growth, we still hug 
the creek, whose waters are bridged by many a giant -" fallen from his 
high estate" and covered with green-haired mosses. As we proceed the 
underwood becomes more dense, and the timber begins to assume more 
grandiose proportions; still evidence is not wanting of the conflict going 
on between man and nature. A relic of a tram track leads us to a glade, 
where, battered by time, are the ruins of a sawmill, which does not seem 
to have materially lessened the density of the thickets on which it relied 
for its support. Here in a hut of two rooms resides the identity of the 
place. " T h e Captain," as he was styled, a man of about seventy 
winters, reigns supreme over his poultry yard and cabbage garden. A 
native of Cornwall, he had received a good education (in fact he could 
bless you in English, French or Latin), had for family reasons left the 
home of his fathers, and after sundry ups and downs beneath the 
Southern Cross, had been appointed overseer of the mill. Many a 
rousing yarn can he spin of the early days. 

Of course during my stay at " Clonlara " the proverbial picnic came 
off with the proverbial success. On a crisp summer morning we started 
off, ten in number, mounted on all sorts of chargers, from the Timor to 
the thoroughbred of Panic blood. Our destination was the Tarwin Falls, 
in the heart of the Strezlecki. On the zig-zag road up the ranges we met 
the ubiquitous " swaggie " with the " bluey," the billy, and the dog; the 
customary " good day" having passed, the no less customary question 
followed : " Got any bacca on yer ?" Arrived at the summit we tapped 
the McDonald track running for miles and miles along the ridges. In 
point of picturesqueness the prospect here was all that could be desired. 
Beneath us stretched the gleaming vale, the forest portions intensified 
by the numerous cleared patches—tokens of settlement pleasantly associ
ated with thoughts of homesteads and family life. Eastwards could be 
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distinguished the thriving town of Warragul, while far away to the south 
the waves of Anderson's Inlet sparkled in the morning sun. A few 
more hours' riding and the music of the falls could be heard above the 
clattering of hoofs. A sharp turn, a rapid descent, and the music became 
a suppressed roar. The scene that burst upon our view was well worth 
the trouble taken to reach it. Over the drop came rumbling and 
tumbling, " like a mass of molten silver," the waters of the Tarwin into 
a slumbering, pebbly pool, where they regained their breath before 
branching off into sparkling rills which bickered along fern-embroidered 
gullies, only to meet lower down and form a broad stream to be " strength
ened with tribute from many a valley." The dinner bags emptied, I threw 
myself on the sward, and, lulled by the sound of the falling waters, 
indulged in some delicious day-dreaming. While watching the few 
fleeting clouds skimming, as it seemed over the tops of the eucalypti, my 
imagination ran riot and peopled them with creations of my fancy, for 
whom 

" Life of pain was wholly cheated. 
Nature's warring darts defeated." 

But the trees were beginning to cast lengthened shadows over the minia
ture lake—the starting hour had arrived, and after careful trotting over 
the corduroy tracks and some brisk cantering, the shingle roof of 
" Clonlara " showed through the trees. 

" Clonlara " is no more. Gippslanders have every reason to remem
ber the disastrous opening months of '98. Away back in the heart of 
the bush the good servant fire got beyond the control of a " burner-off," 
and at once assumed the r&le of the bad master. Gathering strength as 
he went, he roared through the gulches, swooped down on defenceless 
townships, and anon retreated into the mountain fastnesses to gloat over 
his victories. Towards the end of January a pall of thick, heavy smoke 
enveloped the Strezlecki; at night the lambent flames could be seen 
leaping from tree to tree. But the fire fiend was not to be satisfied with 
Nature's unconditional surrender, he wished to cross arms with a more 
obstinate foe. Racing down the hillsides, leaving scarred slopes in his 
tracks, he bounded over the creek, sped along blackberry hedges, and 
in an instant had wrapt house, barns and pines in one gay cloak of 
" splendour wild." That morning the blue smoke lazily curled upwards 
from the chimneys of a homestead where " peace and plenty smiled "— 
the slanting rays of the evening sun spread a mournful halo around the 
blackened ruins of the once happy " Clonlara." 

GLENOMRA. 
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OLD TROJAN. 

Ah 1 hang np the saddle, the bridle, and whip, 
Let the cobweb around them be man: 
No more with the sweat of Old Trojan they'll drip, 
For the horse and his rider are done. 

Just twelve months ago, at a meeting out back. 
He won his last race by a yard, 
With sterling " Doncaster," " Mavoureen " the crack, 
And " Boomerang " pressing him hard; 

And the youngster, " Bushfire," was making the pace, 
With " The Dingo." " Macbeth," and " The Don," 
And I knew at his best the old horse must race, 
When I heard the whip crack on " Black Swan." 

Turn him out on the run where the grass is now green, 
Treat him well though his racing is o'er; 
For at last the old chestnut has passed from the scene, 
I'll steer him a winner no more. 

No more shall he prance, with his wild eye aglow. 
As he tosses his long flowing mane; 
No more at the start all impatience to go. 
Shall he rear to the pull on the rein. 

And I, too, am feeble, my racing is done. 
With the bygones they number me now, 
There is seen all my hardships, my races unwon. 
In the footsteps of time on my brow. 

Ah, when I remember, it costs me a sigh. 
How the " books " for the Trojan would call, 
And how the crowd cheered as I cantered him by : 
For we were the favourites of all. 

But others shall rise and for glory shall reach, 
And others shall cheer when we're gone; 
For waves of the ocean are cast on the beach,— 
Still ever the ocean rolls on. 

Then bury us out 'neath the shade of the box, 
Where the magpie shall welcome the morn. 
Whereon the sweet zephyr his cradle that rocks. 
The scent of the wattle is borne. 

Place a cross on my grave, to show I expect 
A land where no " protests " annoy, 
Where jostlings ne'er harm the Almighty's elect, 
Or bitterness add to their joy. 

WOLLONDILLY. 

7<r ~>s^ 



43 

UNIVERSITY RESULTS SINCE i8gs. 

HE record of our Matriculation results which follow will prove of 
interest to the " Old Boys," and we are sure it will act as an 
incentive to the present students to work with diligence, so that 

when their turn comes to present themselves for examination they may 
be able to give as good an account of themselves as their predecessors. 

M. F. QUINN : Honour—French. Pass—English, Geography, Arith
metic, Algebra, Euclid, Physics, Chemistry. 

H. DBVINE : Honour—French. Pass—English, Geography, Arithmetic, 
Algebra, Euclid, Chemistry, Physics. 

D. J. MAHONY: Honours—Physics and Chemistry. Pass—French, 
History, Arithmetic, Euclid, Algebra. 

C. J. KELLY: Pass—English, French, History, Geography, Physics, 
Chemistry, Arithmetic, Euclid, Algebra. 

J. P. CARDIFF : Pass—English, French, History, Arithmetic, Euclid, 
Algebra, Physics. 

N. M. WHITE : Honour—French. Pass—English, History, Euclid, 
Algebra, Physics, Chemistry. 

J. H. DAVIS: Pass—English, French, Arithmetic, Euclid, Algebra, 
Physics, History. 

J. SHORTIL : Honour—French. Pass—Euclid, Algebra, Physics, Arith
metic. 

J. J. HAYDEN : Pass—History, Arithmetic, Euclid, Algebra, Physics, 
Chemistry. 

J. DEAN : Honours—French and German. Pass—English, History, 
Arithmetic, Euclid, Algebra. 

D. F. GARVEY: Honour—French. Pass—English, Latin, History, 
Arithmetic, Euclid, Algebra. 

J. H. GARVEY: Pass—French, History, Arithmetic, Euclid, Algebra, 
Physics. 

A. COGHLAN : Pass—English, History, Arithmetic, Euclid, Algebra, 
Physics. 

E. TEBHAN : Pass—French, History, Physics, Arithmetic, Euclid, 
Algebra. 

J. DEAN : Honour—German. Pass—English, Latin, French, History, 
Arithmetic, Euclid, Algebra. 

G. COFFEY: Pass—French, History, Physics, Arithmetic, Euclid, 
Algebra. 

J. KERRIGAN : Pass—English, Latin, French, History, Physics, Arith
metic, Euclid. 

F. MANN: Pass—English, Latin, French, Physics, Arithmetic, Algebra, 
Euclid. 

W. GEOGHEGAN : Honour—French. Pass—English, Arithmetic, Euclid, 
History, Physics; 

G. LENNON : Pass—French, History, Physics, Chemistry, Arithmetic, 
Algebra, Euclid. 

JR 
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J. LAWLESS : Pass—French, History, Physics, Chemistry, Arithmetic, 
Algebra, Euclid. 

V. FITZGERALD : Pass—English, French, History, Physics, Chemistry, 
Arithmetic. 

R. HYNES: Honour—French. Pass—Latin, History, Physics, Chem
istry, Arithmetic. 

G. LENNON : Honours;—Physics and Chemistry. Pass—English, Latin, 
French, History, Arithmetic, Algebra, Euclid. 

F. MANN : Honours—French and Physics. Pass— Latin, Arithmetic, 
Algebra, Euclid. 

T. MONCKTON : Honours—French, Physics, and Chemistry. Pass— 
History, Arithmetic, Algebra, Euclid. 

J. BLAYNEY : Honours—Physics and Chemistry. Pass—Latin, French, 
Arithmetic, Algebra, History. 

L. COLLINS: Honours—Physics and Chemistry. Pass—Arithmetic, 
Algebra, Euclid. 

W. DAVIS : Pass—English, Latin, French, History, Physics, Chemistry, 
Arithmetic, Algebra, Euclid. 

S. BURCHELL: Honour—Physics. Pass—Latin, French, Chemistry, 
Arithmetic, Algebra, Euclid. 

J. O'BRIEN : Pass—Latin, French, History, Physics, Chemistry, Arith
metic, Algebra, Euclid. 

M. GARVEY: Pass—French, History, Physics, Chemistry, Arithmetic, 
Algebra, Euclid. 

C. HAGER : Pass—French, Physics, Chemistry, Arithmetic, Algebra, 
Euclid. 

T. NORRIS : Pass—French, History, Physics, Arithmetic, Algebra, 
J Euclid. 
T. EVERARD: Pass—French, History, Physics, Arithmetic, Algebra, 

Euclid. 
F. DALY : Pass—Latin, English, French, Algebra, Physics, History. 

NOTES. 

BURING the year we have had several changes in our Chaplains, 
but all without exception looked after our spiritual wants with the 
utmost care and punctuality. The Rev. Fr. Riordan deserves 

special mention, as he was connected with the College for some years, 
and during his time he took the most lively interest in the students' 
successes. At all our sports he took a leading part, and by his genial 
manner won the affection of the boys, who were all very sorry when they 
heard of his removal from Ballarat, but if he ever returns he will receive 
a Cead milk failthe. 

Another of our excellent friends is the Rev. Fr. Ryan, who since 
his arrival in Ballarat has taken a deep interest in everything relating 
to the College: he is the chief figure at all our entertainments, and his 
presence acts as an incentive to us. Our success in football is due in a 
great measure to the enthusiasm he infused into our play, and the 
punctuality he made us observe in our practices. He does not confine 
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his interest to our sports, but he also wishes to encourage us in our 
studies, and for this purpose he has given a beautifully-wrought gold 
medal, which is to be competed for in December. We wish Fr. Ryan 
many years amongst us, but whether his time in Ballarat be long or 
short, we, the present students of S.P.C., will always remember with 
affection his kindness and liberality. 

DEBATING CLASS. 
PRESIDENT—REV. BROTHER EGAN. 

OFFICERS—J. GANNON, G. NOLAN, E. KEON. 

DEBATING Class was formed in the early part of the year. Our 
first meeting was held on the 19th February, but not many were 
admitted into the charmed circle; very little was done beyond 

drawing up a few rules, appointing officers, and making arrangements 
for future meetings. At our second meeting all the members observed 
a modest silence, bashfulness appeared to be the prevailing virtue, but 
this wore off in a short time, and now the difficulty is to stop a member 
once he begins. The chief speakers are I. Gannon, A. Fitzherbert, 
W. Daer, J. Mason, and W. Sweeney. To encourage essay writing the 
class offered prizes to the three best. A great many were written, but 
as all the conditions required were not fulfilled, only one gets a prize, 
viz., E. Keon. During the year we gave a few entertainments to the 
students, who expressed their appreciation of our efforts in the usual 
way. G. NOLAN, Hon. Sec. 

A HOLIDAY IN THE LAND OF THE MOOR. 

I'm sure the following random notes will prove interesting to the 
readers of the " Annual," for they give some insight into the curious 
manners and customs of the East. 

S the Straits of Gibraltar form only a very narrow dividing line 
between the continents of Europe and Africa, I determined to 
witness for myself the transition from the manners and customs of 

the West to the curious and interesting manners of the Orientals. I 
must confess I did not expect such a total change of manners, ideas, 
customs, and racial proclivities—a change from civilization into com
parative barbarism, accomplished in the course of a few hours' sail, but of 
this you shall judge for yourselves. 

All being ready, our tidy little steamer, " Gibel-Musa," started on 
her way. The weather was glorious, not a cloud in the bright blue sky, 
whilst the strong rays of the sun were tempered by a gentle breeze, 
making everything pleasant. Our course lay close to the Spanish coast, 
but the day being very clear we got a splendid view of the town of Ceuta 
on the African side. This Spanish possession is strongly fortified, 

A 

A 
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especially on the land side, to protect it from the Moors, their hereditary 
enemies. It has been for many years a penal settlement. We next 
sighted Tarifa lighthouse, the most southerly point of Europe. It takes 
its name from Tarif, the Moslem chieftain who first commenced the 
conquest of Spain, which was held by the Moors for 581 years. Now 
we can plainly see the white -houses of the town shining in the strong 
sunlight. There is a population of about 12,000, but the real strength 
of the place consists in a rocky peninsula which projects into the sea, 
and on which stands the lighthouse 135 feet high, also a castle, from one 
of the windows of which Alonso de Guzman (the good) in 1232, when the 
Moors threatened to kill his only son, who by treachery had fallen into 
their hands, if he would not surrender the place, threw down his own 
dagger to them, exclaiming, " I would rather you should kill this child, 
and five others if I had them, than surrender to you a city which my 
sovereign has given me to guard!" Turning our backs upon Tarifa, we 
head directly across the Straits for the African coast. On our way we 
encountered a novel and interesting sight. Three baby whales twelve 
or fourteen feet long came quite close to us. They were seemingly 
amusing themselves, and were as playful as so many kittens, every now 
and then spouting the water to a height of about ten feet. They 
remained for some four and five minutes gamboling about, then, suddenly, 
as if by preconcerted signal, dived beneath the surface and disappeared 
from our wondering gaze. 

After a run of four hours from Gibraltar, our little steamer entered 
Tangier Bay, giving me my first view of a Moorish town. Tangier is 
very picturesque-looking, built on a rising ground sloping down to the sea, 
with its white walls, flat roofs, and occasional cupola of some " saint's " 
tomb peeping out, and here and there the tall minaret of a mosque, 
brilliant with its many-coloured mosaic, the broad waving leaves of its 
attendant palmetto palms glistening in the sun. The houses are nearly 
uniform in colour, but the flags of different nations flying from the houses 
of the Ministers make spots of gay colour standing out clearly against 
the white of the town, and the beautiful blue of the sky and water of the 
bay, the latter bordered with shining yellow sand, form an exceedingly 
pretty picture. We anchored 500 yards or so from the shore. Scarcely 
had the anchor dropped than we were surrounded by a motly crowd of 
red-turbaned Moors, who swarmed up the ship's side a seething crowd of 
human beings, screeching, imprecating, gesticulating, and struggling in 
wild confusion. Immediately there rushed to my memory the many 
stories I had read in boyish days of " the pirates of the Mediterranean," 
and thought that now at least we should experience some of its reality. 
Their ferocious appearance, their yells, and excited gesticulations as they 
struggled for the baggage, seizing everything they could lay hands upon, 
was anything but reassuring to a visitor, come with the most friendly 
intentions to their apparently inhospitable shores. However, not wishing 
to be left, like Diogenes of old, the possessor of nothing in the world but 
the garments I stood in, I determined with heroic courage to rescue my 
belongings from the hands of the Infidel. A huge fellow, black as 
ebony, was rushing off to the gangway with my portmanteau. A 
vigorous jerk at his "'jelab" from behind momentarily stayed his pro
gress, and enabled me to lay hold of my bag, whilst I indignantly 
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demanded in plain round English, " Where in the world are you going 
with that ? 'tis mine, give it me." I might have spared my lungs, for 
he did not understand one word I said; however, after a few determined 
pulls he relinquished my property, and off he went in search of " fresh 
fields and pastures new," or, more correctly, of other prey in the shape 
of guileless passengers and their belongings. The result of all this hurly-
burly, I afterwards learnt, has not unfrequently been that the luckless 
traveller has found himself in one boat, his trunk in another, and his 
portmanteau in a third, making it imperative on him to satisfy, at least 
in part, the demands of three native boatmen before he could resume 
quiet possession of his truant property. 

The Custom house of Tangier is an extraordinary institution, but 
before you get there you experience a foretaste of the stranger-fleecing 
propensities of the natives. After being, as I said before, hustled about 
and jabbered at by scores of rival boatmen and hotel touts—one to secure 
your luggage, the other your person—you find yourself in a boat some
thing like a lighter, in which you are rowed to shore. They endeavour 
to extract half a dollar from you for this service, but will eventually be 
glad to accept one-fourth of that amount (a sum sufficient to support an 
ordinary Moor or Arab for a week). At the Custom house they endea
vour to charge the unfortunate stranger on almost every article he pos
sesses, having, or at all events exercising, no fixed tariff. Their system 
is money down, and as far as I could see, no books or entries are kept, 
the cash itself being divided each evening among the departments sup
posed to be entitled to it. The chief of the Customs was a magnificent-
looking Moor of imposing appearance. Clothed in spotless white "toga" 
opened in the front, allowing one to get a glimpse beneath of a scarlet 
vest gorgeously embroidered with gold lace, a red and white turban, his 
white flowing beard reaching almost to his girdle, one would imagine it 
was a picture taken out of the " Arabian Nights." Recognising my 
companion—a member of the English Legation—he rose from the 
cushion on which he was seated cross-legged, and with courteous bow, 
waved his hand to the Moor who carried my portmanteau, signifying 
that my belongings were to be dispensed from the indignity of a search. 
Not to be outdone in politeness by a Moslem, I bowed in return, raising 
my hat in acknowledgment of his courtesy. " Well I thank goodness," 
I ejaculated, " they are not all barbarians." I noticed I was the only 
person whose baggage was allowed to pass without examination, and 
consequent extraction of coin for the benefit of the Sultan and his 
realm. 

Of the 20,000 inhabitants who reside in Tangier, the vast majority 
are Moors proper, but there is a fair sprinkling of Berbers, Arabs, 
Riffians, and French Jews from Algeria, and, of course, a few Europeans 
from the eight or ten foreign nations represented by " Consulates" in 
the town. But on what I might designate " fair days," and for a day or 
two previously, thousands of semi-civilized and wholly uncivilized natives 
from miles around flock into the town to attend the great " soko," or 
market. 

The shades of complexion of the many different races vary as much 
as their attire. From the fairest of fair skins, down through all the 
varying shades of light brown, dark brown, bronze, and mahogany, to 
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the ebony-headed Arab water-carrier, the different tribes can be traced; 
whilst their dress from light flowing toga, broad crimson silken waist
band, and white turban of the Moorish official, the richly-coloured 
soutane of the well-to-do Jew, the more modest brown " jelab " (a sort 
of overall with capouch or hood) of the poorer individual down to the 
loin-swathed nakedness of the Riffian, as clearly indicate the rank and 
condition of the wearers. These Riffians are wild-looking fellows from 
the Riff coast, veritable pirates, who have on several occasions during 
the past two years shown of what stuff they are made, attacking sailing 
vessels becalmed off their coast, literally stripping them of every move
able article—cargo, stores, sails, rigging, even to the very clothes of the 
sailors, and in this helpless condition sending them adrift, till some pass
ing steamer happens to sight them, and after, perhaps, days of untold 
suffering, rescues them from their perilous position. This tribe (as, 
indeed, a great many others) go about bareheaded with seeming impunity, 
notwithstanding the fierce rays of the sun beating down upon them in all 
its intensity—they must have heads of adamant. They shave their 
heads with the exception of one lock of hair, by which they fondly trust 
that Mahomet will pull them up into heaven. Poor fools 1 what a rude 
awakening awaits them. The women of the native races (not including 
the Jews, who are here in great numbers) all dress in what resembles a 
yellowish-white blanket, with a corner of which they cover the face, with 
the exception of one eye, in addition to this many wear a very large 
broad-brimmed hat (not the latest Paris fashion) made of native grass, 
and ornamented with tufts of brightly-coloured wool. This huge hat 
gives them a very funny appearance, but it is just the thing for keeping 
off the rays of the sun, in fact, acts as an umbrella. What a sensible 
idea! Would that they could be induced to take as sensible an idea of 
more important matters. 

It is quite laughable to witness the efforts which must be made 
in order to steer clear of the numerous obstacles which one encounters 
in the steep, narrow, ill-paved streets, crowded to their utmost capa
city. The old Jack Tar's advice, " Keep your weather eye open, and 
your other eye open," though excellent in its way, and generally effective, 
will scarcely suffice to save one in the midst of the unceasing stream of 
traffic—heavily-laden camels, mules and donkeys, and more heavily-laden 
women, for they are veritable slaves. Women, according to the Mahom-
medan belief, have no souls, consequently they are treated as mere beasts 
of burden. One just happens to be walking along quietly, absorbed in 
the novel sights around—oblivious of all behind, when suddenly a violent 
jolt in the ribs from the pack of some passing donkey, or a wet " dab " 
from a water-carrier's load imperils both your garments and your temper. 
To be sure they do cry out, " Baaluk, baaluk" (by your leave), but that, 
as a general rule, is after they have got into collision with your precious 
person. However, all this is taken in good part, and nothing but good 
humour prevails, the novel experience of roughing it only adding to the 
enjoyment of the holiday. 

There is no railway in Morocco, no car, cart, or carriage of any 
description, the absence of roads rendering their use impossible. You 
are, doubtless, anxious to learn all about the schools of Morocco, but; as 
a matter of fact, such things do not exist. After exhaustive enquiries, 
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I at last discovered in a narrow lane a dilapidated building professing to 
be an educational establishment. My knock at the door being totally 
disregarded, I ventured to push it open a little, and looked in. Seated 
cross-legged on the earthen floor were about twenty boys, keeping up a 
continuous motion with their bodies backwards and forwards whilst 
they droned out a passage of the " Koran," which an old Moor of some 
seventy winters was laboriously endeavouring to din into their craniums. 
I was just about to politely inquire might I go in, when the old sinner 
unceremoniously slammed the door in my face, indignant, no doubt, that 
" a dog of a Christian " should dare to defile by his presence such a select 
academy. How different from the conduct of the official at the Custom 
house! but, then, you see, the latter had received an elementary educa
tion, at least, whilst the former was in primitive ignorance. Is it not 
strange that these half-civilized people should belong to the same great 
race whose ancestors designed the glories of the Alhambra, the artistic 
splendour and refined magnificence of which are unequalled in the whole 
world— 

" "Pnere long to tell, and sad to trace 
Each step from splendour to disgrace." 

(To be continued. J GIB. 

BALLARAT\ 
J. Fraser, Printer, Albert street. 

1898. 
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Ladies Attention \^-^^^ 

New ways of doing things are the order of the day, and 

$ D R U D G E R Y IS C H A N G E D TO P L E A S U R E . # 

The New Pudding Basins (no cloth required)— 
Procure one at Eyres Brothers. 

The New " Gourmet " Boiler (for dainty soups, 
broths and gravies)—• 

Obtain one at Eyres Brothers. 
The New Stove Mats (prevent burning and boiling over)— 

Try one of them at Eyres Brothers. 
The New Mincing Machine (no knives to get blunt)— 

Order one at Eyres Brothers. 
T h e New Cherry Stoner (works like a small boy,)— 

Send for one at Eyres Brothers. 
The New Raisin Seeder fseeds a pound in five minutes,)— 

Go for one at Eyres Brothers. 
The New Enamelled Porridge Pots (no stirring, no trouble,/— 

Have one at Eyres Brothers. 
The New Jelly Moulds, Dariel cups and Charlotte shapes— 

Get one at Eyres Brothers. 
The New Fruit Press, for Jellies and syrups— 

Acquire one at Eyres Brothers. 
The New Dish Cover, all metal and specially ventilated— 

Enjoy one at Eyres Brothers. 

FOR ANYTHING GOOD AND CHEAP, YOU CAN'T 
BEAT 

Eyres Brothers, 
THE LEADING IRONMONGERS, AND SOLE AGENTS FOR THE 

M1VER EUREKA STOVE. 

STURT STREET, BALLARAT. 
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R. J. rnibLER, 

Federal Bool Waieljoiise, 
70 & 72 Skipton St. 

A Large and varied Assortment of Imported and 
Colonial 

BOOTS & SHOES, 
To select from in French and Russian Calf. 

ww n< iii|K-'i|||!i ij|i'"nii 'H|]M-I![I i||i u ""in mil'- nnn'-iip 

Best American Ozze Balmorals in stock, at 
prices to suit the times. 

LADIES' AND CHILDREN'S GLACE KID AND TAN GOODS 

ALWAYS IN STOCK. 

A TRIAL SOLICITED. 

REPAIRS DONE IN FIRST-CLASS STYLE. 

*» SEWN WORK A SPECIALTY. <r 

ALL KINDS OF BOOT DRESSING KEPT IN 
STOCK. 
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L E S T E R ^ HOTEL, 

Thoroughly Renovated Tlpuglpt . 

New Dining and Billiard Rooms. 

EXTENSIVE BALCONY. 

5. SEWARD, Proprietor. 

J, FRASER, 
PRINTER & RUBBER STAMP MANUFACTURER, 

15 AlaJBJcaU x S x H K E x . 

RUBBER STAMPS MANUFACTURED ON THE SHORTEST 
NOTICE. 

All the Latest Novelties and Designs. 

ALL KINDS OF PRINTING NEATLY & PROMPTLY EXECUTED. 

Note the Address—15 ALBERT STREET, BALLARAT. 
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l l J ^ I V I P W m ^ R f T h i s l i s t oi P r e P a r a t i o n s have, most of them, Stood the Test 
H l . I T I L . I T I U E . r i j g 0f TWENTY-FIVE YEARS' EXPERIENCE. 

CORNELL'S 
Antibilious and Liver Pills, r/-, 1/6, 2/6. Podophyllin Pills for Liver Complaint, 1/-. 
Pennyroyal or Steel Pills, for females, 1/- Castor Oil Pills, a favourite aperient, 1/-
Compound Rhubarb Pills, for Indigestion, 1/- Blaud's Pills, for Poorness of Blood and 
Pale Complexions, 1- to 5/- bottle. Anti-Neuralgic Pills, 1/- Clarke's Cough Mixture, 
for adults, 1/6 and 2/6. Clarke's Lung Balsam, for children, 1/6 and 2/6. Plastic 
Cement, for Toothache, 1/- Indian Corn Solvent, 1/- Rheumatic Liniment, 1/6 and 
2/6. Smith's Cholera Drops, for Dysentery, &c, 1/- Worm Powders, for adults and 
children, 1/- Instant Headache Cure, 1/- London Hair Restorer, for promoting the 
Growth and Darkening Grey Hair, 2/6. Healing Ointment, 6d. and 1/- Hosking's 
Golden Eye Ointment, 1-, Sec, &c. 

An Important Question ! Wha t shall we Drink ? 
Corne l l ' s MaltOniC For Producing a Light Bitter Ale. Wholesome. 

B I T T C p D C C D Invigorating, Appetising, Non-intoxicating. A Six-

I I I t i l D L C II penny Packet makes Two Gallons. For Lunch, 
P O W D E R . Dinner or Supper. Once Used, always Used. 

Cornell's GINGER BEER POWDER. 
A Sixpsnny Packet makes 2 gallons first-class Ginger Beer. 

U S E F U L For use with the Seltzogene, made by W. Cornell. Lemon Squash, 
r-vrniVTI/'c: Lemon Syrup, Raspberry Vinegar, Lime Juice Cordial, 
D R U N K S . Ginger Ale Syrup, &c. 

Cornell's F R U I T S A L T . 
A Pleasant Drink, Wholesome and Cooling to the Blood. Suitable for Children or 

Adults. In is. Bottles, or loose by the Pound. 

Cornell's LAVARINE. 
A New Compound for Washing Clothes. Comes as a Monday Blessing to Tired Women. 

Thus, one lady writes—" Since using Lavarine Washing has become a pastime ! " 
Another, after getting through the Monday Wash in an incredibly short time, said— 

•• I think I may now put up WASHING DONE W H I L E YOU WAIT." 
We hear a good deal about something that " won't wash clothes," but LAVARINE 

WILL WASH CLOTHES. Price, 3d. per packet. 

T H E DISPENSING O F PRESCRIPTIONS A SPECIALITY. 
The most Moderate Charges consistent with efficiency and quality. 

Special Allowances to Families, Schools, Hotels, Public Institutions, &c. 
TOILET SOAPS. Immense Variety. 1 doz. 6d. Cakes, good assortment, for 

4/6 the dozen. 

Special line in PERFUMERY. 
Pint bottles Lavender Water, Cologne, Florida Water, 3 S . bottle. 

W . CORNELLTchemist, 
1 Dovetorj Street, 116 Sturt Street, Ballarat. 

http://Hl.ITIL.ITIUE.rij
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— Telephone No. 25. — 

ICE. COOli STORAGE. 
Ballarat Refrigerating & Ice Works, 

CURTIS STREET. 
COUNTRY ORDERS PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO. 
Telegrams or letters received ordering ice in case of illness, will receive prompt 

attention and be forwarded on first available opportunity. 
Special rates for large quantities. Perishable goods received for cold 

storage. Orders for ice taken by our carters, or at our establishments, 
45 Bridge Street, 22* Sturt Street, 87 Main Road, and Curtis Street, 
and prompt delivery made by 

HEINZ BROTHERS, 
Wholesale and Family Butchers, Proprietors. 

Jas. Lyons & Wm. White, 
THE PREMIER 

TAILORS, IfATTERS & MEN'S METERS, 
12 BRIDGE STREET 

(4 Doors below Buck's Head Hotel). 

A Splendid Assortment of Goods suitable for the Present Season 
to select from. 

FIT, STYLE AND WORKMANSHIP GUARANTEED. 
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W. GEIBBLE AND CO., 
TAILORS AND OUTFITTERS, 

STURT ST. (Opp. Courier Office). 
TAILORING DEPARTMENT.-Specialities:—Assam Silks, Russian Crash 

Suitings, Dr. Jaeger's Camel Hair and Wool Khaki, Black, Brown, and Grey Alpacas. 
Fit, style, and finish guaranteed. 

HAT DEPARTMENT.—Italian Alpine Hats, manufactured by Borsalino & Sons; 
English Alpine Hats, Tuscan Straws (all shapes). English Straw Boaters, Panamas, 
and White Felts. 

HOSIERY DEPARTMENT.—Dr. Jaeger's Sanitary Clothing; Sweaters, in white, 
nut-brown, navy and' grey mixtures; Natural Wool Pants and Under-vests, very light; 
Cashmere Half-hose. 

SHIRT, and TIE DEPARTMENT.-Welch, Margetson, and Co's English Hand-
finished Shirts; Colored, Tropical, and Tennis, beautiful fabrics. 

TIES.—A magnificent assortment, directly imported. 
OUTFITTING DEPARTMENT.—Summer Sack Suits, in colors, Alpacas, Twists, 

Cords, and Silks; Cycling Suits English-made; White Duck Trousers, White Flannel 
Trousers, Tennis Coats. 

BAGS and RUGS.—Fitted Gladstone Bags, leather lined, Gent's Dressing Cases, 
Brief Bags. Woollen Travelling Rugs, Linen Dust Rugs, and Waterproof Driving Rugs. 

v. g R R. 
Biscuit Baker and Confectioner by appointment to H.R.H. the Duke 

of Edinburgh; and under the patronage of their Excellencies Sir Charles 
Darling, K.C.B.; Viscount Canterbury; Sir George Bowen, G.C.M.G.; the 
Marquis of Normanby, and Sir Henry Brougham Loch, K.C.B. 

John Taylor, 
Bread and Biscuit Baker, Pastrycook and 

CONFECTIONER, 

RED HOUSE, 176 STURT ST. 
Dr. Ryder's Brown Bread a Specialty. 

All Goods of very best quality. Noted House for Scones. Try them. 
Established 1856. 
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DRINK 

# x St t n st ̂ * 

* $ TEA, 
•* P U R E S T AND BEST.-fc 

is. 3d. per lb. 

SOLE AGENT IN AUSTRALIA: 

A. W\ MAGER, 
AUSTRALIAN STORE, 

BRIDGE STREET, 
vBALLARAT.^ 
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Telephone No. 71. 

BY SPECIAL ZsfPiil APPOINTMENT. 

Tea Merchant and Grocer to His Excellency the Earl of Hopetoun, 6 C.M.G-

T. j . smiTH, 
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL 

GROCER5 
WINE, SPIRIT & PROVISION 

MERCHANT, 

26 BRIDGE STREET, 
BALL&RAT. 

Don't pay Fancy Prices for Wines. 
Try our Claret at 12s. per dOz. 

The best people use it. 
WW ^•-4|||n--"ii|||i"i|||it' "m|ii'M||jtJ. flH"i||||i» w-W "MiruHii- mi w~ 

WE STILL LEAD IN 

0 T E A S A N D C O F F E E S <$ 

GIVE US A TRIAL. 

Terms—CASH. Families Waited on Daily for Orders. 
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JOHN SNOW and Coy, 
CORNER OF 

STURT and ARMSTRONG 5TS., 

BHLLRRKT, 

The Leading Line at "Snow's" 
Pure Wool Ballarat Tweeds, 

Manufactured a t the Sunnyside Mill. 

Suits to Order, 45s., worth 65s. 
Trousers to Order, 12s. 6d., 

<^Worth 18s. 6d. 
Over Forty New Pat terns to Select from. 

I M W Sttow & (Sot}.) 

Corner of STURT & ARMSTRONG STREETS, 
BALLARAT. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

J. C. MANNING, 
-3i G R O C E R , if-

AND 

Wine & Spirit Merchant, 
1 0 2 8TUBT STEEET, 

BALLARAT. 

Sole agent for the Celebrated 

" EDEN " Tea. 

All Goods Guaranteed Best Procurable. 

WINES AND SPIRITS THE BEST BRANDS. 

Families waited on daily for orders. 

Country Clients receive Prompt and Careful 
attention. 



CARTER & WERNER, 
For Photo. Materials, 

Gold and' Silver Jewellery, 

Watches and Clocks, 

Spectacles to Measure. 

Eye Testing Free. 

GOLD MEDALLISTS FOR EYE TESTING & 

SPECTACLE & LENSE GRINDING. 

ART GMAERY BBiL&liiGS, 
LYDIARD STREET, 

And 86 ELIZABETH ST., MELBOURNE. 
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