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St. Patrick's College Annual, 
BALLARAT. 

PROSPECTUS OF COLLEGE, 

CONDUCTED BY T H E CHRISTIAN BROTHERS. 

UNDER THE PATRONAGE OF 

His Lordship the Most Beverend Br. 
Moore, Bishop of Ballarat. 

1901. 

HIS College is situated in an elevated and healthy position, 
near Lake Wendouree, the Victoria Park, and City 
Gardens, and is surrounded by spacious and beautiful 

grounds. 
The dormitories, baths, lavatories, study rooms, dining 

hall, play-ground, gymnasium, etc., are constructed on the 
best principles and with all the latest improvements. 

The course includes preparation for the University and 
other public examinations. Special attention will be given to 
the subjects required for commercial pursuits. 

The moral and religious training of their pupils is re
garded by the Christian Brothers as the first and most 
important of their duties. 

The Vacations are—Two weeks at Midwinter, and seven 
weeks at Midsummer. No vacation is given at Easter. 

Reports of the Pupils' conduct and advancement will be 
forwarded to the parents or guardians each half-year. 

The correspondence of the Pupils is subject to inspection. 
No Pupil will be kept in the establishment during the 

Midsummer vacation. 
One of the Brothers accompanies the Boys on their 

journey home from the College at vacation times, and so 
parents may be secure as to the safety of their children while 
travelling. 

JR 
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FEES. 
PUB XBBM. 

Boarders under 12 years - - - £ 8 0 0 
Between 12 and 16 years - - - 9 0 0 
Boarders over 16 years - - 10 o o 

Each Boarder is charged half-a-crown per term as a 
subscription to the Cricket and Football Clubs, also half-a-
crown per term as a subscription to the School Library. 

EXTRAS—PER TERM. 
Music—Piano or Violin - - - £2 2 o 

Books, Stationery, etc., as required. 
All Fees must be paid quarterly in advance. Allowance 

made for Term not commencing at proper time. Discount of 
10 per cent, allowed for brothers. 

There is no extra charge for Singing, Shorthand, Drawing' 
German, Italian, which are usually extras in other Colleges. 

The School Terms begin nfk Ftbnwy, 22nd April, 16th JvOy, 
vh October. 

Each Boarder must provide himself with:— 
6 Shirts 
6 Collars 
3 Nightshirts 
6 Pairs Socks 
8 Handkerchiefs 
1 Sunday Suit 
2 Everyday Suits 
1 Overcoat 

3 Neckties. 
2 Hats 
1 Pair of Slippers for house 
2 Pairs of Boots 
1 Hair Brush and Comb 
2 Towels 
1 Tooth Brush 
Clothes Biush 

Every article must be marked with the name in full, and the initials 
S.P.C., and a list attached to the inside of trunk. 

DAY STUDENTS—FEES. 
Junior Classes - - - - - £1 1 o 
Senior Classes - - - - 2 2 0 

At these moderate terms, parents who live near the College, can 
secure for their Boys all the advantages of a first-class higher education. 

Trams pass the College gate every half-hour, from 8.45 a.m. daily. 
Any further information required can be obtained by applying to 

the Principal of the College. 
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UNIVERSITY RESULTS. 

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

H. DEVINE: 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, Arithmntic, Euclid, Algebra, 
Physics, History. 

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

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. TEEHAN: 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. 

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, Chemistry 
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. 
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University Results (continuedJ. 

L. C O L O N S : 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. 

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

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

F. DALY: Pass—Latin, English, French, Algebra, Physics, History. 
ARTHUR LEO FITZHERBERT: Pass—Latin, English, French, 

Euclid, Arithmetic, Algebra, History. 
M. IGNATIUS GANNON : Pass—French, History, Arithmetic, Algebra, 

Euclid, Physics. 
J. PAUL MASON; Pass—English, French, Algebra, Arithmetic, Euclid, 

History. 
ARTHUR LEO FITZHERBERT: Honours—History and French. 

Passes English, Latin, Algebra, Arithmetic, Geometry, 
Physics, Chemistry. 

MALACHI IGNATIUS GANNON : Honours-French. Passes-Latin, 
English, History, Arithmetic, Geometry, Algebra, Physics 
Chemistry. 

PERCY D. F. ELLIOTT: Honours—Physics. Passes—French, History, 
Algebra, Geometry, Arithmetic, Chemistry. 

MICHAEL NEVILLE: Passes—English, Latin, French, History, Arith
metic, Geometry, Algebra, Physics, Chemistry. 

FRANCIS A. LARKINS: Passes—History, French, Arithmetic, Geo
metry, Algebra, Physics, Chemistry. 

TRACEY J. GLOWRY: Passes-French, History, Algebra, Geometry, 
Arithmetic, Physics, Chemistry. 

HERBERT P. O'BRIEN: Passes—Latin, History, Algebra, Geometry. 
Arithmetic, Physics, Chemistry. 

THOMAS P. MORAN : Passes French, History, Geometry, Arithmetic, 
Physics, Chemistry. 
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BOARDERS. 

BARNETT, PERCY, Kalgoorlie, W.A. 
BYRNE, RUPERT, Moolort. Victoria. 
CULLEN, JOHN, Melbourne. 
CALLINAN, EDWARD, Melbourne. 
COFFEY, JAMES, KeweU. 
CAMERON, MURRAY, Portland. 
COGHLAN. CHARLES. Ballarat. 
COLLIER, JOSEPH. Donald. 
CLEARY. MARTIN, Bendigo. 
CONDREN. JOHN, Melbourne. 
CONDREN, NICHOLAS, Melbourne. 
DAER, JACK, Geelong. 
DOWLING, JAMES. Bendigo. 
DALY, M., Ballarat. 
DE FRAGA, CECIL, Deniliquin, N.S.W. 
DE FRAGA, PERCY, 
DE FRAGA, NORMAN, „ 
DE FRAGA, CLIFF, 
FAHEY, EDWIN, Melbourne. 
FAY, JAMES, St. Arnaud. 
FINN. CYRIL, Port Fairy. 
FOGARTY, JOHN, Melbourne. 
FOGARTY. CHRISTOPHER, Melbourne. 
FOGARTY, JOSEPH. Melbourne. 
FLEMING, DANIEL, Melbourne. 
FLEMING, THOMAS, 
GRANO, SYDNEY, Ararat. 
GLEESON, MARTIN. Clarendon. 
GRIFFIN, GERALD, Gladstone, Tasmania. 
HUGHES. THOMAS, Ballarat. 
HANLON, JOHN, Ballarat. 
KAIN, MARK, Nhill. 
KEELY, JAMES, Cohuna. 
LAFFIN, JAMES, Koroit. 
LENNON, ALF, Melbourne. 
LENNON, BRYAN, Melbourne. 
McGRATH, DANIEL, Koroit. 
MORONEY, ALBERT, Melbourne. 
MORAN. THOMAS, Clarke's Hill. 
MORAN, MARTIN, 
McKENNA, ERIC, Penshurst. 
McDONALD, MERVIN, Melbourne. 
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Boarders {continued). 

McCARTIN. PATRICK, Gippsland. 
NEVILLE, MICHAEL. Clarke's Hill. 
NEHILL, EDWARD, Terang. 
NEHILL, WILLIAM, 
NORMAN, AUSTIN. Melbourne. 
NEUMAN, CYRIL, Melbourne. 
NAYLOR, ASHTON, Bowen, Queensland. 
NELMS, GEORGE, Daylesford. 
O'BRIEN. JOHN, Mittiamo. 
O'BRIEN, HERBERT, Mittiamo. 
O'BRIEN, JAMES, Gippsland. 
O'BRIEN. WILLIAM, Brim. 
O'DONOGHUE, GREGORY. Bacchus Marsh. 
O'KEEFFE, RICHARD, Melbourne. 
O'FARRELL, WILLIAM. Ballarat. 
PARKER, CHARLEY, Launceston, Tasmania. 
REGHETTI, ALLAN. Portland. 
RYAN, DENIS, Benalla. 
RYAN, JOHN, Melbourne. 
RYAN, DAN, Smythesdale. 
ROWAN, JAMES, Stawell. 
ROWAN, JOHN, 
ROBERTS, FRANK, Ballarat. 
TROY, BERT, Beaufort. 
THORN. WILLIAM, Bendigo. 
SEXTON. WILLIAM, Daylesford. 
SHELLY, FRANK, Bacchus Marsh. 
SWEENEY. JOSEPH, Donald. 
STANTON, JACK, Koroit. 
SMITHWICK, VINCENT, Melbourne. 
SEWARD, LEO, Ballarat. 
SEWARD, THOS., „ 
SEWARD, STEPHEN, Ballarat. 
WILLIS, VINCENT, Colac. 
WILSON, WILLIE, Echuca. 
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INTRODUCTORY. 

WO years have passed since we first launched our 
Annual on the sea of Literature. We know that our 
friends will rejoice with us at our good fortune in 

having a new lease of life, in fact, it is only now that we are 
beginning to appreciate our efforts. 

We thank our many friends for the warm reception they 
have given us each year, and also for their many wise 
suggestions, and to show that their advice is taken in a proper 
spirit we have endeavoured to carry out their hints. We are 
trying to make our Annual what it should be, a record of our 
doings, and the safety valve of our over-wrought minds. As 
an auxiliary we started a MS. Journal in which were dis
cussed some very important questions, questions that disturbed 
our usually calm mind. The first numbers were most enthusi
astically received, contributions, in prose and poetry from 
writers hitherto unheard of, poured in. The burning question 
of the hour was whether the football colours should be blue 
and white, or white and blue. The controversy waxed warm, 
writers on each side multiplied, letters poured in on the editors 
in such numbers that the waste-paper basket could hardly 
contain them. Some of the writers discarded ordinary prose 
and expressed their feeling in rhyme, but they took the wise 
precaution to write "Poetry" at the head of their productions 
so that we might not make a mistake when classifying the 
different articles. Many of the budding laureates made fair 
attempts at rhyming, and as one of the objects of the Annual 
is to encourage beginners we publish a few pieces on football, 
cricket, &c. As a deformed body often contains a beautiful 
soul so those crude rhymes may be but the beginnings of 
something worth preserving. A great incentive to old and 
young is a word of praise. 

" There is a voice of magic power 
To charm the old, delight the young— 
In lordly hall, in rustic bower, 
In every clime, in every tongue, 
Howe'er its sweet vibration rung. 
In whispers low, in poet's lays. 
There lives not one who has not hung 
Enraptured on the voice of praise." 

We wish all our friends a Happy Christmas and hope 
that the New Year may bring them all the graces and 
blessings they need. 

JR 
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TWO VIEWS OF ST. PATRICK. 

BY ST . PATRICK AND AUBREY DE VERB. 

E O P L E talk more about the moon than about the sun, 
because its individuality is not lost in excess of light. 
So the life of the ordinary hero of fiction appears more 

interesting than that of the Saint. Yet the Saint had adven
tures as thrilling as they are true; but he is too often 
presented in clouds and light through which the eye of flesh 
vainly peers to catch a glimpse of human form or human face. 

Saint Patrick was once a man of flesh and blood. Let 
us grasp that. It is a revelation. He had a mind fickle, 
wayward, changing, like yours and mine—another revelation. 
He had a human heart that often yearned in green Ireland 
for home and friends. Can that be true ? Well yes, if St. 
Patrick's word is to be believed. Hear him:—"I had been 
very desirous to go to my country to visit my brethren, and 
God knows that I desired it greatly." Thus you cannot deny 
that Patrick was a man, and we shall reverently allow him
self to pluck the aureole from his resplendent brow. We 
continue to quote from his "Confession," a work whose 
authenticity has never been questioned; it was written by 
the saint shortly before he died:— 

Be amazed both great and small, who fear God ; rhetoricians and ye 
of the Lord, hear and inquire who aroused me, a fool, from the midst of 
those who seem to be wise, and has inspired me (if indeed I be so) beyond 
others, though I am despised by this world, so that I should faithfully 
serve this nation. 

His object in this Confession is two-fold: to show his 
own weakness and to exalt the power of his Lord. He 
therefore proceeds:— 

I saw in the midst of the night (while in France) a man who appeared 
to come from Ireland, whose name was Victoricus, and he had innumerable 
letters with him, one of which he gave to me; I read the commencement 
ot the epistle containing the voice of the Irish; and as I read aloud the 
beginning of the letter, I thought I heard in my mind the voice of those 
who were near the Western sea, crying out, " We entreat thee, holy 
youth, to come and walk still amongst us." And my heart was greatly 
touched, so that I could not read any more, and thus I awoke. Thanks 
be to God, that after very many years, the Lord has granted them their 
request. And on another night, whether in me or near me God knows, I 
beard eloquent words which I rould not understand until the end of the 
speech, when it was said, " He who pave His life for thee is He who 
speaks in thee ;" and so I awoke full of joy . . . . I should give God 
thanks for having undertaken in those days so holy and wonderful a work 
and imitated those of whom our Lord predicted of old that they should 

B 
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preach his Gospel to all nations. The divine view often admonished me 
to consider whence came this wisdom, which was not in myself. Thns 
did I obtain afterwards the great and salutary gift to know or love God, 
and to leave my country and my relations, although many gifts were 
offered to me with sorrow and tears; so that I came to the Irish people to 
preach the Gospel, and bear with the injuries of the unbelieving and listen 
to the reproach of being a stranger. Wherefore may my Lord never 
permit me to lose His people whom He has gained in the ends of the 
earth. And if I have done anything good for my God, whom I love, I 
beseech Him to grant to me that, with those converts, I may pour out my 
blood for His name. 

He winds up as he began : -
I beseech those who believe in and fear God, and who may condescend 

to look into this writing, which Patrick, the ignorant sinner, has written 
in Ireland, never to say that whatever I have done or shown was the result 
of my ignorance; but do you judge, and let it be firmly believed, that it 
was the gift of-God. 

The fact is if Patrick was not ever careful to hold the 
source of all his power well up to the light, he would be 
worshipped as a god himself. His miracles were as numerous 
and wonderful as those of the first Apostles. He protests 
like St. Paul when the idolators were about to worship him 
as Mercury, " Behold a man like yourselves." 

But let us come to details. Happily we have his life 
written by a contemporary, St. Evin. It will be a treat to 
follow the metrical translation of Aubrey de Vere. While 
carefully following the authentic narrative, his exquisite lines 
raise us to that purer air which men and angels breathe in 
common. They are unmatched in unction, majesty and 
naturalness in English literature. The reader will judge.* 
Let us take the story of King Eochaid. He had a daughter 
Kein6, whom he wished to marry to a nobleman. 

" But the maid 
Wished not for marriage. Tender was her heart; 
Yet though her twentieth year had o'er her flown. 
In her there lurked, not flower of womanhood, 
But flower of angel texture. All around 
To her was love. The crown of earthly love 
Seemed but its crown of mockery. Love divine— 
For that she yearned, and yet she knew it not; 
Knew less the love she feared. 

She walked in woods 
Where all the green leaves, drenched by sunset's gold, 
Shivered, and birds among them, choir on choir, 
Chanted her praise—or spring's . . . She turned, 
Beside her Patrick stood . . . His eye as if through air 
Saw through that stainless soul, and crystal-shrined 
Therein, its inmate, Truth. That other Truth 
Instant to her he preached—the Truth divine — 
(For whence is caution needful, but from sin ?) 

•The whole volume," The Legends of St. Patrick.' la published by Maomillan ft Co.. 
London. 
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And these two Truths each gazing upon each, 
Embraced like sisters, thenceforth one. For her 
No arduous thing was faith, ere yet she heard 
In heart believing; and as when a babe 
Marks some bright shape, if near or far it knows not. 
And stretches forth a witless hand to clasp 
Phantom or form, even so with wild surmise 
And guesses erring first, and questions apt, 
She chased the flying light and round it closed 
At last and found it substance. " This is He," 
Then cried she, "This, whom every maid should love. 
How shall we find, how please Him, how be nigh ?" 
Patrick made answer: " They that do His will 
Are nigh Him." And the virgin : " Of the nigh 
Say who is nighest ?" Thus that winged heart 
Rushed to its rest. He answered: Nighest they 
Who neither father's house nor husband's house 
Desire, but live with Him in endless prayer, 
And tend Him in His poor." Aloud she cried, 
" The nearest to the Highest, that is love;— 
I choose that bridal lot!" He answered, " Child, 
The choice is God's. For each that lot is best 
To which He calls us." Lifting then pare hands 
Thus wept the maiden: " Call me. Virgin-born! 
Will not the Mother-maid permit a maid 
To sit beside those nail-pierced feet, and wipe 
With hair untouched by wreaths of mortal love, 
The dolorous blood stains from them ?" 

Patrick begged the king to permit her "to wed the 
Eternal Spouse," and he consented on condition that the 
saint would promise him heaven. But Eochaid, with the 
pagan dread of baptism, further stipulated that he should not 
undergo the ceremony. The saint agreed, no doubt by a 
special inspiration. Keine became a nun : 

Over the lovely lovelier change had passed 
As when on childish girlhood, 'mid a shower 
Of lilies earthward wafted, maidenhood 
In peacefuller state assumes her spotless throne; 
So from the maiden vestal now had risen:— 
Lowlier she seemed, moire tender, soft and grave, 
Yet loftier, hushed in quiet more divine. 

The King died without baptism, but Patrick raised him 
to life and performs the ceremony. 

Upon the face 
Had passed a change, the greatest earth may know ; 
For what the majesty of death began 
The majesties of worlds unseen, and life 
Resurgent ere its time, had perfected. 

St. Evin's history proceeds to say that Patrick bade the 
king to speak to the by-standers of the joys of heaven and the 
pains of hell, and offered him his choice of life or death. The 
king chose to die, and Patrick bade him " to journey to the 
Lord." 
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In lines which for pathos, sublimity, and music have 
never been surpassed the poet embodies the yearnings of one 
of the pagan maids whose wailing Patrick heard from the 
western sea:— 

Ah me! the little linnet knows the branch 
Whereon to build; the honey-pasturing bee 
Knows the wild heath, and how to shape its cell; 
Upon the poisonous berry no bird feeds; 
So well their mother, Nature, helps her own. 
Mothers forsake not;—can a Father hate? 
Who knows but that he yearns—that Sire Unseen 
To clasp his children ? All is sweet and sane, 
All, all save man I . . . Who sent the woe ? 
Who formed him first ? Who taught him first the ill way ? 
One creature only sins; and he the highest I 

Oh Higher than the highest! Thou whose hand 
Made us—who shaped'st the hand Thou wilt not clasp,— 
Be mighter than man's sin ; for lo, how man 
Seeks Thee, and ceases not I through noontide cave 
And dark air of the dawn-unlighted peak 
To Thee how long he strains the weak, worn eye 
Xf haply he might see Thy vesture's hem 
On farthest winds receding ! Yea, how oft 
Against the blind and tremulous wall of cliff 
Tormented by sea-surge, he leans his ear 
If haply o'er it name of Thine might creep ; 
Or bends above the torrent-cloven abyss, 
If falling flood might lisp it. 

The poet has made such a thorough study of the character 
of St. Patrick that it would be a pity to leave out his prose 
estimate of it. 

In him a great character had been built on the foundation of a devout 
childhood, and of a youth ennobled by adversity. Everywhere we trace the 
might and the sweetness which belong to it, the versatile mind, yet the 
simple heart, the varying tact yet the fixed resolve, the large design taking 
counsel for all, yet the minute solicitude for each, the fiery zeal yet the 
genial temper, the skill in using means yet the reliance on God alone, the 
readiness in action with the willingness to wait, the habitual self-pos
session, yet the outbursts of an inspiration which raised him above him
self, the abiding consciousness of authority—an authority in him but not 
of him—and yet the ever-present humility. Above all there burned in 
him that boundless love, which seems the main constituent of the apostolic 
character. It was love for God, but it was love for man also, an impas
sioned love and a parental Compassion. 

Y e s , that must h a v e been the Apost l e of Ireland. T h i s 
i s w h y his mere m e m o r y is ce lebrated even in the nineteenth 
century wi th an en thus iasm which it i s beyond the p o w e r of 
any l iv ing hero to evoke . A p o s t l e ! fa ther! k ing of the Irish 
p e o p l e ! w e hail thee , and demand t h y blessing for the schools 
a n d for the m e n that boast thy glorious n a m e . 
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THE MAGPIE. 

Bird of Australian bush, blithesome and gay, 
Say, did the God of Hope teach thee thy lay ? 
Or did fair England's lark, herald of day. 
Bid thee its task fulfil where gam trees sway ? 

On the field and the " run," 
Tis the bird for each one. 

With its white tor the glad and its black for the sad. 
Its joy for the lovers, and song for us all. 

Tell us, art thou e'er sad, bird of good cheer. 
Living a gladsome life all thro' the year ? 
E'en when cold winter comes, lonely and drear, 
Thou dost remind us when spring will appear. 

On the field, etc. 

Bright, joyous all the day, harmful to none; 
Working for those thou lov'st from rise of sun, 
Warbling sweet vesper song when day is done, 
Thou in thy Southern home goodwill hast won. 

On the field, etc. 

Bird of love, work and joy, welcomed all round. 
In cot or farmstead where thy songs resound; 
Emblem in truth art thou, with favour crowned, 
Of Austral's land where thou thy home hast found. 

On the field, etc. T.P.S. 

BOWNING HILL. 

A W H I L E W I T H T H E BLACKS. 

@N the railway line which joins two of the capitals of 
Australia, and situated some two hundred miles from 
Sydney, stands the township Bowning. Although 

directly connected with the metropolis of its province, it gains 
little therefrom, nor does the metropolis receive much from 
it—a few groceries exchanged for a few bales of wool, or a 
few kangaroo skins, is practically all the business transacted 
between the two. Bowning is a small township, small even 
for a township—it boasts but one street, crooked and forlorn 
in appearance; a house, here and there, testifying that it is 
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not a cattle-run, which the lean bullocks ever wandering 
about might might seem to indicate. A shanty, a blacksmith's 
shop, a general store—true indeed to its name, retailing any
thing from a round of beef, or a loaf of bread, to a handless 
watch—are the only places of business that adorn the 
thoroughfare. There is, however, one thing that can hardly 
fail to attract the attention of the weary traveller, as the 
train dashes unheedingly past the station, and that is an 
immense hill which rises abruptly from a stretch of level 
country; and which is known as " Bowning Hill" or "Bobra." 
The hill is of sugar-loaf form, its sides are thickly wooded, its 
top is covered with long yellow grass that glistens in the sun 
like gold. From the summit the eye traverses a varied 
prospect of plain and forest, of valley and upland, till it 
reaches the place, eighty miles distant, where the uneven 
peaks of the Murrumbidgee mountains seem piled against 
the sky. Turning from the north, one is glad to relieve the 
monotony of an apparently endless sea of waving tree tops, 
by looking where the towns of Binalong and Borrowa sleep 
'neath the gaze of the noonday sun. In another direction, by 
reason of its closeness, Yass is more plainly visible; and in 
a third, Queenbeyan is represented by a few spots shining 
from among the ranges. Rivers and streamlets of greater or 
less importance add to the scene; but far away in the east, a 
silver thread, now winding for some distance through a clear, 
space of open country, now lost among the cliffs that frown 
on the crossings of Boambolo and Tamus, is the second of 
Australian rivers, the Murrumbidgee. 

Bowning sunken, as it now appears to be, in oblivion—its 
existence known to few but its own inhabitants and the 
inhabitants of the neighbourhood—occupies a foremost place 
in the unwritten history of the past. It was the necropolis 
of a tribe of blacks called " Oorootomahoo." Bobra was the 
Olympus on which the modernly-styled " Devil-Devil," the 
only superhuman being to whom the degraded darkie bows, 
was thought to sit enthroned. Round its base rest the bones 
of many a savage chieftain. Its sides have often re-echoed 
the unearthly sounds of the corroboree. The name Bowning 
pronounced—and more correctly so—by some of the older 
settlers " Bownyun," is a corruption of two aboriginal words 
meaning " grave-yard " ; for it was here that the tribe above-
mentioned buried its dead. It was believed that any black 
interred within the shade of Bobra would rise to the top as a 
white man, that those, who were not fortunate enough to 
rest in such a hallowed spot, were changed into death-adders 
and were constantly waging war against the members of the 
tribe to which they formerly belonged, and finally that the 
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marks on the adder's back were the name, age, crimes and 
qualities good and bad of the person bitten. It was also a 
belief among the aboriginals, that the " Devil-Devil" lived on 
the hill, and that anyone but the chief of the tribe daring to 
ascend more than a few yards would be withered in an instant. 
The " Devil-Devil" it was thought had a special love for the 
land lying around Bobra (in fact for any place that can be-
seen from its summit), and had a special interest in the 
destinies of the blacks that lived there; he preserved them 
from disease, supplied them with food, and delivered them 
from their enemies. 

When we look at the spot that caused such fancies to 
arise in the breast of the Australian savage, we must admit 
that, in their case, it was superstition with " some excuse." 
A hill rising abruptly from a level piece of land to a height of 
several hundred feet, its summit, at one time, graced with a 
glittering crown, at another, nestling among the clouds; a 
stream of limpid water, springing from an unknown source, 
darting by its rugged side, a pile of rocks closely resembling 
a mighty arm-chair could hardly fail to produce impressions 
of such a nature in the narrow minds of the blacks. More
over, we are struck by the likeness existing between then-
beliefs and our own. We learn that from time immemorial 
the graves of the blacks were made round the foot of Bobra ; 
that, long before such a being as a white man was known to 
the tribe, it was thought that the darkie, on whose grave 
the shadow of the hill was cast, would rise to the top as a 
white cockatoo. Flocks of these birds were often seen about 
the place, their screechings were considered greetings extended 
to some new member added to their number, and on no account 
were they molested. But of late years the advance of civiliz
ation has banished the aboriginals from their favourite haunts, 
the presence of the white man has taught them to distrust 
that the lands from which they are so heartlessly driven was 
once their own, and the treatment they experience has partly 
caused them to forget that being who watched their fathers 
from the rocks on Bobra. Of late, too, sheep and cattle have 
grazed on the brow of the mountain, the digger's spade has 
desecrated its base, and the ploughshare has laid bare the 
bones of many a dusky warrior, who has slept for years 
entombed with his boomerang and his spear in the longed-for 
shade. Scarcely a trace is now seen of the tribe, not a mark 
is left of the camp : the white cockatoos, no longer respected 
as the spirits of his fortunate ancestors, are trapped and sold 
by the black-boy for the merest trifle : the howl of the dingo 
and the piercing note of the curlew have replaced the dreadful 
shrieks of the savage; and the moonbeams wandering among 
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the ghostlike trunks of the gum-trees, make figures more 
terrifying to the startled fancy of the bewildered wayfarer 
than the naked forms with staring eyes that danced around 
the fires at the corroboree. Still, even now, when the thin 
mists begin to rise, and the lengthened shadows no longer lie 
on the sward in the valley, when the sunset has steeped in 
crimson splendour the clouds that hover round the Olympus 
of the black-man, when its summit and chair-sbaped rocks 
alone are illumined by the last rays that steal from the fading 
west, the awe-struck darkey, thrilled by the prospect, yields 
to the ancient beliefs of his race and bends a trembling knee 
to Bowning Hill. 

WoLLONDILLY. 

GIBRALTAR. 

HAT visions of conquest, of power, of solidity, does 
this one word "Gibraltar" conjure up before us. 
Its very name is a synonym for the strength which is 

impregnable. In Gibraltar, especially as it is to-day, nature 
and human skill seem to have conspired to present to the world 
the strongest of military fastnesses. And as tho' this were not 
sufficient the British Government has lavished, and is still 
lavishing, vast sums of money maintaining and continually 
strengthening it. At present over ^5,000,000 are being spent 
on the construction of three enormous docks, and theforma-
tion of an enclosed harbour which will afford complete shelter 
to the whole fleet in time of war. 

Situated at the southern extremity of Spain and forming 
one of the Pillars of Hercules, the other, across the Straits, 
being Mount Abyla in Africa, the Rock is nearly 3 miles long, 
about $ mile wide, has a circumference of about 7 miles, and 
rises to a height of nearly 1,400 feet. On the north it is 
connected with the mainland by a low sandy isthmus, 1,500 
yards in length, and from 1,000 to 1,800 yards in breadth. 
Part of this is known as the Neutral Ground over which no 
one is allowed to pass, except by a straight road, turning 
neither to the right nor to the left. On one side of the 
Neutral Ground facing the Spanish town of La Linia are the 
British sentries unceasingly marching to and fro, with 
bayonets fixed and on the alert, whilst on the other, one sees 
the Spanish soldiers all along the line also doing " Sentry go" 
but in quite an indolent fashion, lolling about and seemingly 
indifferent to what passes around. 

w 
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The approaches, both from the Neutral ground and from 
the sea, are guarded by a great number of very powerful 
batteries, placed one above the other, and by fortfications so 
strong in themselves and in their relative bearing on each 
other, that the Rock may be said to be absolutely impregnable 
as long as a sufficient garrison remains and sufficient provisions 
are furnished them. And here I may mention that four large 
reservoirs, each capable of containing 1,300,000 gallons of 
water, have been recently cut out of the solid rock and a 
collecting area of 14 acres prepared for the winter rains. The 
reservoirs are so constructed that no light can reach them 
nor the sun's rays heat the water, which partially filtered as 
it enters the reservoir, is thoroughly so before it leaves it. 
A huge storehouse, which is constantly being replenished, 
contains provisions of all kinds sufficient to withstand a three 
years' siege. 

Most of the batteries are on the higher declivities of the 
Rock, and being painted green and hidden away amidst 
flowers and foliage, present a very peaceful and harmless 
appearance. But on approaching nearer one realizes how 
fallacious is this idea, for the whole rock fairly bristles with 
cannons, bearing on land and sea. You cannot turn either to 
the right or to the left without seeing these open-mouthed 
monsters, and looking into their murderous throats. Every
where there are guns, guns, guns! They seem to be pointed 
exactly at you till you get nervous and wonder might they 
not suddenly go oil and blow you remorselessly into eternity. 

The great sight of Gibraltar is the long lines of fortified 
"Galleries" which extend from the Moorish Castle on the 
west all round the north-west and north sides of the Rock. 
Having obtained a permit to visit them from the military 
secretary, I entered by the old Moorish Castle, and a serjeant 
was told off to accompany me. The following may convey 
an idea of what I saw:—Some distance from the perpendicular 
face of the Rock a long winding tunnel is excavated out of 
the solid limestone. It gradually ascends from the Castle to 
a height of about 1,000 feet above the sea level. At intervals 
of about 30 yards along this tunnel, artificial caves or chambers 
open outwards towards the face of the Rock. They are 
conical in shape and end in apertures about 5 feet square, 
just leaving room for the sighting and manceuvreing of the 
huge guns, one of which, with its necessary complement of 
ammunition, occupies each of these apartments. For half 
a mile or so these Galleries (of which there are three, one 
above the other) run on, and every inch of the bay, and 
of the Spanish coast opposite within range is covered by 
these cannon. They are all so equipped with mechanical 
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appliances that, if it were necessary, three men alone would 
suffice to effectively manage each of them, whilst from their 
position, protected as they are by millions of tons of solid rock, 
and situated at such an enormous height, it would be practic
ally impossible for an enemy to dismount or injure one of 
them. A glorious view is to be had from any one of these 
windows in the Rock. Far away in the distance stretches 
the lordly chain of the Sierra Nevada mountains, snow-capped 
eternally, looking down upon a lower range of Andalusian 
hills, in the bosom of which can be seen nestling the white 
villages of Jimena, Castellar, and many another hamlet. 
Nearer still is the town-topped hill of San Roque, springing 
up as tho' from the surrounding Cork Woods, whilst right 
opposite, washed by the waves of the bay, rests the sleepy-
looking town of Algeciras, apparently unconscious of the ever-
changing scene of busy vessels of all nationalties, battle-ships 
and torpedo-boats, huge liners and fussy launches, constantly 
steaming up and down the bay at its feet. Then almost right 
beneath us, little white-clad specs of humanity can be barely 
discerned—they are the officers of the garrison competing in 
the "Gymkhana" or galloping their ponies over the polo 
ground. 

A pretty town is Gibraltar," "clean as a new pin" thanks 
to its rising situation, and to the vigilance of the Sanitary 
Commissioners, who are endowed with unlimited,powers to 
secure the health of the town. Cleanliness is a favourite 
virtue of the people, and one is particularly struck by the 
exquisite taste and neatness in dfess displayed by all classes, 
rich and poor alike. True, the streets are very narrow, so 
narrow that two vehicles can barely pass each other, the 
greater number of them too are steep and tortuous, yet space 
on the Rock is so very limited that one could hardly expect 
it to be otherwise. Besides, narrow streets are not altogether 
an unmixed evil in Southern countries, for they thereby afford 
a grateful shade from the blazing sun which prevails for the 
greater part of the year. Oddly enough, the first street you 
enter is named "Irishtown," whilst others such as "Cloister 
Ramp," and " Covent Lane " clearly indicate their connections 
in by-gone days. 

The present garrison of Gibraltar numbers about 6,000 
artillery, infantry, and engineers, all under the command of 
the Governor-General, Sir George White, G.C.B. The civil 
population is about 20,000, of these 15,000 are " Gibraltarians" 
the remainder being made up of English, Spanish, Italians, 
Maltese, Jews, Arabs, and Moors. The varied and picturesque 
costumes of these latter as they stride about in their many 
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coloured garments make a pleasing picture to the eye of the 
unaccustomed stranger. 

The whole population of Gibraltar, whether civil or 
military, is subjected to certain stringent rules. For even a 
day's sojourn the alien must obtain a "permit" from the 
Chief of Police. This pass is easily obtained from an inspector 
at any of the gates, but should he wish to remain longer in 
the garrison, a Consul or a householder must become security 
for his good behaviour. On no account, unless furnished with 
a special permit signed by the Governor can a. visitor sketch 
or photograph within the garrison. At sundown a cannon 
fired from the signal station gives warning that the gates of 
the fortress are about to be closed for the night. The 
sergeant in charge of the keys, surrounded by a guard with 
fixed bayonets and accompanied by a regimental band, marches 
from the Governor's residence to the principal entrance facing 
the Spanish lines. Strangers are seen hurrying with feverish 
haste to reach the gates before they are.closed, mindful of the 
penalties which would await them were they discovered in 
the fortress without permission after the return 'of the guard. 

This brief and very incomplete sketch of the Rock would 
be still more incomplete were I to omit the educational 
facilities enjoyed by its inhabitants. In the midst of warlike 
surroundings with 

" Cannon to the right of them, 
Cannon to the left of them, 
Cannon in front ofrthem," 

often volleying and thundering—the Christian Brothers have 
established their day college* most successfully imparting a 
commercial, classical, and scientific education to the pupils 
who flock to their halls, whilst their three huge establishments 
situated in different districts of the Rock, provide education 
for nearly 1,000 other pupils, Spaniards in language and 
sentiment, who eagerly seek that knowledge of the English 
tongue so necessary for their advancement in life in this 
English colony. 

The Nuns of the Loretto Order too have established a 
Convent with day college and schools in the town, and in 
the South (known as "Europa") beautifully situated on a 
rising ground overlooking the Straits, with gigantic palms 
lending a charm to the scene, their boarding college for 
Young Ladies flourishes under a well-deserved reputation. 

As in days of old, Missionaries went, forth from the 
" Island of Saints " carrying to distant lands a knowledge of 
the Gospel, so in our own times is this God-like devotion 
repeated, for we find that the Religious of these two grand 
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Orders hail from the green shores of Erin, whence Faith, 
and Charity, and self-sacrifice have led them from their 
Fatherland to devote their lives to the welfare of the stranger 
on a foreign shore. 

Truly to these noble defenders of the Catholic Faith may 
be applied these words !— 

" Forth from its scabbard never hand 
Waved sword from stain as free; 
Nor purer souls led a braver band. 
Nor braver toiled for a brighter land, 
Nor brighter land had a cause more grand, 
Nor cause a Chief like Thee." 

P.C-B. 

SIEGE OF KIMBERLEY, &c, 

BY AN EYE-WITNESS. 

*T L E F T Australia for South Africa on September 6th, 1899. 
I I sailed from Melbourne, called at Albany, in West 
1 Australia—spending a day and a night there to let a storm 
blow over—and then headed for Durban, in Natal, where I 
landed at the end of the month. Business, together with con
gested and disorganised traffic, detained me a week in Durban. 
I then took steamer to East London, farther south, from which 
port I travelled to Kimberley by train, nearly 600 miles. 

When I was passing through Durban and East London 
in the early days of October, the Uitlanders and other foreigners 
were fleeing in great numbers from the towns in the Trans
vaal, chiefly from Johannesburg and Pretoria. These fugitives 
represented various grades of society—many of them were very 
respectable business people, well able to defray their expenses 
in the best hotels. Every available accommodation in the 
coast towns of the Colony was occupied even then. I saw from 
five to ten beds laid side by side on the floor in one room of a 
hotel. Many had to sleep in tents and even out in the open 
air. I was told by several they had been forced to quit the 
country and leave their property behind them to be either 
wrecked or looted. These people, though sufferers, did not 
desire war, although it was ostensibly to redress their wrongs 
that the war was threatened. However, they were forced to 
leave, for the war-cloud was then gathering; but no one seemed 
to expect it would burst so suddenly, and much less that the 
Boers would be the first to commence operations. 
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The passengers on the steamer—nearly 2,000—from 
Delagoa Bay to the southern ports and to England were liter
ally packed together; only the few had berths; and all had 
merely to take their chance of getting a meal. 

The railway from East London to Kimberley, and from 
Kimberley to Capetown, 650 miles, is a surface line—no tunnels 
and scarcely any cuttings or embankments. The features of 
the country inland from East London, and Capetown also, are 
very varied. In some places endless mountains rise up in 
irregular groups from immense stretches of plateaux. In others, 
strangely-shaped mounds, hills, and ridges of ironstone—all 
now so well known by the famous name of "kopjes" (pr. 
koppeys)—lie strewn over the plain. Through all these the 
railway winds its way, curving round the hills, and gradually 
rising to higher levels until the " Great Karoo" is reached. 
Stormberg was the highest point attained—over 6,000 feet. 
The hills or kopjes and mountains have great variety of out
line ; their sides are stony and often terraced, and their tops 
generally flat, sometimes pointed. With a slight expenditure 
of engineering skill they can be made veritable fortresses. 
The " Great Karoo" through which I passed is a vast desolate 
looking plain of red clay, and without water, producing scarcely 
any grass, and only a scanty and tufty growth of herbage, like 
dwarf bush or heather. 

KIMBERLEY'S SITUATION. 

From the sea-coast to Kimberley the ground gradually 
rises until a height of over 4,100 feet is reached at the latter 
place. The town stands on a gently undulating plain, part of 
the " Great Karoo." The country around is brown, bleak, 
and desolute looking; scarcely a bush or tree to break the 
monotony, except a few scraggy specimens of the mimosa. 
A coarse tufty herbage, resembling somewhat our mountain 
heather, grows scantily over the plain, and is very nutritious 
for sheep and cattle. The soil is rich, but water is much 
wanted. Rain falls here but rarely, and hence the ground is 
parched and barren. The horizon around Kimberley is broken 
by irregular ranges of hills or isolated kopjes varying in 
distance from within three to twelve miles of the town. It 
was chiefly from some of these that the Boers shelled the 
town and suburbs during the siege. 

THE TOWN. 

Kimberley has a population of over 30,000. About half 
of these are blacks or coloured people. The coloured popula
tion includes Kaffirs of various tribes, Indians, and Creoles 
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from Mauritius. The Kaffirs and Indians are mostly pagans. 
Only very few are Catholics. The whole Catholic population 
numbers about 2,500. The town has a Mayor and Corpora
tion, and an Irishman filled the office in 1899. 

Kimberleyexists because ofitsdiamond mines. Practically 
the entire population is connected with, or dependent upon, 
the working of the mines; ordinarily, about 12,000 men are 
employed in them. These are all blacks, chiefly Zulus, as 
being the strongest, the most reliable, and the best workers. 
White men superintend the blacks. The work in the mines 
goes on unceasingly night and day the, whole year round, 
except on Christmas Day. Each set of men works eight 
hours at a time, and then rests for sixteen hours. The black 
men can earn from three to seven shillings a day. They are 
confined in " Compounds'' attached to the mines, not being 
allowed out for three months. This precaution is intended to 
prevent the practice of illicit dealing in diamonds. Various 
other means are adopted having the same end in view. About 
^"4,000,000 a year, net profit, is derived from the mines. 

In the older portions of the town the houses are very poor 
and plain-looking, nearly all having walls and roofs of corru
gated iron ; and here the streets are narrow, winding, and 
irregular. As the town assumed form the houses erected were 
of a better kind, brick being more generally used, and the 
streets were laid out in a much improved manner. 

In the more modern parts of the town the streets are wide 
and regular and the houses much superior. Some of the 
latter are very handsome and architectural. The great 
majority of them are of one story ; and nearly every house has 
a verandah extending along one or more sides of it. 

Beaconsfield, now a poor place, with a population of 
4,000 or 5,000, is situated about a mile and a half distant from 
Kimberley. Its decline came with the " closing down" of its 
only industry—the diamond mines—and the transfer of opera
tions to Kimberley. It has still a Mayor and Corporation. 
A tram-line connects both towns; and trams run each way 
every half hour. Mules furnish the motor power. Wesselton 
is a wretched village on the outskirts of Beaconsfield. The 
richest of the " Kimberley diamond mines" is situated in 
Wesselton, but it has not been worked for years. The diamond 
syndicate regulates the supply so as merely to meet the 
demand. 

The local diamond mines were first opened at Wesselton. 
They were then worked as open mines, from above, and had 
the appearance of gigantic quarries. - The excavations 
extended down to 100 or 150 feet, and covered a surface of 
thirty or forty acres. It was from one of these disused mines 
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that the water supply for Kimberley and Beaconsfield was 
drawn during the siege. It was pumped into* a reservoir 
where it was filtered. At best it was bad water, and had to 
be boiled before drinking. It was a fruitful source, during 
the siege, of dysentery, fever, and other diseases. The ordinary 
water supply for Kimberley and district was obtained from 
the Vaal River, about twelve miles distant; this the Boers 
cut off, as well as that from the intermediate station, about 
six miles from Kimberley. 

THE SIEGE BEGUN. 

I arrived in Kimberley on Wednesday, n th of October, 
just three days before the siege began. When I reached there 
no immediate outbreak of war was apprehended; much less 
was a siege expected. The people of Kimberley seemed the last 
to realise the impending danger. No doubt an extra stock 
of provisions, etc., had been got in by a number of store
keepers, lest something untoward should happen. About 2000 
soldiers—including some 650 infantry and 1400 volunteers, 
the latter all mounted—had been drafted into the town, with 
stores, guns, and ammunition, and some slight defence works 
had been erected during the previous weeks under the direc
tion of military engineers. These were about the only pre
parations made. Though such precautions were taken no 
serious fear of either war or siege existed. The general 
impression seemed to be' that war was unlikely, but that if it 
did come England would be the first to declare it. The 
ultimatum issued by the Boer Republics to the English 
Government on the nth of October, terminated .on the 14th 
at five o'clock p.m., and on that very evening the Boers 
declared war by crossing the border, entering Cape Colony at 
various points, and tearing up the railway to the north and 
south of Kimberley. On next morning, 15th October, the 
siege began, and I found myself an unwilling and sorely dis
appointed prisoner, with no means of escape, and subjected to 
an enforced confinement, without knowing for what or how 
long. At early dawn on the 15th the Boers were seen in 
large numbers and at various points around the town. An 
attack on Beaconsfield was threatened; the " hooter" at De 
Beers' mine sounded an alarm ; quite a panic ensued; and the 
people of Beaconsfield were ordered to retire into Kimberley 
without delay, as their town was wholly undefended at the 
time. Almost the entire population deserted their homes and 
fled into Kimberley for safety. Though it was Sunday, trains, 
trams and cars were hurrying to and fro for hours, bearing off 
the people with all they could bring of their household furni-
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ture, while many hundreds of blacks and whites tramped into 
town along the main road, bearing with them as much as they 
could carry of their earthly belongings. 

On the same day a rumour of an attack on Kimberley by 
the Boers reached the Roman Catholic Church during the 
I I o'clock Mass. A panic followed—the congregation fled 
precipitately to their homes, leaving the priest to finish Mass 
alone. The people were advised by him " to seek their safety 
in flight." The " hooter" at the mines continued to scream; 
the people rushed to their houses; and the defenders of the 
town snatched up their arms and hastened to their appointed 
posts at the redoubts and different points of danger to await 
the approach of the enemy. 

The threatened attack, however, was not made. Towards 
evening the Boers wheeled southwards, away from Kimberley, 
leaving the people at ease for the moment, but painfully anxious 
for the morrow. Thus passed the first day of a siege which 
lasted four months—viz., from October 15th to February 15th 
following, when it was raised on the approach of General 
French, with an army of 8,000 men all mounted. 

Up to the declaration of war by the Boers the defence of 
Kimberley had been almost wholly neglected. This is how 
it came to be so. For a considerable period previous to the 
war, the political party holding office and having most influence 
in Cape Colony represented Dutch interests. Mr. Schreiner, 
as Prime Minister in Capetown, was at its head. He as well as 
the "Cape Dutch," sympathised with the Bores of the Repub
lics. He did everything in his power to prevent or obstruct 
any defences being raised along the borders of the Transvaal 
or the Free State, or any soldiers or artillery being sent to 
strategic points or to places in danger. He declared that 
Kimberley, for example, need be in no way apprehensive, and 
that there was not the remotest danger of its being besieged 
or attacked. He prevented troops being drafted in there as 
far as he could, and when forced to have guns placed there 
for defensive purposes he contrived to have only 7-pounders 
sent. These were little better than pop-guns, and were 
comparatively useless in presence of the 9 and 15-pounders 
used by the Boers. They were, of course, perfectly powerless 
against " Long Tom "—the 100-pound gun used in shelling 
the town during the last ten days of the siege. 

The Boer guns commanded a longer range than those of 
the English, and hence they were able to shell the town and 
still remain beyond range of the English guns. 
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THE DEFENCE OF KIHBERLEY. 

During the siege Kimberley, Beaconsfield and Wesselton 
were included within the defence works. Extending around 
these places, and practically on three sides, were debris heaps 
lying at intervals. These had been formed of the pulverised 
rocks and clay—the " blue ground "—raised from the diamond 
mines, and from which the precious gems had been culled. 
Some of them were of immense size, and rose to a height of 
sixty or eighty feet. These were generally availed of for 
defensive purposes, and suited admirably. They were easily 
fortified, they held commanding positions, and by little labour 
and military skill they became veritable strongholds. Trenches 
were formed and breastworks raised on their sides and tops; 
sacks filled with dried clay were placed on top, and loop-holed 
so as to afford protection while firing. Cannon were placed 
on a few of the more commanding and more distant of these 
heights, and each one was manned by a number of " Town 
Guards"—from 25 to 100, according to its position or 
importance. 

The defences at the fourth or south side of the towns 
consisted mainly of redoubts formed by digging trenches and 
raising breastworks similiar to those on the debris heaps; they 
were a little over a furlong apart, and were manned in the 
same way. Towards the south-west of Kimberley, about 
half a mile outside it, and on ground slightly higher than 
where the town stood, was the reservoir. This too was 
fortified, and had two 7-pounders, as well as a large number 
of soldiers to guard it during the siege. The Boers made it a 
special object of attack, as the supply of filtered water for the 
town depended on it " At least 200 shells were fired into it, 
or at it, but did no harm. The fortified posts around the 
beleaguered towns numbered at least forty, and were defended 
by at least an average of sixty men each; they were from one 
to two furlongs apart. Connecting the several forts, and 
forming an irregular curve around the entire protected area, 
was a barbed wire fence with large boughs of the mimosa tree 
drawn through it. This tree or bush is styled "wait a bit," 
in allusion to its numerous long, sharp thorns; and certainly 
if one got stuck in it he should "wait a bit" before getting 
free again. During the siege no person was allowed to cross 
this barrier—in or out—without a written " Pass " from the 
military authorities. 

Outside the forts all round, dynamite mines were laid at 
intervals. These mines could be exploded from the forts, 
singly or all together as might be required. In several debris 
heaps powder magazines were excavated; and in many of the 
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forts shell-proof shelters were erected or hollowed out. For 
these latter there was little need, except at the reservoir and 
Wesselton mine, for the Boer gunners directed almost all their 
shells, not at the redoubts where the armed defenders were, 
but at the town or special portions of it, where they could 
effect most damage, and where chiefly women and children 
were congregated. 

The defence force in Kimberley consisted of 650 regular 
soldiers—the Royal Lancashires - including infantry and 
artillery; about 2,000 mounted men, chiefly volunteers and 
Cape Police; and about 2,500 of the " Town Guards," an armed 
force called into existence by the siege. Lieutenant-Colonel 
Kekewich, a Jew, held the chief command, and having, at the 
commencement of the siege, proclaimed martial law within 
his imiied territory, he assumed the control of all matters 
civil as well as military. 

During the siege shells were extensively manufactured in 
De Beers' workshops for the English guns; and when nearly 
three months of the siege had passed, a large cannon was 
manufactured in the same place after weeks of incessant 
labour. It was formed from a solid cylinder of steel. It was 
10 feet long, 1 foot in diameter, and had a bore of 4 inches. 
It was finely finished and well mounted. Shells for it were 
also made at De Beers'. It was named "Long Cecil" in 
honour of Cecil Rhodes. This was the only English gun able 
to reach some of the Boer positions. It gave the Boers much 
trouble, killing several, and driving them from the " Interme
diate Station," one of their chief laagers. Its designer and chief 
maker was the head engineer at the workshops—a Mr. Labram, 
a Yankee. He was a very clever man, a genius in his depart
ment. Even the appliances essential to the making of " Long 
Cecil" had to be manufactured in the workshops; but strange 
fatality 1 he was, a few weeks after the accomplishment of his 
great feat, killed by a 100-pound shell from " Long Tom "— 
the Boers' big gun. His fate was deemed the most tragic 
event of the siege, and threw a gloom over the entire popula
tion. About half an hour before his death, and while on his way 
to dinner from his work to .the hotel where he stopped, he had 
a most narrow escape from a shell—a 100-pounder—whizzing 
by within a couple of yards of him. On reaching the hotel he 
told of his escape; he then went to his room to prepare for 
dinner. While washing his hands a 100-pound shell descended 
through the roof and exploded in his room, tearing and mangling 
his face and body beyond recognition. He died almost immedi
ately. His death caused great rejoicing among the Boers. 
They had now some compensation for the annoyance and loss 
caused by "Long Cecil." The Boers besieging were made 
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acquainted with practically every movement within by their 
Dutch sympathisers in the towns. Accordingly, when the 
remains of Mr. Labram were being removed from the hospital 
at eight o'clock the night following, a ioo-pound shell was 
landed quite near—so near that a large splinter of it flew into 
into one of the hospital wards. While the funeral cortege, 
which was numerous and most representative of the military 
and civilians, was assembled at the cemetery two miles distant, 
two other ioo-pound shells exploded in close proximity. 

THE BESIEGERS. 

The Boers established themselves around Kimberley in 
the best positions they could find for their purpose. Their 
principal laagers or camps they pitched from four to eight miles 
or so from the English defences. As already mentioned, they 
placed their cannon on the sides of the distant kopjes where 
available, and on any elevated ground on which they could 
establish themselves, and which brought the town within range 
pf their guns. During the siege they tried and abandoned 
several positions for better ones; and towards its close they 
had got in their guns considerably closer, and had the town 
well within range. About the middle of the siege an outlying 
debris heap, called Kamfersdam, was, after some sharp en
counters, taken and held by the Boers. It was too far out to 
be included in the English line of defence. The Boers fortified 
it strongly with barbed wire and trenches, manned it and fixed 
a gun on its summit, with which they vigorously shelled the 
town. It was about three miles from the nearest point of 
Kimberley. It was here they placed "Long Tom," which 
wrought such havoc and caused so much terror among the 
people during the last ten days of the siege. 

The belt of country between the besiegers and the besieged 
was constantly patrolled day and night by the English. Here, 
too, the De Beers'and other cattle grazed under the protection 
of the guns. " Sniping " was extensively carried on by the 
Boers, picking down whenever they could a man in " khaki," 
from among the patrols and cattle guards. The Boers made 
several attempts to raid the cattle; on one occasion they suc
ceeded in carrying off 400 head, and on another 800, including 
about 600 horses, donkeys and mules. 

T H E SORTIES. 

During the siege several sorties were made by the gar
rison with trifling results; some few were generally killed or 
wounded on both sides, but very little decided or permanent 
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advantage gained. In one of these attacks 33 Boer prisoners 
were taken; by all accounts they were glad of the change, as 
with a renewed lease of life it brought them better rations. 
They were confined in Kimberley gaol, where I saw them. 
They were hardy, wiry, shrewd-looking men, having tanned 
faces and fair hair ; they were of medium size, but the Boers 
as a race are tall, lathy and bony; they wore full but scanty 
beards, as is the custom with the Boers; they seemed to 
range between 20 and 40 years of age; they wore no uniform, 
and their clothes were soiled, seedy and faded. 

In another sortie, led by Lieutenant-Colonel Scott-Turner, 
the second in command in Kimberley, the defence force was 
reduced by 28 killed and over'30 wounded. They had driven 
the Boers from several of their redoubts, and had fixed bayonets 
and were about to attack the enemy in the last and strongest 
of their trenches, when the brave commander, while ordering 
his men to charge, was shot dead through the head. The 
command then devolved on a local man—Captain Peakman, a 
volunteer; he, feeling the task of storming the Boer entrench
ment was hopeless, with the number of men to do it, ordered 
them to retire and to save their lives as best they could. Some 
of the dead and wounded on that occasion had received as 
many as five bullet wounds, such were the volleys poured into 
them by the Boers and so deadly the fire. Had Scott-Turner 
returned alive, even though victorious, he would have been 
tried by court-martial for having exceeded orders. He was an 
exceedingly brave soldier but rash, of a militant disposition, 
and utterly regardless of life. His death, together with the 
numerous casualties in killed and wounded, caused a wide
spread feeling of depression. Many local families were affected 
by the losses of the day, and general disappointment prevailed 
at the slight and transient results achieved. It was the last 
attack of any consequence made on the besiegers during the 
siege. 

THE SHELLING OF THE TOWNS. 

The Boers commenced shelling the towns and forts early 
in November. With the exception of some intervals of quiet 
they continued the bombardment to the end of the siege. At 
one time they had nine guns throwing in shells from six different 
positions. In one day alone 500 shells were thrown into the 
towns and defences. It was calculated that well over 5000 
shells were thrown in altogether. Considering the number of 
shells fired by the Boers, and that most of them were aimed at 
the town, the wonder is how few persons were killed by them 
and how comparatively light was the damage done to property. 
Only about a dozen, people were killed, and a like number more 
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or less seriously injured. It is notable that those killed or 
wounded by shells during the siege were chiefly Dutch, and 
there was no Catholic among the number. Not more than 
sixty or eighty houses were damaged or struck; and only 
a few of these were wholly or even partially demolished. 

Many of the shells used by the Boers were of bad quality 
and did.not explode at all; many others fell short or wide of 
the objects aimed at; and many others buried themselves harm
lessly in the soft open ground between the houses and around 
the suburbs. Whenever the shells exploded in the ground 
they did little or no harm. The shells I have mentioned were 
all constructed to explode on contact with the ground, or any 
hard substance, and were filled with bullets and pellets of 
metal to multiply their powers of destruction. There was 
another kind of shell, called shrapnel, often thrown into the 
town. It is constructed to explode in the air, and is so 
arranged as to do this at the exact time required. These shells 
were generally thrown into the most populous quarters in the 
hope of destroying life; but they often failed to burst, and, in 
consequence, did but little damage. The Boers- besieging had 
information from their sympathising friends within as to the 
times and places at which the people were most numerously 
assembled. Their shells were directed accordingly. Mr. 
Rhodes' principal places of residence were special targets for 
the Boer guns. The " Sanatorium " where he generally stayed 
was near the Brothers' House and Schools, and hence they and 
the Nazareth Convent adjoining received a large share of atten
tion from the shells. The Boers tried to shell the Sanatorium 
from at least three different positions, and the Brothers' House 
and the Convent came almost directly into the line of fire 
from each. At times the Boers seemed to be aiming at the 
Convent and the Brothers' House, the shells came so close and 
so direct. One fell in the Convent yard, within a few yards of 
the Chapel door, and when the children were filing in to Mass. 
It exploded in the ground and did no harm. Many fell just 
outside the Brothers' grounds and in the immediate vicinity of 
the Convent, and buried themselves in the veldt. The bullets 
from some perforated the iron fence around the grounds, so 
near did they explode. So marvellous was the escape, both in 
person and property, of the Brothers and Nuns that I con
sidered it little short of miraculous.. The Holy Family Convent 
and the Church and Presbytery situated in the centre of the 
town had even narrower escapes. Shells fell in showers all 
round them, more thickly perhaps than in any other quarter, 
and still they all escaped. So did the nuns and priests. The 
Catholic Church had a small cross with some ornamental 
woodwork knocked off one end of it by a splinter of a ioo-
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pound shell. This shell had cut through the ridge of an icon 
roof, then entered through a thick brick wall into the show 
hall of a photographer's shop, which was filled with pictures. 
Here it exploded, shattering all the pictures and leaving the 
room a complete wreck. One piece of the shell flew across 
the street diagonally, over the club-house, nearly opposite, 
knocked the cross off the Roman Catholic Church as described, 
and fell on the verandah of the Convent adjoining where one 
of the boarders had been sitting a few minutes before. A few 
non-Catholic churches were struck by shells and more or less 
damaged. 

During the early days of the shelling one of the Brothers 
of our House in Kimberley was walking along the street about 
6.30 a.m. to secure the day's meat for the Community. A 
shell whizzed by him, quite near, and the next moment he 
beheld the upper half of the head taken clean off one of two 
Kaffir women who were walking on before him on the opposite 
side of the street. The eye-witnesses ran off shrieking and in 
terror; and she was left where she fell in a pool of blood for 
nearly an hour. It was just outside the Roman Catholic 
church where some people had assembled for Mass. The 
noise and the terror spread to them, and they, too, fled away 
in panic. Repeatedly during the siege the Brothers had to 
incur serious risks, being obliged to go into town seeking the 
necessaries of life. 

The Nazareth Sisters, who had a large family of 150— 
young and old—to maintain, and who were almost wholly de
pendent on charity, had often to go out collecting for their 
orphans and helpless old people at the risk of their lives. At 
times when the danger became too threatening, they were 
forced to return home. What was more trying still for the 
Sisters, they generally had to return empty-handed after a 
collecting tour under a scorching sun; and before the end of 
the siege they gave up collecting altogether, as they could get 
nothing for their trouble. They had to depend almost entirely 
on the little stores they had laid by, and draw a long account 
for the rest. Notwithstanding all this their numerous family 
enjoyed a degree of health at which the doctors marvelled, 
thanks to the extraordinary care and self-sacrificing charity of 
the devoted Sisters. 

I will give just one instance to illustrate the feeling of 
terror with which the people where imbued while the siege 
was still young, and before they got accustomed to the Boers' 
method of warfare. The " hooter," or steam whistle at De 
Beers' mine, sounded by orders, its shrill, piercing note, when 
an attack by the Boers was threatened. This was a notice 
for all to clear off the streets and retire to their houses. One 
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day, when we were On the market square, where a large 
number of people had assembled and were engaged in business 
or anxiously discussing the • latest rumours, the " hooter" 
sounded the alarm. Instantly the whole motley crowd rushed 
off panic-stricken; blacks and whites, rich and poor, old and 
young, men and women, even the cabmen on "hazzard"—all 
fled away in terror; in a minute or two we had the whole 
square to ourselves. We tried to hail a cabman but in vain; 
each one whipped his horses for bare life, not looking to the 
right or to the left, but fleeing home as fast as his steeds could 
bear him off. Such scenes were of more or less frequent 
occurrence during the first five or six weeks of the siege. 

I must necessarily pass over many details as to the deaths 
and injuries inflicted on some, and the hair-breadth escapes 
of many others, from shells during the bombardment. I will 
make just a brief allusion to the effect produced by the ioo-
pound shells which were fired chiefly into Kimberley and its 
suburbs during the last ten days of the siege. This gun 
(" Long Tom") commanded a range of fully six miles, but it 
rarely fired at this range. Its chief targets were the town, the 
Sanatorium (Rhodes' chief residence), and the " Conning 
Tower," a high metal structure over De Beers' mine, on the 
top of which Colonel Kekewich had his look-out station, 
where he often spent many hours of the day and night, and 
from which he commanded an extensive view of the country 
for miles around. It was intended by the Boers to raze the 
town to the ground, and terrify the garrison into submission. 
The shells from the gun caused the utmost consternation 
among the people; the report of each discharge, the whiz of 
each shell, and the sound of the explosion, were distinctly 
heard by all the inhabitants. The whiz and the explosion 
when the shell came near—say within a quarter of a mile or 
even half a mile—were sounds never to be forgotten; besides, 
all felt that walls were no protection against these shells; and 
extremely few shell-proof shelters were available. While this 
gun was firing—which was pretty constantly for ten days— 
business was all but entirely suspended; the people became 
nervous, terrified, and almost distracted, and occupied them
selves chiefly in devising the best means of saving themselves, 
and of keeping body and soul together. In some cases people 
were in dread to expose themselves so as to take their meals 
in the ordinary way or even to cook them. More than once 
we had to leave the table two or three times during a meal, to 
seek whatever shelter a wall could afford, when a gong from 
the Sanatorium tower sounded the alarm that a shell was 
belched forth from the mouth of " Long Tom." Several people 
lost their minds from the fright and terror inspired by the whiz 
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and explosion of these ioo-pound shells. What increased 
" Long Tom's " power for mischief was, that its terrors came 
so late in the siege, when the people's patience had been well-
nigh exhausted, when their hopes of relief were most slender, 
when their health was weakest and food most scarce, and 
when their nerves had become completely unstrung by their 
many painful and trying surroundings. This, cannon com
menced to fire early on a Wednesday morning, and kept on 
day after day till Saturday, when it continued almost the 
entire day and up to 12 o'clock at night to throw shells into the 
town and suburbs, at the rate of one about every five minutes. 
On that night there was no chance of sleeping; at least half 
a dozen times I jumped up out of bed, believing the House 
had been struck, threw up the window, and looked but to see 
the extent of the damage. Such were the apprehensions 
created by the violence and concussion of the explosions, 
especially in the silent stillness of the night. The excitement 
and terror caused among the people by Saturday's experiences 
were such that on Sunday over three thousand of them, chiefly 
women and children, elected to go down into the mines to 
live—1,800 or 2,000 feet under ground—rather than witness a 
repetition of Saturday's horrors by remaining on the surface. 
There they remained, enduring all the inconveniences of their 
damp, dark, subterranean dwelling, until the fallowing Thurs
day evening, when " Long Tom " was withdrawn by the Boers 
in their flight, on the approach of General French and his 
relief column. Arrangements were made to have food brought 
to those in the mines, or to have it cooked below. They 
suffered very many inconveniences, but preferred all to the 
risks and terrors of a life over ground. 

Fragments of the 100-pound shells were known to land 
fully three-quarters of a mile from where the shell exploded. 
One such piece fell in the Brothers' play-ground. I saw the 
shell exploding more than half a mile off, and then I saw the 
piece of shell, about 6 lbs. weight, fall about 100 yards from 
me in the grounds. I brought it home as a curiosity, with 
some other fragments of 9-pound and 100-pound shells, all of 
which exploded on or around the Brothers' premises. One of 
these 100-pound shells struck under a large kerbstone in the 
Market-square, and sent it flying over two ranges of two-storey 
houses. Another 100-pound shell—a shrapnel—exploded 
directly over Nazareth House. The nuns were at breakfast 
at the time. Nearly all the fragments were picked up in the 
Convent yard, and showers of bullets fell on the roof of the 
Convent buildings. One piece, over 7 lbs. weight, fell through 
the roof and ceiling of their Community-room, then against 
the wall, and lastly, on to the floor with a bang. The nuns 
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were in the refectory underneath, and at the awful stunning 
noise of the explosion, fell prostrate on the floor with fright, 
believing the house had been struck, and was down on top of 
them. The shock and violence of the explosion were such 
that the Brothers all, including myself, believed that our house 
had been struck, and that the side wall facing the Convent 
had been demolished. However, no harm was done beyond 
what I have deseribed. All within the two establishments 
were almost paralysed with terror. During the ensuing two 
hours or so, shells from "Long Tom" came tumbling about 
our neighbourhood every five minutes exactly. Until each 
shell had exploded the sensation and suspense were terrible. 
We could do nothing but wait and watch and listen, and take 
what shelter we could under the walls of the house. The Boers 
were manifestly aiming for the Sanatorium all this time, and 
hence we had such a dreadful experience. The shells fell all 
around us, and their hissing, penetrating sound as they whizzed 
by was something awful. But the worst had yet to come. 

A ioo-pound shell fell right in the middle of the Brothers' 
playground. It ploughed up the ground so as make a hole 
somewhat like a grave. The whiz and explosion were terrific, 
the shell being so near. The Brothers ran out from their 
shelter to gather the fragments as valued souvenirs of the 
siege. If they did not do so the Kaffirs would be immediately 
on the spot to sieze the pieces. These commanded high prices 
—from one shilling to five pounds—according to their size and 
importance. Jews especially bought them up and made them 
into ornaments or curios, wHich they sold dearly. While the 
Brothers were busily engaged in picking up the bullets and 
pieces of shell, the gong at the Sanatorium gave warning that 
another shell had been speeded on its mission of destruction 
—just five minutes after the last one. This gave from 12 to 
15 seconds to seek refuge. Three of the Brothers ran to a deep 
trench at one side of the play-ground, covered over with metal 
rails and bags of clay. They were just in time. The other 
Brother ran towards the school where we were standing. As 
he approached we retired inside the school to our usual shelter. 
We had scarcely done so when the ominous report of the 
cannon reached us ; about a second later the shell whizzed by 
with a penetrating, paralysing hiss that showed it was fearfully 
near. The next instant brought the explosion when the shell 
crashed into the ground outside, just a few yards from the 
wall, inside which we were standing. It ploughed up the 
ground, making a fearful hole, until it reached the rock ; its 
fragments then rebounded, and most of them flew off directly 
over the heads of the Brothers in the trench, and out into the 
open veldt. A shower of bullets and splinters pattered 
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against the iron fence above them and lay strewn all around. 
Fortunately for us and for the building the direction of the 
shell was nearly parallel with the wall of the school, and 
hence no damage was done. The escape of ourselves and 
the house was marvellous—no one hurt, and only one pane of 
glass in the school broken! The Brother who had run 
towards us had the most narrow escape. He had not got 
more than two or three yards out of the path of the shell 
when it whizzed by his ear and enveloped him in a cloud of 
dust and clay. The nuns, who witnessed the scene from their 
own house, thought the Brother had been killed. However, 
he escaped uninjured; but his clothes were struck by some 
of the flying particles. The explosion was terrific. The 
noise was so deafening, and the force and violence of the con
cussion so great, that we felt certain the school had been 
struck and was tumbling down about us. I will not attempt 
to describe the dreadful sensations I felt on that occasion ; I 
will merely say that with me at least they will be a life-long 
memory. 

This last experience was quite enough for us. We did 
not wait for another. Our nerves were completely unstrung. 
We hurried over to seek refuge in a shell-proof shelter which 
the military authorities had just erected at the Convent. It 
was one of the most secure in Kimberley. It was about six 
feet in height, and was formed by excavating to a depth of 
about three feet, raising an earth-work all round, and roofing 
over with metal rails and bags of clay. We found nearly 180 
people assembled there—the Bishop, the Nuns, the inmates of 
Nazareth House, and several others who had come out from 
the town for safety. Here we stopped the greater part of the 
day, until the shell-fire slackened towards evening. We had 
recourse to this shelter occasionally during the remaining days 
of the siege. 

THE FOOD SUPPLY. 
At the commencement of the siege Kimberley was well 

stocked with food stuffs. In time of peace it was a centre 
from which many small outlying places, for many miles 
around, received their supplies. In addition to this a con
siderable extra quantity of provisions was got into the town 
during the months preceding the siege in order to be prepared 
for contingencies. Had it been otherwise the town could not 
have withstood such a protracted siege. 

Martial law was declared during the first days of the 
siege; and Colonel Kekewich, Commander of the defence 
forces, took over the management of civil as well as military 
affairs. No person was allowed to pass through the barriers 
around the towns without a permit. He fixed the prices of 
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all ihe principal articles of food, such as meat, bread, tea, 
sugar, milk, &c. He allowed an increase of about 50 per 
cent, on the ordinary prices. Luxuries, such as fowl, eggs, 
butter, spirits, &c, had no fixed prices; they commanded 
whatever amounts the vendor was pleased to charge and the 
purchaser willing to pay. As the weeks went on everything 
began to get scarce. After a short time neither vegetables, 
eggs, nor butter could-be obtained for any money. Tinned 
milk, which is that chiefly used in Kimberley, was almost the 
only kind to be had during the siege ; and during the last two 
months or more, thousands of people were absolutely without 
milk. 

The quality of the bread allowed to be baked and sold 
was fixed the first week of the siege. It consisted of three 
parts of Boer meal to one of flour. These produced an 
unsavoury brown bread which, with black tea or coffee, formed 
the chief or only food of very many persons during a great 
portion of the time. The quantity of bread allowed to each 
person was fixed from the beginning. At first it was 16 oz. 
daily. After a month it was reduced to 12 ozs., and for the 
last eight or nine weeks it was only io£ ozs. daily. This was 
the limit even for the soldiers, except the regulars. They 
were allowed more liberal rations. A certain quantity of flour 
and meal in lieu of bread was given if preferred. 

During the siege all the more essential articles of food 
were meted out to the people in fixed portions, and in reduced 
measure as they grew more scarce. Everything had to be 
got by ticket, and moreover, paid for in cash. These tickets 
had to be checked and counter-Checked; and in very many 
cases they afforded no guarantee that the articles they repre
sented would be supplied. Very early in the siege the sale of 
food stuffs was confined to a few stores; later on to one or 
two; and all the goods of a like nature in the other stores 
were kept over or given up to the few allowed to sell, the 
quantities thus transferred being noted and prices fixed. 

Much of each day was occupied in procuring the bare 
necessaries of life for each family. On some days several 
visits to one or more offices and stores were necessitated. It 
often happened that hundreds of people—black and white, 
rich and poor—after waiting for supplies for hours, had to 
return home empty-handed. For the last month or more of 
the siege, no milk could be obtained except for the sick, and 
even then a doctor's certificate was required. Later on a 
certificate from the military doctor was necessary, all demands 
had to pass through his hands; and it was only a few of the 
worst cases that were attended to. For thousands of people— 
all whites even—the only food to be had during the last weeks 
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of the siege was brown bread and black tea or coffee. During 
this time it was extremely difficult to obtain any kind of food, 
save bread; and to attain success, much time and patient 
waiting, with tickets and " red tape," were as necessary as 
cash. 

Some things commanded fabulous prices. They were, of 
course, extremely scarce, and could be purchased only by the 
favoured few. Eggs realised from 18s. to 30s. a dozen; 
butter, from 8s. to 15s. a pound. A fowl brought its fortunate 
owner from 15s. to 50s. according to its size. I knew 35s. to 
be refused for a small, lean turkey at Christmas time; 45s. 
were demanded. Potatoes, the few to be had, sold at 3s. to 
to 6s. per pound; a sack of potatoes was bought for £25; 
and I learned that on one occasion 8s. were paid for a few. It 
was quite a compliment to get a bottle of wine for 13s.; the 
price went up to and over £\. Brandy and whisky were two or 
three times as dear. I knew 30s. to be refused for a bottle of 
the former, and for the last two months or so of the siege it 
was all but impossible to obtain a bottle of either. To help 
to season the foregoing prices I must add that, in one case, I 
knew of 7s. 6d. having been given for a single onion. 

Meat was one of the scarcest commodities during the 
siege, and was among the most difficult to obtain: For a few 
weeks one pound daily was allowed for each person—except 
to the Kaffirs, who got none. The amount was then reduced 
to half a pound; and for the last two months or more, the 
quantity was fixed at a J pound for each person over twelve 
years of age, and 2 ounces for all under twelve. There 
was no mutton to be got during the siege. Beef was sup
plied in limited quantities for over two months—till about 
the end of December, and from that until about the 20th Feb
ruary, horse-flesh was, with a few rare exceptions, the only 
meat available. Some mules were killed; and donkey flesh 
was considered a dainty. Any beef killed was kept to supply 
beef-tea to the sick and wounded—chiefly soldiers. 

The meat at no period of the siege was good—only lean, 
bony cattle were available for use. They were chiefly the 
property of De Beers' Diamond Company, and were grazing 
the lands of that company to a distance of eight or ten miles 
around Kimberley. The herd numbered four thousand head, 
which, with the exception of six hundred raided by the Boers, 
were regularly dispensed to the butchers for killing; the 
butchers themselves had only a very slender stock on hands. 
These, with some starved-out horses, etc., were the only 
sources of the meat supply. The Boers allowed no food of 
any kind to pass into the besieged towns. The horses and 
mules, killed and sold as meat, were those only whose owners 
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could feed them no longer; they were mere skin and bone, 
in fact almost dying of starvation—and, to use an " Irish bull," 
some of them died before they were killed. Some persons 
who saw the starving animals led to market or hauled to 
execution could not overcome the feeling of disgust for horse
flesh thereby created. There were also hundreds of others 
who could not bring themselves to taste it ; and besides these, 
there were many hundreds who either could not afford to 
purchase it or could not obtain it for money. 

The price of meat was fixed at is. per lb. during the 
siege. All through the four months a large number of people 
failed to secure a daily supply ; only one or two butchers were 
allowed to sell, and the crush and confusion daily at their stalls 
were indescribable; it was only when several had been killed or 
seriously injured that better arrangements were made. It 
was a thing of daily occurrence to see the most respectable 
men in Kimberley among the motley crowd, with basket in 
hand, awaiting their turn outside the butcher's shop in the 
hope of receiving the very limited amount of meat to which 
the numbers in their families entitled them. Business and 
professional men, and even judges, were to be seen frequently 
going to market or store to secure the day's supplies. No 
meat or other supplies for white people would be given to 
black servants, and no others were generally available. Very 
many suffered extreme want from this cause alone—the male 
portion of the family manning the forts, and perhaps none 
but delicate females left to keep house. I knew some cases of 
quite respectable people who had neither milk nor meat for 
many weeks, and who were suffering from all but absolute 
want, because they had no person to procure the merest 
necessaries. Horse-flesh continued in use until the entry of 
General Lord Methuen into Kimberley about the 23rd of 
February. 

I saw several of the wretched animals—mere skeletons— 
driven out on the bare and barren veldt to perish. When they 
lay down they were unable to rise; and some seemed afraid to 
lie down, as if they guessed what their fate would be. 

T H E MORTALITY AMONG THE PEOPLE. 

The death-rate during the siege ran extremely high 
among the Kaffirs and Indians. They had but the most 
meagre and coarsest fare; neither bread nor meat was allowed 
them, and they had to subsist on mealie meal, receiving it in 
such quantity as to afford them little more (if any) than a 
meal a day. It was a coarse kind of corn, of which they 
made a thick porridge with water—of a black colour, very 
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unsavoury, and disgusting in appearance. This they often 
had to buy, cook in the open air and eat, during the hour 
and a half or two hours allowed them for dinner. Their only 
drink was water—unboiled of course. This, with their 
miserable siege fare, brought disease and death to many. 
Several Kaffirs died of actual starvation ; one poor fellow sat 
on the street-side dying of hunger; he begged a piece of bread 
of a white man passing by, and was denied it; he died a few 
minutes after. Some of them were wretched specimens of 
humanity, little more than walking skeletons. Were it not 
that Mr. Rhodes gave employment to several hundreds of 
them at making roads during the siege they would have been 
very much worse off 

Even among the white population disease was very pre
valent ; fever and dysentery claimed victims from all classes. 
The mortality was also very great, but chiefly among the 
young. The children suffered most; they died in such num
bers that it was said no child under a certain age would be 
alive in Kimberley at the end of the siege. Of those under 
one year old, 845 per thousand died during the siege. The 
want of milk, natural and preserved, was the great cause of 
this frightful mortality. To save the child a society was 
formed, the members of which pledged themselves to abstain 
from using milk, even when sick, in order to preserve it for the 
children. The very high death rate was kept as secret as 
possible, in order to lessen the deep feeling of depression 
existing. 

HOPES AND FEARS. 

When the Boers first surrounded Kimberley, everyone 
seemed to think that the siege would not, or could not, last for 
more than a week. Each succeeding week for the first five or 
six found the inhabitants in a similar frame of mind. Fre
quently during the siege a general belief existed that relief 
would come in a few days; but the hopes of the beleaguered 
inhabitants were as often disappointed. However, the delusion 
was a fond one and it was consequently cherished. At times 
when relief was most confidently expected news would reach 
of some fresh British defeats, thereby blasting hope and 
depressing all the more the spirits of the people. Fully six 
weeks before the siege was raised the military authorities in 
Kimberley were quite certain of immediate relief. They had 
a heliograph message from General Methuen to that effect. 
So sure were they that they gave an order to a mineral water 
manufacturer in the town, to prepare several casks of ginger 
beer within four days, so as to give a drink to every soldier in 
the relieving army on its arrival. Meanwhile the beleaguered 
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towns were all rejoicing, and numerous flags were floated in 
anticipation of " the joyful morrow." At the end of four days 
not only was there no sign of the " relief column," but news 
was signalled of a British reverse at Magersfontein and at the 
Tugela; and a message was also sent that the garrison should 
be prepared to hold out for another month. Disappointed 
hopes and wild rumours became so numerous as the weary 
months passed away that the people knew not what to expect 
or to believe. The military seemed just as confounded as the 
people; and until a day or two before the end came, hope of 
relief had almost vanished. 

THE SIEGE ENDED. 

At length the long expected and anxiously awaited day of 
deliverance came. It was hastened by a strongly-worded 
message from Lieut.-Colonel Kekewich heilographed to Lord 
Roberts at Modder River. It represented the privations, 
sufferings, depression and even terror of the people arising 
from the protracted siege, the extreme scarcity of provisions, 
and the terrific bombardment of the towns, especially during 
the previous week. This message to Lord Roberts was the 
outcome of a couple of stormy meetings between Lieut.-Colonel 
Kekewich and his staff, as representing the military side of the 
situation, and Mr. Rhodes with the Mayors of Kimberley and 
Beaconsfield, as representatives of the people. The Com
manding Officers were for holding out and not pressing for 
relief-^-seemingly regardless of the people, and of the suffering, 
sickness, and high death-rate that prevailed; but Mr. Rhodes 
and the Mayors hotly objected to this, and strongly urged the 
pressing necessity for immediate relief. They stated, among 
other things, that a hostile public demonstration was threat
ened, to give expression to the smothered popular discontent. 

Lord Roberts' reply to this message was—" By no means 
surrender, relief with you in a few days, operations com
menced already." This was on Sunday; and on the following 
Thursday, February 15th, Kimberley was relieved by General 
French and his mounted column of 8000 men. His march to 
Kimberley by a circuitous route from Modder River is gener
ally admitted to have been a brilliant one; and, I need scarcely 
add, that his arrival in the besieged towns was hailed with the 
utmost joy and delight by citizens and soldiers alike. Only 
himself and his staff entered Kimberley. They were received 
by all with acclamation. There were signs of rejoicing every
where —scarcely a house in town that did not either unfurl a 
flag of welcome or exhibit some other token of gladness. The 
thousands who had buried themselves in the mines came up 



42 

once more to enjoy the light of day. The people all breathed 
freely; joy and delight beamed from all countenances, telling 
plainly that " Long Tom " and the Boers had departed, and 
that the siege was over. In the days of the siege the towns 
looked like cemeteries, and the few inhabitants to be seen 
appeared as if moving through the " cities of the dead." Soon 
all was changed. For a few days after General French's 
entry the people had to be satisfied with siege rations and 
horse-flesh; but after that their eyes were gladdened by seeing 
herds of sheep and cattle driven into the town, and the supply 
stores gradually resuming business. 

On the approach of General French's column, the Boers 
evacuated all their positions around Kimberley except one to 
the north—Dronfield. Here about 400 of them made a last 
and gallant stand. Early the next morning they were attacked 
by the combined English forces. The Boers stood at bay; 
they fought most bravely, but in vain. Except forty who 
were taken prisoners, and about forty others who escaped, all 
were killed. The Boers had now cleared off from the western 
border. The very night of French's arrival in Kimberley, 
General Cronje retreated with his army from Magersfontein 
towards Bloemfontein. At four o'clock the next morning, 
after the fight outside Kimberley, General French, with all his 
available force, started in pursuit. 

Within a week after the "relief" the railway line from 
Capetown to Kimberley was repaired and ready for traffic. 
As I had had four long months to pack up and prepare for 
departure, the first outgoing passenger train found me not only 
ready but most anxious to resume my journey homewards. 
Hence, I gladly availed of the earliest opportunity to leave. 
On February 22nd I bade an affectionate farewell to the 
Brothers, and took my departure by the train leaving for Cape
town, the first that had left Kimberley since October 14th of the 
year before. Thus ended my connection with Kimberley and 
the siege after an experience never to be forgotten and unique, 
and which this sketch but feebly outlines. 
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THE STOCKMAN'S LAMENT. 

Down beyond the blue hills yonder 
Slowly sinks the autumn sun, 

While I sit and think and ponder 
O'er the things that I have done. 

Many thoughts come swiftly thronging 
Laden with a wealth of joy, 

As I gaze with wistful longing 
Back to when I was a boy. 

Thoughts of " cross the country " riding. 
Gallops in the morning dew. 

Rounding cattle at " the siding," 
Chasing hares and kangaroo. 

They were days of joy and gladness 
That will never cause regret, 

But the memory of a sadness 
Lingers round the old days yet. 

Often when the day was breaking 
O'er the scrub fields we have sped, 

When the morning breeze was shaking 
Dew drops from the leaves o'erhead; 

Riding fast " to round " the cattle 
And to wheel them at the yard, 

How the top-rails used to rattle 
As we struck them riding hard 1 

Oh the gallops through the wildwood, 
Through the scrub and over logs, 

With the recklessness of childhood 
When the emus led the dogs. 

Such a chase I How the branches 
Of the gum-trees overhead 

Threw us back upon the haunches 
Of the horses as we sped. 

There was danger in the riding, 
But we loved it all the more; 

So the happy days went gliding 
By without mishap or sore. 

Till a day there came of wailing 
When our little Tom was thrown. 

By a '• prop " against the railing, 
From his favourite cob the roan. 

Gone are all those days of gladness, 
Age is o'er me creeping fast, 

With its troubles and its sadness 
And its yearning for the past; 

And I know the grave is near me. 
Soon I'll lie beneath the sod; 

And the thoughts that now will cheer me 
Are the thoughts that lead to God. A. 
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THE FOREST LIAR. 
BY F. 

T N the early days of my residence here I had heard the 
I expression used of a politician, " He is as bad as the 
1 Forest Liar." I did not understand the force of the expres
sion then, but since that I have improved my knowledge of the 
application even to the making the acquaintance of the individual 
himself. I have travelled most of the forest country between 
Lome and Princetown during the past few months, and I must 
say those trips were among the most delightful (trips) I ever 
made. It is a wild country in every sense of the term. Nature 
seems to have run riot out on the gigantic hills, where the 
mighty trees in almost endless succession rise hundreds of feet 
overhead. The dense undergrowth, the ti-tree, snap-scrub, 
musk and cotton-bush render the passage on horseback exceed
ingly difficult. In the winter time the rush of water down the 
hill-sides washes away the track, and now and then a forest 
giant comes down before the wind and blocks the way so 
completely that travellers have had to camp as long as three 
days to clear a way through the fallen timber. The scenery 
in places is magnificent. Rivers and streams fed by mountain 
springs wend their way between the hills, or fall precipitately 
over the rugged hillside. Ferns and various evergreens grow 
in profusion along the banks of these forest streams, or in the 
fertile valleys between the rugged hills. The inhabitants of 
the forest are a splendid class, hardy, energetic selectors 
innured to toil and hardship, enjoying the fresh, free air of the 
mountains tempered with the ozone from the Southern ocean. 
They are all great talkers in the forest. They seldom see a 
stranger down there, but when one does arrive they take advant
age of the occasion to discuss all the leading questions of the day, 
social and political. And they are well-informed too, for when 
they get a paper there they devour it all even the advertise
ments, and mind you there is a fund of information sometimes 
in an advertisement. A man that cannot tell a yarn is 
not wanted in the forest, and hence the selector soon acquires 
the accomplishment of telling a good yarn.- In one of my 
trips I met the champion storyteller of the forest, or as he is 
more vulgarly called, the " Forest Liar." When he is present 
in company, all are silent, for they have long ago given up 
trying to beat him at telling a yarn that has at least the 
semblance of truth about it. I was told that to start him pro
perly I would have to open up with a yarn myself. I remarked 
to him that I was agreeably disappointed with the people 
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I bad met, for I was led to believe that they were a very 
silent, saturnine class of men. " For instance," I said, 
" did you ever hear the yarn of the two splitters ?" " No, 
let us have it," he replied. I saw by the look on his 
face that he was determined to have one better than 
mine when I was finished. " There were two brothers 
living here in the forest; they were splitters, and it was 
said of them that sometimes a week Would pass without 
a word being spoken between them. One morning as they 
were going to work Bill said to Jack " I heard a cow roaring 
down in the flat this morning. No reply was given, they 
continued their journey and worked all day in silence. But 
returning in the evening Jack suddenly stopped, and turning 
to Bill asked, " How do you know it wasn't a bull ?" The 
problem was too much for Bill, he pondered over it all night, 
and next morning without a word began to pack up his swag. 
" Are you going, Bill ?" " Yes." " Why ?" " There is too 
bloomin' much argument about this place for me, I'm off." 
I don't believe he listened to the yarn, for he was busy making 
up another; however, he laughed when . I finished, and re
marked in a careless kind of way: " Yes, funny things may 
happen to a man in this forest, I was out one day after cattle 
when a bull rushed at me, I caught bis horns and jumped on 
his back and there I sat facing his tail, and away he went full 
gallop, and I'm blest if he didn't gallop round a hundred-acre 
paddock for three days, and there I was and couldn't get off, 
what do you think of that now ?" " How did you manage for 
a drink ?" I asked. He was equal to the emergency. " My 
wife saved me," he replied, " she noticed that the bull used to 
pass regularly under the limb of a tree, so she hung a billycan 
there with food and drink in it, which I managed to secure as 
we careered past; at the end of the three days the bull dropped 
dead and I got off." " Talking about being hard up for food 
and drink," he continued, " puts me in mind of a funny, thing 
that happened to me in West Australia while I was managing 
a sheep station there. I came suddenly one evening upon a 
tramp sharpening his knife to skin a sheep that he had just 
killed. Of course I got very angry and demanded his reason 
for taking the liberty of killing one of my sheep. The tramp 
replied quite coolly, " It chased me, and do you think I was 
going to let the bally thing bite me ?" All the time of course 
he was sharpening the knife to skin it. I reckoned the lie 
was such a good one that I let him off with a caution, and a 
leg of the mutton." 

Is it Shakespeare that says " A fellow-feeling makes us 
wondrous kind ?" 
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FOOTBALL. 

J. DAER, Captain. T. MORAN, Vice-Captain. E. FAHEY, Sec. 

J. O'BRIEN. J. FOGARTY. 

ITH the advent of Winter many a thought was bestowed 
upon the Football field and our prospects of keeping 
up the prestige gained after so many hard-fought 

battles last year. The team got early into training, deter
mined to work might and main to retain our title of 
" Champions of the Football Field." As the sequel shows 
we have a record equal to if not surpassing that of 1899. 
At one time it was thought there would be fraction in the 
team through a slight difference, which became for a time a 
burning question. An essential part of the football uniform 
is the knickerbockers, and up to the present these had been 
white. In the opinion of the Committee and some of the 
players they should now be changed to blue, as looking more 
presentable after a hard game on a wet ground. When put to 
the vote, however, the majority decided against the blue, and 
then began the commotion. The Committee resigned, the 
team were at logger-heads, and everybody was in a fluster, as 
it was thought there would be no matches this season. In calmer 
moments better thoughts prevailed, and the matter was settled 
to the satisfaction of everybody. It was agreed that each 
should wear what he pleased, and now the white pants are a 
thing of the past in S.P.C. Taking advantage of the occasion 
the budding laureates made capital of the incident, and one of 
their poetic effusions may not be amiss in this place. 

THOSE MUCH-DEBATED BLUE PANTS. 

"Just wait awhile, the game don't spoil," 
Said ' Stag,' as ' Fogey' wondered, 

" We'll have no white, they're just a sight, 
The teams before have blundered, 

Whene'r we fall when on the ball 
With mud and slush we're streaming, 

While all around the football ground 
With mirth all eyes are beaming." 

CHORUS. 

Oh, the blue pants, the much-debated blue pants, 
We'll have them yet for a long time you bet, 

We'll have these blooming blue pants. 

w 
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Says' Fogy," " Yes, 'tis plain I guess 
The white's no longer worthy 

For us to wear, I cannot bear 
To see my pants so dirty," 

And ' Fahey' who just came up too, 
Says he " 'Tis no use bawling 

O'er pants once white, but now a sight, 
When on the ground we're sprawling." 

CHORUS. 
Oh the blue pants, the committee's chosen blue pants, 

'Tis easily seen when on the green: 
All love the butcher's blue pants. 

The com-mit-tee, who number three, 
Just put their heads together, 

Said they, " Let's sign, come, we'll resign, 
And show them the white feather, 

We'd rather be in Coventry 
Than those white pants we'd wear them, 

Our official right they've spoiled to-night, 
To the deuce, let's up and tear them." 

CHORUS. 

Oh the blue pants, those dear, beloved blue pants, 
If they don't care our pants to wear. 

We'll have nothing or the blue pants. 
M.N. 

T H E M A T C H E S . 

S.P.C. v. GRENVILLE. 

The Season 1900 opened with the match against Grenville 
College on May 23rd. In the absence of J. Daer, T . Moran 
captained our team. The game was uninteresting, as our 
fellows had it well in hand from start to finish. Grenville's 
play was much below that of last season. The final scores 
were—St. Patricks, 13 goals 42 behinds, 120 points; Gren
ville, 1 goal, 6 points. 

Moran, Nehill, Keane, J. Fogarty, Lannon, Sweeney and 
Hansen played the best for our side. 

S.P.C. v. BALLARAT. JUNE 20th. 

More interest was taken in this match, as it was expected 
Ballarat would, as usual, make a hard fight to clip our wings 
and take from us the laurels held now for three years. I leave 
our College bard to describe the game:— 
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OUR FOOTBALL MATCH. 

The day was fine, the wind was strong, 
Down to the oval we drove along, 
Decked in our colours blue and white, 
Excitement bubbling at its height. 

We reached the ground at five to three. 
And our opponents we let see 
That we had come prepared to fight 
And uphold oar flag of blue and white. 

Our foes were decked in black and red. 
Sure they were of going ahead; 
Their barrackers wave their flags on high. 
But ere the end are inclined to cry. 

The ball is bounced, our ruck rush in 
And grasp the ball with mighty vim. 
But Ballarats play up alright, 
And close around the blue and white. 

Our men rush headlong to the fray 
And pass the ball without delay, 
And notch a point in right quick time 
THIS courage gives to all our line. 

Ballarats were frantic driven. 
Still our boys no point would give them. 
But struggled hard to mount the score— 
As yet the points were only four. 

'Tis now their turn, they rush the ball, 
Our ground invade, we try a foil, 
A mark is given, they try a kick. 
But Fogarty is much too quick. 

A kick he takes, the ball rebounds, 
And back it comes, a cheer resounds— 
The Ballarats have scored a nick. 
Then notch six more by a clever kick. 

Our men are fierce, they'll wipe this out. 
The barrackers urge, with yell and shout. 
We struggle hard to beat our foe. 
And rush the ball for all we know. 

We scored a goal, 'twas done quite neat. 
The red and black we're sure to beat; 
The bell is rung, our points are ten. 
We take a rest, then try again. 

The ruck is changed by Captain Daer— 
Keane, Moran and Nehill are there. 
They work like tigers through the day. 
And show spectators they can play. 
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A change is made in forwards too— 
Lennon is back, he mulled a few, 
Coghlan plays like a Trojan old, 
Hansen roves like a warrior bold. 

Our foes are working might and main, 
They try a goal—success again, 
Their scores are mounting to our own, 
Barrackers shout, and yell and groan. 

We still are strong, we mean to win, 
We kick the ball along the wing, 
Crowe is there, he's sure to know 
That with the ball he has to go. 

We're leading, still tor goal we try, 
A cheer is heard, we know the cry, 
The Ballarats are in despair. 
The game is ours beyond repair. 

Barrackers make the welkin ring 
They cheer and shout and cheer again. 
The day is o'er, the fight is done, 
'Twas a hard fought field—the game is won. C.H. 

The scores were—St. Patrick's, 4 goals 6 behinds—30 
points; Ballarat, 3 goals 1 behind—19 points. The goal 
kickers were J. Fogarty and C. Coghlan, two each. With 
these Fahey, Keane, Moran, Crowe and Daer played best. 

S.P.C. v. GRENVILLE. 

W e opened the second half of the season on August 29th, 
with a match against Grenville. W e were without C. Hansen, 
J. Scully, M. Neville, who had left at midwinter. The feature 
of this match was the record in goal-kicking, beating any pre
vious score in school matches in Ballarat. The final scores 
were—St. Patrick's, 27 goal 29 behinds—191 points to nil. 
The goals were secured by J. Fogarty (7), A Lennon and T. 
Moran (5 each), L. Keane (3), J. Daer and M. Cameron (2 each), 
C. Coghlan, J. Sweeney and J. O'Brien (1 each). 

S.P.C. v. BALLARAT, SEPTEMBER 24th. 

Naturally all eyes were turned on Ballarat, and the last 
match of the season. W e knew Ballarat were straining every 
nerve to beat us, as if we won we could once more claim the 
title of " Champions for the Year." As the result shows we 
made good our right to the title. The final scores were—St. 
Patrick's, 5 goals 10 behinds 40 points; Ballarat, 1 goal 
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4 behinds—10 points. The goal kickers were J. Fogarty and 
M. Cameron (2 each), T. Moran (i). The whole team played 
well, but notably J. Hanlon, J. Crowe, L. Keane, J. Daer, J. 
Fogarty, E. Fahey and J. O'Brien. E. F., Hon. Sec. 

OUR CHAMPION SONG. 
AIR—KILLALOE. 

We donned the blue and white 
And resolved to do our might 

In fighting for the Championship again. 
We showed the Ballarats 
They could not beat S t Fat's 

At the game of kicking football on the green. 
" Buck in," supporters cry, 
St. Fat's will bye-and-bye 

Show how to mark and kick all o'er the field; 
The hearts of " Ballarat" 
Went slightly pit-a-pat 

When we made the points that put us in the lead. 

CHORUS. 
They may float their black and red, 
But we do not care a shred 

When the " Bine and White " supporters yell the cry " Go on, kick on.' 
We beat the Reds so badly 
That they went home quite sadly; 
Buck in St. Pat's 'gainst Ballarats, 
Show them what you can do. 

They did their level best 
And tried to make us vexed, 

But our boys were much too wise to heed their cries 
They merely winked their eye 
And said " Wait till bye-and-bye. 

And we'll give the black and red a rare surprise. 
Our boys stuck to the ball 
We gave our foes a fall 

When they thought to beat us by the lucky kicks. 
The quarter was just o'er 
When we added to our score 

Just enough to make the Reds give up their tricks. 

CHORUS :—They may float, etc. 
We worked with mighty vim. 
We can do the same again, 

We've proved we can be " champions " when we will, 
We've showed the Ballarats 
They could not beat St. Fats 

When we played the game of football with a will. 
Let's give another shout, 
Our barrackers yell out 

To celebrate the victory we have gained. 
We yelled with all our might, 
Hip; Hip; we've won the fight 

And the honour of the Blue and White maintained. "HOB.' 
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OUR TEAM. 

Our champion team contains eighteen, 
I'll name each one in order 

So yon may see whoe'er you be 
I'm an accurate recorder. 

There's Captain Daer, of whom you'll hear 
Opinions much divided. 

He works his team right well I deem, 
To victory it he guided. 

The next in fame 
Is John by name, 

He's long, but not ungainly, 
He's six feet two, 
His kick is true, 

He notched twelve goals quite plainly. 

Then Tom Moran, 
Our chief ruck-man, 

Is also prince of rovers. 
With head bent low 
He's sure to go 

Right through all rash opposers. 

O'Brien is tall. 
He'll have the ball 

Whene'er it bounces towards him ; 
He's cool and quick. 
He'll take his kick 

No matter who's around him. 

We've Fahey next, 
Who plays his best 

Whene'er he thinks we're losing, 
But when we'll win, 
To look at him 

His efforts are amusing. 

There's Leo Keane, 
Who's ever seen 

In midst of ruck and tumble; 
Ted Nehill, too, 
Our back man true. 

The ball will never fumble. 

Our goal sneaks Joe 
And Lennon know 

To puzzle their opponents; 
Cameron, Crowe, 
On wing they show 

Of the game they're good exponents. 

Fleming is cool. 
And as a rule 

He plays the game that's steady; 
Coghlan has go. 
He beats his foe, 

At kicking goals quite ready. 
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This quintet fair 
Pats foes to fear, 

Laffan, Seward and Hanlon, 
Norman and Crist 
Make np the list 

Of those who white and blue don. 

My rhyme is o'er, 
I'll write no more. 

The team 1 wish success to. 
And may our name 
Increase in fame. 

Till the top rung we attain to. 
ONE OF THE TEAM. 

CRICKET REPORT. 

H E success which our Cricket Team attained for the year 
1899 was not not one which would make the boys con
fident or even hopeful of carrying off the premiership 

honours for the year 1900. However we did not lose hope 
altogether, because we were almost certain that we would have 
most of the old team back after the holidays, and even if we 
did not get any additions, our team would be passable. We 
were also in hopes that one or two good men would join our 
ranks before the coming season, and we were delighted on 
returning to school to find we possessed two fine players in the 
persons of John and Chris Fogarty. The former quickly 
gained the reputation of being a first-class batsman and bowler, 
while it remained to be seen that very few indeed could com
pare with Chris either in batting or bowling. As the year wore 
on we received two valuable additions to our team, Greg 
O'Donohue being one and John O'Brien the other. 

T 
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When things had been fairly going and practice in full 
swing, we thought it was about time to elect a captain, and 
begin our matches. So after Jack Daer was chosen as our 
leader, it was arranged that we should play our first match 
against Grenville College on the 21st of February. As this 
was the only team we had defeated during the previous season 
we were almost certain of a win. It was a delightful day, the 
sun came out nice and warm, and the wicket was perfect; 
Grenville having won the toss decided to bat. Grenville like 
ourselves had some new men and so it was not safe to be too 
confident. When the match started we were overjoyed by the 
fine work John Fogarty was doing with the ball, his first over 
saw the downfall of three wickets. This bad beginning for 
Grenville was not rectified during the whole innings, and when 
the last wicket fell they had only reached the miserable score 
of 28. When our turn came to bat we were very much 
quietened by the rapid fall of the first three wickets, but we 
were greatly relieved by the grand performance of Jack Daer 
and Leo Seward who each knocked up 33 runs in fine style. 
The rest of our men batted well and when we finished the 
innings we had made i n . In the second innings Grenville 
had made 41 for 8 wickets when time was called. So St. Pat's 
won on the first innings by 83 runs. 

Our second match with Ballarat was the' one which we 
considered to be the most important because if we lost this 
one we would in all probability lose the premiership. We 
played this match on a wet day and the innings was broken 
several times by showers. Ballarat took too hours on account 
of the rain to finish their innings of 102. This left us only 
three quarters of an hour to bat, so we went to the wickets 
with instructions to score, and score we did, for when time was 
called we had 5 wickets down for 87, so you can see we were 
completely masters of the situation, J. Hanlon 23, and J. 
Fogarty 21, were the highest scorers. This was the last match 
we played for the first half of the season, although we were 
drawn to play High School, they gave us a walk-over and thus 
deprived us of a coveted half-holiday. 

At the beginning of the second half we were first with 
Ballarat on the premiership list, and we were so confident of 
carrying off the honours of this half that we almost neglected 
our practice until about a week before our first match, and the 
consequence was that in the match against Grenville we were 
nearly beaten owing to our bad form. The scores in this 
match were, Grenville 41, St. Pat's 59. 

We were drawn to play our final match against Ballarat 
on the 14th of November, and we were training hard for we 
knew we would have a tough game. On the 12th November, 
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a gloom was cast over the whole college by the lamented 
death of Mr. Fogarty, and John and Chris were called home. 
At this time Daer had the Influenza, and Hanlon was absent, 
so under these circumstances we asked Ballarat to postpone 
the match, but they refused and sent us word that they would 
claim the match if we did not play. It was finally decided 
that they could have the premiership, as they would not 
comply with our request. So ended the season 1900, and 
although we were not beaten we lost the premiership through 
bad luck, and all we hope is that we may win the cricket as 
well as the football premiership for 1901. 

J. DAER, Sec. 

WRITING AN ARTICLE. 

Dear Mr. Editor— 
I made up my mind, after reading your magazine of last 

year, to send you a contribution to this one, and thereupon 
expressed my intention to you who have ever since given me 
kindly encouragement and some gentle reminders, but for 
which I would most assuredly have abandoned all idea of 
writing. Truly no one can properly conceive the mental 
agonies I have undergone in the endeavour to keep my resolu
tion. I have been to school in my time and am fairly well-
educated (thanks to the pains of the Brothers of by gone years), 
I find no difficulty in writing a readable letter to a friend and 
I have sufficient intelligence to appreciate the many excellent 
articles in St. Patrick's College Annual for 1899, which I read 
with exceeding interest. 

If I can follow the reasoning and agree with the conclusions 
of the writer of the paper on "Bad Literature" surely (thought 
I) I can write on "The Influence of Good Literature," quite 
an appropriate sequence too. I am impatient to begin! 
Literature is a fascinating subject and there is such a lot to be 
said about it. In the course of a couple of hours' writing I 
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would unloose the pent-up waters of knowledge stored in my 
mind, I would let them forth to brighten up the intellectual 
landscape—to refresh the minds of the delighted and edified 
readers of the Magazine—all with some quick scratches of the 
omnipotent pen! the pen that in the hands of men entirely 
great is mightier than the sword, as an old aphorism has it. 
A brief space of writing by the tallow candle's flickering light 
and then sing-ho! for a reputation and my. name and full 
initials in all the glory of print in the place of honour at the 
head of my essay. 

Wiser by the learning that comes only of experience I 
must candidly, but sorrowfully confess that in my hands a 
sword would be infinitely more powerful than a pen. I could 
do something with a sword were it only to enter on a punitive 
expedition against the mi-awling cats whose plaintive cries 
make night hideous and sleep impossible. Or with "me sword 
by me side ' and a uniform of that prize-soapy hue called 
khaki I might gain benedictions from the old, congratulations 
from the young, and beaming smiles from the fair, as a suspected 
returned hero from South Africa. Or I might cut a dash at a 
fancy ball in the character of some great knight "of ye olden 
time." Yes! I could do something that would be to me 
pleasurable though perchance unpleasant to other people with 
a sword—But a pen! I! A miserable, obstinate, insignificant 
splinter of steel, which, after I have my paper arranged and 
after I have dipped it in the best of ink to trace words of 
wisdom and of power, just wanders aimlessly round and round 
at the top of the paper. My fingers do not direct the pen, the 
pen directs the fingers, and leads them in a slow waltz with 
the snowy foolscap for the ballroom floor. The crawling little 
nib absolutely refuses to write my long-cherished contribution 
to your valuable columns, and will only set down the chaotic 
trivialities which are now before you! 

Perhaps the pen is not to blame after all. The proverb 
which I have quoted above says, " Beneath the rule of men 
entirely great the Pen is mightier than the Sword." Alack-a 
day, I am not entirely great, and when out of all that is to be 
said about "Good Literature," I am unable to separate all that 
ought to be said in a moderate-sized article. All the same it 
is aggravating and it is a relief to blame something. 

What will I write about ? Last year one of your writers 
contributed some " Reminiscences of Travel," and another 
" Visits to some Interesting Places," but after reflecting whether 
I could write anything in that way the conviction is borne in 
on me that my travels were not far or varied, and my memory 
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is imperfect as to details. Why did I promise to write at all ? 
Happy thought! As my mind refuses to think out any 

serious abstract question, and my memory will not come to my 
aid to enable me to write a graphic description of some more 
or less picturesque or exciting scene, let me run riot in untruths 
and give full play to the imagination. But alas that would be 
no novel feature in a magazine, and the suffering public are 
" fed up," as Tommy Atkins would say, on lies. That artistic 
liar, the " cablecrammer," would put any competitor to shame, 
however reckless he might be in his romancing. Their stupen
dous success in saying the " thing that is not" may be well 
illustrated by slightly altering a fifty years-old quatrain— 

The morning's war cables the devil read, 
And he laid them aside " Ahem!" 

" I'm the father of lies," old Satan said, 
" But I'm d d if I'd lather them." 

The picture drawn (per cable) of the awful massacre in Pekin 
by the horrible, diabolical Chinese horde, the thrilling description 
of the European men, in mercy killing their womenkind to 
prevent them from falling alive into the hands of the yelling 
yellow fiends, and then—revolvers in hand—making a last 
charge at the mob who rushed to overwhelm them. Oh, it 
was thrilling! It was awful I but it wasn't TRUE. But it 
was circumstantial, very. The original promulgator of that 
account, one would think ought to rival Edgar Allan Poe as a 
writer of uncanny stories, only there is such a large number 
of people in the world who will not read " works of fiction," 
but implicitly rely on the truth of cablegrams; so he has a 
larger and more appreciative circle of readers as a concoctor 
of cable-mendacity. 

I might write an article on the Chinese question by looking 
up a few facts about that ancient and inert empire in the 
encyclopedia and the opinions of the most reliable newspapers 
published in Great Britain, America, Russia, France and 
Germany, but having had a peep into their contents (per 
interpreters) I am sorely afraid that the result would be 
metaphorically speaking to tie myself in a knot. Each of the 
Great Powers that are waiting to hold a post-mortem on the 
supposed-to-be-moribund yellow empire accuses (through the 
newspapers) every other Power concerned as being animated 
by the most selfish motives, and complains bitterly of their 
grabbing propensities. Perhaps they are all of them right. 
So I cannot for those reasons write on the Chinese question. 
It is a pity, too, for one could assail the slant-eyed Orientals 
at the present time without hurting any loyal feeling. 

One must be careful what he says about that other great 
war between old Oom Paul of the one part and the British 
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Empire of the other, and at this time of the day it is too late 
to say anything that would be interesting or original. The 
causes of the war have been discussed ad nauseam, and only 
history will record its effects, but at the risk of being sus
pected of pro-Boerism, for the public mind is very sensitive on 
the point, I will without comment propound a few queries 
for those who believe the South African war cables, and yet 
have no belief in preternatural occurrences in this mundane 
world, (i) How many times was Christian De Wet killed, 
and how ? (2) Commandant Olivier was mortally wounded, 
died, raided the railway, and was captured—in that order. 
Explain by what natural means (independent of the cable-
man's idiosyncracy) Commandant Olivier acted in that extra
ordinary manner ? 

I will now draw to a close. I suppose it would not do to 
publish what I have written as an essay on cable news. 
Somehow or other I have written about it, though I had no 
such intention when I first put pen to paper. Finally, Mr 
Editor, accept this letter as an apology for inability to fulfil 
my promise, but I think it bears internal evidence that I have 
tried my best. 

Yours, &c, 

IMPRESSIONIST. 

THE MOUNTAIN STREAM. 

Up among those leafy ranges 
There's a spot that holds my heart, 

With a spell that never changes, 
With a joy that wont depart. 

Often when the day is dying 
With its weight of toils and care, 

I have fell my heart a sighing 
For that mountain scene so fair. 

Often too my thoughts in dreaming 
Seek that noble mountain scene, 

Where the silv'ry lights are gleaming 
In the River's sparkling sheen. 
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Far among those tree-clad mountains. 
Like a silver thread its gleam, 

Down the ridges from its fountains 
Flows the merry mountain stream 

High above, the regal ridges. 
Garbed in robes of gleaming dye, 

Seem like everlasting bridges 
Reaching onward to the sky. 

In the Spring I've loved to listen 
To the silv'ry echoes there. 

Where the fallen waters glisten 
Like to jewels passing fair. 

I can fancy now I hear them 
Dying on the distant hills. 

And in fancy now I'm near them 
Up beside those mountain rills. 

There the soft green mosses flourish 
'Mong the ferns and maiden-hair— 

Nature seems to nurse and nourish 
All her gems of beauty there. 

You should see the ivy twining 
Up the mountain's craggy side. 

And the ferns and lichen lining 
All the landscape far and wide. 

And the little streamlets breaking 
Through a copse of golden fern, 

Tumbling down the crags and making 
For the river at the turn. 

And the dreamy sunlight shining, 
Bringing lustres in its beam. 

Thro' the branches intertwining 
O'er that merry mountain stream. 

There the wild-bird's song is tender. 
And it steals upon the mind. 

In the noon-day's dreamy splendour, 
Like a song from days behind. 

And at night I've watched the gleaming 
In that fair and calm retreat. 

Saw the gentle moonlight streaming 
Down, the waters fair to greet: 

And the stars like jewels shining 
On the river's heaving breast, 

And with silv'ry splendour lining 
All the mountain's snowy crest. 

Thus my thoughts will often wander 
When I'm sad and wont to dream, 

To those mountains there to ponder 
On the beauties of that stream. L 
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SPIRITUALE. 

FTER Easter a retreat was given by the Rev. Fr. 
McDermott, C.SS.R., and lasted from Wednesday till 
Sunday morning, when we all made a General Com

munion and all the boys were enrolled in the Scapulars. The 
effects of that retreat I'm sure, will be lasting. During the 
week we had Benediction every evening, and His Lordship 
the Bishop has given us the privilege of having it on the 
first Friday of every month. 

A number of boys made their First Confession and 
Communion during the year. On the 12th December His 
Lordship administered the Sacrament of Confirmation at the 
College to ten of the students. 

GENERAL NOTES. 

HE Old Collegians took very great interest in Hand-ball 
this year; they gave two gold medals and a silver one 
for the champions in senior, middle, and junior 

divisions. The matches were keenly contested, and caused a 
lot of excitement. The Senior champion, J. Keely; Middle, 
C. De Fraga; and Junior, J. Rowan. 

Easter week an exciting football match was played 
between Sub-matric and Commercial classes. It was a very 
close game, the "Sub" winning by 4 points. L. Seward 
captained the "Sub," and our chief ruckman the " Commercial." 
We then left for home after an enjoyable day. 

During the months of May and June most of the time 
was taken up in practising for our premiership matches, and 
to our credit be it said, we didn't lose a match. On the 24th 
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of June a company of our boys named the Mopoke Minstrels 
appeared for the first time on the stage and gave a most 
interesting entertainment. The following is the programme: 

i. Overture-" Mopoke Chorus" .. . . COMPANY 
2. Song—" Who's dat a Callin " . . . . M. McDONALD 
3. Ballad—" Boy's best friend is his Mother " .. W. NEHILL 
4. Song (comic)-"Hush Little Baby" .. R. RADCLIFFE 
5. Song—"Scotch Brigade" .. . . . . V.WILLIS 
6. Nigger Song—" Sailin" down de Golden Stream " .. B. LENNON 
7. Comic Medly—" Adieu 1 Adieu I" .. .. J. FOGARTY 

. 8. Parody on " Alice Ben Bolt" . . . . N. DeFRAGA 
9. Coon Song—" Dar a lock on de Chicken Coop " .. C. De FRAGA 

10. Song—" Ring de Banjo " . . . . P. BARNETT 
11. Pathetic Ballad -•• Goin' from de Cotton Fields " ..- C.DIXON 
12. Negro Sermon—" Fust White Man " .. P. DeFRAGA 

FINALE:—GRAND PARADE OF THE SEBENTY-WUNTH 
BLAKK WOTCH. 

The same night of the entertainment we had a "spread" 
in honour of our winning every match for the first half. 

A bike race was to be run on the following Wednesday, 
but was postponed on account of some of the boys leaving for 
home on that day. On the 27th of June we had a "spread" 
to finish the half-year, and on Thursday morning left Ballarat 
for home. 

The last half of the year was given to hard work with 
very few breaks excepting the Church holidays. 

December 6th we had our pic-nic to Lai Lai and we spent 
a most enjoyable day. The best of weather prevailed and 
our cortege of seven drags made a most imposing spectacle. 
A chosen few took guns with them, but the game did not 
suffer very severely. After enjoying ourselves immensely we 
left for home, enlivening the journey with songs and jokes, 
and arrived safe and sound about nine o'clock p.m. 

One of the most scientific hobbies in the College was 
introduced lately by G. Nelms and C. Coghlan. These two 
thoughtful young men became enamoured with the beauties 
of Photography, and established a studio for the further 
advancement of their knowledge of the art. The place was soon 
besieged by open-mouthed wondering schoolboys gazing in 
awe at the specimens of their school-mates' skill, which soon 
appeared in the studio window bearing the trade-mark of 
Coghlan and Nelms, "Art Potographers." It is true the first 
productions of the firm required a little imagination to recon
cile them with the originals, and they also lacked the artistic 
finish of older firms, but by degrees these shortcomings were 
conquered, and some first-class photos of different places were 
produced. At present the firm is in full swing, and the 



6i 

proprietors have no reason to complain of slackness in the 
photographic line; in fact they are seriously thinking of en
larging their premises, being unable to cope with the large 
demand with their present small plant. 

The second entertainment by the Mopoke Minstrels was 
given in the evening of the i ith December, and proved quite 
as enjoyable as the first. The opinions passed on the Minstrels 
was that they would do credit to any public stage. 

The College Orchestra practises regularly every week 
and the few performances the members gave have increased 
the desire for greater musical efforts in that direction. 

E. NEHILL. 

COLLEGE SPEECH DAY. 

HE annual speech day and distribution of prizes in 
connection with St. Patrick's College, was held in the 
large hall on Wednesday, 12th hist. His Lordship the 

Bishop presided, and there was a crowded assemblage, every 
available space being filled. Amongst those present were— 
Revs. Fr. Pidgeon, C.SS.R.; Fr. Hegarty, C.SS.R.; J. 
Kennelly, J. Ryan (Ararat), J. Ferris.Fr. McDermott,C.SS.R.; 
Fr. O'Brien,C.SS.R.; M. Quinh (Golac), A. Hurley, Fr. Kerrin, 
Brother McCarthy (Principal of the College)'; Mr. and Miss 
Coghlan, Mrs. Seward, Mr. A. Coghlan; Mr. Rowan, P.M.; 
and Mrs. Rowan (St a well), Mr. and Mrs. Lennon (Melbourne), 
Mrs. W. Coghlan, Dr. Scott, Dr. Gutheil, Mr. W. Martin, 
Mr. Martin, Mr. F. Daly, Mrs. and the Misses Daly, Mr. 
and Mrs. Lyons, Mr. Franklin, Mr. Meehan, Mr. Moran, aed 
the Misses Moran. The hall was beautifully decorated with 
flags and bannerets, and presented a bright and gay appearance. 
The following excellent programme was gone through, the 
various numbers being highly appreciated by the audience, 
and some of them loudly applauded:—Overture, " Gems of 
Erin," Orchestra; Class Song, "The Flower Bells," Class; 
march and calisthenic rods, gymnastic class (juniors); Recita
tion (selected), Mr. J. Magrath; Horizontal Bar, Gymnastic 
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Class; Duet, "Music on the Waves," trebles—C. Smith, V. 
Willis, E. Callinan, altos—R. Walker, A. Crowe, J. Wrigley; 
Irish Jig, James and John Rowan, D. Ryan, M. Gleeson, C. 
and V. Wellington; Roman Rings, Gymnastic Class; recit
ation, "Loss of the Birkenhead," W. Nehill; Club-swinging, 
Gymnastic Class. The following is the annual report of the 
Princpal of the College:— 

MY LORD— 
To you, as well as to all others interested in the all-

important question of Catholic Education, it will be gratifying 
to learn that the position of the College at present, and its 
prospects for the future are all that can be desired. Year by 
year our attendance has been steadily increasing. In 1897 
the attendance was 70. 

In 1898, 75. In 1899, 90. In 1900, 120. 
And we expect the coming year to bring a still greater 
increase in our numbers. 

The Religious training of our boys occupies the first place 
in our esteem. Hence our constant care is to imbue their 
minds with principles of Faith, and instil into their hearts 
a deep love of virtue and a profound reverence for all the 
practices of our Holy religion. It is a great consolation to us 
to find that they respond admirably to our efforts in this 
respect. Their regularity and fervour in the reception of the 
Sacraments, their attention and piety at prayer, and the fine 
religious spirit which pervades the College fill us with the hope 
that we are rearing up within these walls a generation of 
young men who will prove themselves worthy sons of those 
devoted pioneers, those loyal soldiers of the Holy Catholic 
Church who planted and fostered here beneath the Southern 
Cross the Faith so dear to the children of St. Patrick in every 
clime. The Retreat conducted this year by the Rev. Father 
McDermott, C.SS.R., helped greatly to enliven and strengthen 
this spirit of piety amongst us, and we are deeply grateful to 
the good Father for the many graces his holy, wise, and touch
ing words have brought us. It is our earnest- endeavour to 
render the College-life of our students as bright and happy 
as possible, and we flatter ourselves with the hope that we are 
succeeding in this. Indeed our boys are quite contented, 
and scarcely miss, while here, the comforts and joys of home. 
It affords me great pleasure to say that they manifest a sensible 
and grateful appreciation of what we try to do for them, and 
I take this opportunity of thanking them—particularly the 
bigger boys—for their excellent conduct throughout the year. 

The success of our Boys at the Matriculation Examin
ation is a sufficient proof of the efficiency of our staff and of 
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the soundness of our methods of instruction. From the 
appended list of successes a fair idea may be obtained of the 
comprehensive course of studies pursued in the College. Our 

iunior classes are so organized that their studies lead up to the 
latriculation course, but when a boy cannot pursue this 

course with advantage he is limited to the Commercial course 
in which the most necessary subjects only are studied. This 
Commercial Class is entrusted to a capable teacher, and its 
progress forms his sole responsibility. The danger of neglect
ing the less gifted for the more brilliant is thus obviated, and 
justice is done to all. As usual we have given due attention 
to the Physical training and development of the Boys, being 
convinced that Physical culture ought to be utilized as a 
necessary auxiliary in mental work. The Gymnasium is 
furnished with all the apparatus required for a complete and 
systematic series of exercises. We are also favoured in being 
able to obtain the services of so excellent and enthusiastic a 
teacher as Mr. Jensen. We are very grateful to him for his 
interest in the Boys and also for his generous presentation of 
a Gold Medal for our Prize Fund. 

In Athletics we still hold the position of Premiers in Foot
ball, of which our Boys are very proud. The Team, led by 
its excellent Captain, Master J. Daer, has gone through the 
year's campaign without meeting a single reverse. In Cricket 
too we have given a good account of ourselves, having won 
two of the three matches played, and the third being a draw 
in our favour. 

By the removal of the Rev. F. Ryan from Ballarat we lost 
a good and devoted friend. The Boys missed him and regretted 
his removal no less than the Brothers. But though away from 
Ballarat his old love for St. Patrick's survives, and we have 
to thank him for his gift of a Gold Medal. 

We are also very grateful to Messrs. McNamara and 
Pearman, our music masters, and to Mr. Magrath, our Elocu
tion Master, for their attention to the Boys of their classes, 
and for the encouragement they have given them by present
ing them with valuable medals and prizes. Nor can we 
sufficiently thank Mrs. and Miss Burrowes for the great pains 
they have taken with the dancing classes, and for the excel
lent work they have done for the section of the musical class 
entrusted to their care. Finally we have to thank Messrs. 
Lederman and Lyons and the gentlemen of the Handball 
Club for their too generous presentation of trophies—two 
Gold Medals—to the Boys for the Handball tournaments. In 
conclusion, I beg to thank Your Lordship for your unvarying 
kindness towards us, and for the many favours you have 
bestowed on us during the year. 



64 

CONTRIBUTORS TO PRIZE FUND. 
The Most Rev. Dr. Moore 
Rev. Fr. Guilfoyle 

„ „ Kennelly 
„ „ Ryan 
„ „ Shine (Camperdown) 
„ „ Kennedy (Beechworth) 

Mrs. Burrows 
„ Seward 
„ Condren 

Mr. Jas. Coghlan 
Mrs. Coghlan 
Messrs. Chamberlain & Co. 

„ Craig, Williamson & Co. 
„ Heinz Bros. 

Messrs. Howard Morrison & Co. 
„ Lyons and White 
„ Gannt & Co. (Melbourne) 
„ Purser and Wilson 

Mr. Lederman 
„ Goddard 
„ Hager 
„ McNamara 
„ Magrath 
„ Manning 
„ Owen 
„ Pearman 
„ T. J. Smith 
„ J. Fraser 

PRIZE LIST. 
MATRICULATION CLASS. 

Tom Moraii (Dux)—Gold, Watch. 
Joseph Fogarty—Gold Medal (presented by Rev. F. Ryan). 
Joseph Sweeney - Gold Medal (presented by Mr. Jensen). 
Gerald Griffin—Watch and Chain. 

BOOK PRIZES. 
A. Lennon, S. Wrigley, Dan Ryan, John O'Brien, H. Moran, 

D. McGrath, James Laffan, Bertie Fisher, Ed. Fahey, O. Daly, J. Daer, 
J. Crowe, A. Norman, E. Nehill, John Fogarty. 

Music (VIOLIN). 
B. Lennon—Gold Medal (presented by Mr. M'Namara. 
J. Rowan—Silver Medal (presented by Mr. M'Namara. 

PIANO, 
Joseph Collier—Silver Medal (presented by Mr. Pearman). 
William O'Brien—Book prize (presented by Mr. Pearman.. 
John Ryan—Book prize (presented by Mr. Pearman). 
Val. Wellington- Gold pin (presented by Mrs. Burrowes). 

W, 
ELOCUTION. 

Nehill—Book prize (presented by Mr. Magrath). 
HANDBALL. 

Jim Keeley Gold Medal (presented by Old Boys). 
Jack Rowan- Gold Medal (presented by Old Boys). 
Cecil De Fraga—Silver Medal (presented by Old Boys). 

DANCING. 
F. Fahey—Gold Pin (presented by Mrs. Burrowes). 
M. Cameron—Gold Pin (presented by Mrs. Burrowes). 

GYMNASTICS. 
Jim Rowan—Silver Medal. 
Percy De Fraga—Silver Medal (Mr. Jensen). 

Jack Daer- Gold Medal—Presented by the College in recognition of 
his services as Captain of Football Team. 
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Prize List (continued.) 

SUB. MATRIC.—BOOK PRIZES. 
Percy De Fraga— Silver Medal (Mr Jensen), C. De Fraga, T. Hanlon, 

Syd. Grano, Tom Fleming, Frank Roberts, W. Killeen, Chris. Fogarty. 
Second Division—James Keeley, Willy Nehill, John McKerrin, Bryan 

Lennon, Willy Sexton, George Treloar. 
COMMERCIAL CLASS. 

Leo Keane, George Nelms, James Fay, Rupert Byrne, James Dowling, 
Richard O'Keefe, Charlie Coghlan, Howard Burrowes, Dennis Ryan, 
Jas. O'Brien, Charlie Smith. 

JUNIOR SUB. MATRIC. 
John Ryan, W. O'Brien, Jim Rowan, M. Cameron, R. Walker, Jim 

Lyons, V. Willis, J. Coghlan, O. Coghlan. 
V. CLASS. 

Joe Collier, D. Ardagh, T. Hughes, H. Bambrick, A. Crowe, Jack 
Rowan, M. Coghlan, L. O'Keefe, F. Keane. 

IV. CLASS. 
D. Fleming, J. Condren, M. McDonald, J. Stanton, A. Naylor, G. 

Fraser, C. Lyons. 
III. CLASS. 

C. Hanlon, N. Condren, T. Fleming, F. Bland. 
II. CLASS. 

Cliff De Fraga and Cyril Finn. 

After the Prizes had been distributed, the Bishop, who 
was received with applause, said that, as the hour was late, 
he would not detain them with a lengthy speech. H e would 
content himself with congratulating the teachers and pupils 
of the College on their marked success during the past year; 
success that was evident to all present that evening by the 
decidedly interesting programme just gone through with such 
credit, and confirmed by the report read by the Brother-
Superior. Annual reports were not always a reliable criterion 
of a College's success, but the present one, he did not doubt, 
was so ; it was, he felt sure, a faithful index of the good work 
that had been going on within the College walls during the 
past twelve months. St. Patrick's College was now one of 
the leading educational establishments in the colony—in the 
number of its boarders, which this year was a record, in their 
success at the matriculation examination, and in the unceasing 
care that attended to every want, whether moral, intellectual, 
or physical. Amongst its pupils it numbered boys not only 
from all parts of Victoria, but from the neighbouring colonies 
also ; so that it was intercolonial in character. All this was 
only in the fitting order of things, for the Christian Brothers 



66 

had earned for themselves a world-wide fame as educators of 
youth. There was no need, then, for him to extol their merits 
that evening; he would, however, refer his hearers to an 
article that appeared lately in the " London Times," in the 
course of which that journal, which was well-known as 
inimical to Catholics, remarked "that the character of the 
education as imparted by the Christian Brothers is not 
equalled all round by the most advanced middle-class schools 
in England; that the precision and intelligence shown by 
them in adapting their education to the special circumstances 
of the pupils are unsurpassed, and that there can be no doubt 
that, so far as real education goes, the Brotherhood are not 
surpassed, and in only few instances equalled as educational
ists"—certainly a remarkable tribute from such a source. 
He might mention, too, that His Holiness the Pope, in recog
nition of the services rendered by the Christian Brothers in 
the cause of education in Ireland, had within the past few 
months invited them to Rome, where they have now estab
lished a school, one of the chief objects of which was the 
teaching of English, and from which the happiest results were 
anticipated. His Lordship concluded by wishing his young 
friends of the College a happy vacation, with all the blessings 
of the Christmas and New Year. 

The Very Rev. Fr. Pidgeon, in proposing a vote of thanks 
to the Bishop, said that he could not add one word to the 
handsome compliment paid by His Lordship to the Christian 
Brothers, who were so able a band of teachers. Their thanks 
Were due especially to His Lordship, who had brought the 
Brothers out here. The Church had shown its deep appreci
ation of their skill and efficiency as instructors of Catholic 
youth. He (Fr. Pidgeon) could say that nowhere in Australia 
could Catholic children receive a better education than in 
Ballarat. The untiring zeal of the Brothers in imparting a 
truly Christian education to their pupils was a source of joy 
and happiness to all, for it was owing to the want of this early 
training that many a young life was blasted. The deep 
interest His Lordship had taken in founding Catholic educa
tional and other institutions in this city was well-known to 
them all. The Catholics of this country were confronted by 
a Godless system of education, and in establishing and sup
porting their own schools they were fighting the battle of 
Almighty God. It was in the Catholic school that the found
ation of a Christian education would be first laid, and the 
children brought up there would in after years upbbld the 
Church and become good citizens of this young country. 

His Lordship suitably returned thanks. The proceedings 
then terminated. 



ADIEUX. 

Adieu to friends and all at home, 
To hollow joys and mirth, 
Henceforth alone I will to roam 
On earth but not of earth. 
Oh traitors are all joys terrene I 
Sweet pleasures sinful too; 
But sweeter far are joys serene 
Of heavenly things and true. 

A sweet thing is a conscience pure 
And sweet are virtue's ways, 
And sweet it is to feel secure 
From hollow worldly praise. 
Then teach me Lord to know Thy love. 
And teach me to be wise, 
That I may reach Thy realms above 
When this poor body dies. 



BALLARAT : 
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Finds us. better Equipped than 

ever with a 

Thoroughly Assorted . . 

STOCK OF 

PRESENT DAT IRONMONGERY 
In all its varied branches. 

H I 

To those who know us we desire to convey our unabated 
determination to merit their continued patronage 
and support. And to those who don't know us we 
would say—If you are contemplating a CHANGE 
for the New Year, TRY US. Our very enviable 
position as the Leading Importing Ironmongers in 
the City has been won by honest effort & sound value. 

And the QUALITY of all GOODS supplied by us 
in the future will be of the same Sterling Value. 
In building Ironmongery, House Furnishings, Electro 

Silver, Cutlery (table and pocket), Sporting Material and Fancy 
Goods, our Stock is the most complete in the City. 

Of course you can get showy tinsel anywhere, but for goods 
that stand the wear and tear and still look like new, you can 
only get them from us. 

To Parents, Guardians, Schools, and other institutions this 
fact will commend itself. 

IT PAYS TO TRADE WITH 

Eyres Brothers, 
THE LEADING IRONMONGERS, 

OPPOSITE QUEEN'S STATUE, 

S t u r t S t r e e t , B a l l a r a t . 



The Leading House in Victoria. 

Craig, Williamson 
Proprietary Limited. 

IMPORTERS, MANUFACTURERS, 

Furniture and Carpet Warehousemen, 

Wholesale and Family Drapers. 

The Largest and best assorted Stock in the Colony 
to select from. 

The value we offer is acknowledged on all sides to 
be the Best. 

We make a SPECIALTY of Men's, Boys' and 
Youth's Requirements. 

Our Variety for Ladies and Children's Wear is 
Unrivalled, Novelties come to hand by 
every mail steamer. 

In Drawing-Room, Dining-Room, and Bed-room 
Furniture we offer Best Goods at Lowest Prices. 

TERMS—NET CASH. 

CRAIQ, WILLIAMSON v3ftff7 

CRITERION HOUSE, 

& STURT STREET, BALLARAT, <s> 
. . . AND AT . . . 

MELBOURNE, BENDIGO and LONDON. 



Purser & Wilson, 

High=Class Tailors* 
AND 

Men's Mercers, 
51 STCMT i T . f BA11AMAT. 

We are now showing all the Latest Goods in 

Men's Fancy Suitings, Trouserings, 
Coatings, Vicunas, Twills, 

and Diagonals. 

CTK3 
OUR F I T AND WORKMANSHIP CANNOT 

BE E X C E L L E D . 

DRESS AND CLERICAL A SPECIALTY. 

We also keep all the Latest Novelties and up-to-date Lines 
in Zephyr, White and Ceylon Shirts, Hats, Ties, Scarves, 
Sox, Braces, Collars, Cuffs, Rugs, Gladstone and Brief 
Bags, &c, &c. 

NATURAL UNDERWEAR IN ALL PRICES. 

PURSER 8? WILSON, SI Sturt Street. 



John Snow & Co., 
. . . CORNER OF . . . . 

Sturt & Armstrong Sts., Ballarat. 

. . High Class Tailoring at Proper Prices. . . 

No Travellers employed. Orders taken at the Ware

house only. 

Pure Wool Ballarat Tweeds, manufac
tured at the Swnnyside Mills. 

SUITS TO ORDER, 45s., worth 65s. 

Trousers to Order 1216, worth 18/6. 

Over 40 New Patterns to select from. 

^K i v K̂ *r̂  

Scotch, Irish, and West of England Tweed Suits, 

Stylishly made at the Lowest Prices in Victoria. 

JOHN SNOW & COMPANY, 
Cnr. Sturt Sf Armstrong Sts., Ballarat. 



B Y P P i l t l l P f s APPOINTMENT. 

J. T. liWRSH, 
PRACTICAL HATTER, 

6*̂ 53 STURT STREET,^ 
All descriptions of Hats and Caps made to order, also Shirts, 

Collars, Ties. Just to hand, two shipments of English 
Hard and Soft Felts and New Season Straws. 

HATS FORWARDED TO ALL PARTS OF THE COLONY. 
Award of Merit for Hats, Melbourne Exhibition, 1880-1, 1888-89. 

Ballarat Refrigerating and Ice Works, 
Curtis St., Ballarat East. 

S O L I D P U R E C R Y S T A L ICE guaranteed to be made from 
absolutely Pure Distilled Water, on sale at prices which brings it within 
the reach of every householder. Special rates to regular, country and 
Wholesale Customers. Prompt attention to Country Orders. 

REFRIGERATING CHAMBERS open daily for Cool Storage of all 
Classes of Perishable Produce, including Meat, Eggs, Butter, Fish, &c. 

The Leonard Cleanable Ice Chest on Sale. 
HEINZ BROS., 

WHOLESALE AND FAMILY BUTCHERS, 
45 Bridge Street, 224 Start Street, and 87 Main Street. 

Telephone, No. 71. 

BY SPECIAL efwINiBKlSflP^^ APPOINTMKNT. 

Tea Merchant & Grocer to His Excellency the Earl of Hopetoun, G.C.M.G. 

T. J. SMITH, 
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL GROCER, WINE, SPIRIT 

AND PROVISION MERCHANT, 
^ 2 6 BRIDGE STREET, BALLARAT.^* 
DONT PAY FANCY PRICES FOR WINES. TRY OUR CLARET 

AT 12s. PER DOZ THE BEST PEOPLF. USE IT. 
We still lead in TEAS AND COFFEES. Give us a Trial. 

Terms-CASH. Families Waited on Daily for Orders. 



J. C. Manning:, 
FAMILY % GROCER 

AND 

Wine & Spirit IRereFiant 
102 Sturt Street, Ballarat. 

ALL GOODS THE VERY BEST PROCURABLE. 

WINES AND SPIRITS BEST BRANDS. 

FAMILIES WAITED ON DAILY FOR ORDERS. 

SPECIAL LINES FOR INVALIDS. 
Old Port and Sherry, Champagne, Calf s Foot Jelly, 

Black and Red Currant Jelly, Pineapple Jelly, Turtle Jelly, 
Wine Essence, Bovril, Malt Extract, Turtle, Mock Turtle, 
Hare, Gravy, Mulligatawny, Ox Tail, Julienne, Kidney, and 
other Soups. Liebig's Extract" of Meat, Liebig's Extract of 
Meat and Malt Wine, Preserved Mushrooms, and Preserved 
Meats and Fruits of every kind. 

A large assortment of Peek, Frean & Co.'s Imported 
Biscuits in stock; also Swallow & Ariell, T. B. Guest & Co.'s 
Fancy and other Biscuits, Canterbury Cakes, Wafers, &c. 



LESTER'S HOTEL, 

THE LEADING HOUSE 
* * * * 

Under Vice-Regal Patronage. 

K w « » K K ® » 

8. 8E WARD, Proprietor. 

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 Canter
bury; Sir George Bowen, G.C.M.G.; the Marquis of Nor-
manby, and Sir Henry Brougham Loch, K.C.B. 

John Taylor, 
Bread and Biscuit Baker and Confectioner, 

Red House, 176 Sturt St. 
WEDDING CAKES MADE TO ORDER. 

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

Established 1856. 



A.*W.».HMfcR'&: 
AUSTRALIAN STORE 

BRIDGE STREET, 

/s the Premier House for First Quality 

WHISKIES, BRANDIES, 

TEA, COFFEE, COCOA. 

ALES, STOUT, 

Imported and Colonial WINES, 

— ALSO — 

Butter, Cheese, Bacon, Eggs 
AND ALL KINDS OF 

DAIRY PRODUCE. 

SOLE AGENTS IN AUSTRALIA FOR THE CELEBRATED 

"Yama Teas." 
FAMILIES WAITED ON DAILY FOR ORDERS 

TELEPHONE 123. 

YOUR PATRONAGE RESPECTFULLY SOLICITF.' 
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