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Editorial to the NUI, Galway College Annual

 

On the editor’s shoulders rests the pleasant task of introducing the reader to the NUI, Galway College Annual for the academic year 1998/1999. On facing the prospect of writing an editorial the first piece of inspiration that came to mind was that I could read the editorials of the last few years and simply conform to precedence. In the last three years Plato, Goethe and Wordsworth have all been quoted so it therefore appears that I should continue in this fashion.

 

Ladies and Gentlemen (!), it was once said by King Henry IV of France (1553-1610): “I want there to he no peasant in my kingdom so poor that he cannot have a chicken in his pot every Sunday.” Indeed just like chickens in medieval France, a forum where once a week the students of NUI, Galway can make their way to the Kirwan Theatre, raise their hand, rise to their feet and speak their mind, is a commodity to be held in high esteem.

 

The NUI, Galway College Annual has a long and distinguished pedigree. The current annual is the grandchild of the Q.C.G. (Queen’s College Galway) College Annual that was promulgated in 1902 being published three times a year. In 1908 QCG died and with it went the Q.C.G. College Annual. 1908 also saw the birth of U.C.G and the U.C.G College Annual. Due to inconsistencies in publication it was felt by the powers that be that responsibility for the production of the Annual ought to he delegated on the shoulders of the most mature, responsible and intelligent group of students in the college, and so from 1913 responsibility for the publication of the annual has fallen into the hands of the Lit & Deb. The Literary and Debating Society is the largest society in the British Isles and Ireland. It is also the oldest society in NUI, Galway (having been established in 1846), and currently holds the world record for the longest continuous debate. The U.C.G. College Annual enjoyed a long existence, unfortunately however it passed away somewhat peacefully in 1997 leaving in its place the Annual that you are currently reading.

 

Indeed not unlike a circle the Literary & Debating society seems to enjoy something of a cyclical existence. The most significant feature of the 152nd Session has been the marked absence of the old hacks, the experienced “elder statesman” type debaters like MacSweeney, Landers, Lynch, Hughes, Crehan and Mac Giolla Rí who have all departed. Although the presence of such people (whom it would appear possess the ability to stand up and speak with considerable eloquence for eight to ten minutes without showing any sign of preparation) has undoubtedly been missed it has possibly led to a less intimidating atmosphere from the point of view of the first time speaker. This I believe is borne out in the fact that so many excellent speakers from first year have emerged during the course of the year. More first years than ever before have taken part in the Times and Mace competitions and the Interfaculty Debate final was won by a team from first year. A bright future lies in store for the Literary and Debating Society.

 

Conor Nelson (2nd Arts)

Literary Officer

Foreword to the

Journal of the Literary and Debating Society

 

Since 1913, the Literary and Debating Society has taken upon itself the responsibility of publishing the College Annual. In the upkeep of this fine tradition I must begin by complementing Mr Nelson on his editorial endeavours.

 

It was with pride that I presided over the society in a year in which it expanded. A year in which it spread its tentacles, and in many ways, a year in which it reinvented itself. The Society has been a forum for many debates; often contentious, sometimes humorous, but always thought provoking and unique. From the private members’ time motion declaring war on the Isle of Man, to the potency and raw emotion of the guest speaker feminist debate, the society has proven to be a welcome outlet for much varied conjecture. When pondering the past session, recent memories ostensibly flood the mind.

 

The almost holy silence as Patsy McGarry read eloquently, the poem that Michael D. Higgins wrote about his father, as the emotional Bard looked on. Or the vehemence and sincerity of the longest serving Irish member of the European Parliament, Joe McCartin, as he dismissed proposition views, contending that the European Union model holds the best future for the citizens of Europe. As a sharp contrast, we had the utter frustration of Eamon Ó Cuív TD, grandson of the senior surviving officer of the 1916 Rising, proposing the motion ‘That this House would rejoin the commonwealth’. He rebuked those who spoke of tolerance and pluralism, yet opposed the most credible way in which they could illustrate this. At time of going to press, we look forward to a guest speaker debate on abortion, as well as hosting the final of the John Smith Memorial Mace International Intervarsity Debates Final.

 

There is nothing like the Literary and Debating Society. It is not only unique within this University, but among societies generally. It is dedicated to pure unmitigated debate; nothing more, nothing less. It is the only forum in which no point of view is given an unqualified platform. When organising debates, we ensure that all points of view are aired. This is achieved by ensuring that any speaker who takes the floor is challenged by an opposition speaker of an equally high calibre, who is privy to the same information. This is one of our distinct features, and will, I trust, remain to be our core quality; our very ‘raison d’être’.

 

I must thank the help and support of the committee, without whom the society could not be a success. In epitomising my own past year as Auditor, I find it impossible to put in words my heartfelt thoughts for the Lit’n’Deb. Not only because of the brevity of this short piece, but also because such things belong to the heart, and any endeavour on my part to write about them would he a grave injustice. I end in the knowledge that in the past year a new momentum has been created, a fresh dynamism has developed which leaves the society in a healthy position as it looks to the future.

 

In conclusion, I turn to the words of Shakespeare, ‘that there is nothing either good or had but thinking makes it so.’ In an era of such staunch political correctness, where it is easier to conform to the clichéd, populist opinion of the day, institutions such as the Literary and Debating Society are more important than ever. As a facilitator of varied and original thought, long may it survive.

 

Ronan O. Feehily B.Comm. (2nd LLB)

Auditor 1998/99

 

A Message from the Society’s Patron

 

Cúis áthais dom an dea obair atá ar siúl ag an gCumann Liteartha agus Diospóireachta i gcaitheamh na bliana, ag cur cuspóiri an Chumainn chun cinn. Tá meas ag an Ollscoil, idir foireann teagaisc agus mic léinn, ar an gCumann ársa seo.

 

I am pleased to note that the Lit & Deb has had a very successful year, organising debates on interesting and provocative topics and attracting speakers of a high calibre to address its meetings. The society, one of the oldest in the university, holds a special place in the hearts, not just of present students, but of the many thousands of NUI,  Galway graduates, who, down through the years have enjoyed the debates, sometimes hilarious, sometimes serious, but always interesting and thought-provoking.

 

The Lit & Deb which celebrated 150 years in 1997, has a proud and distinguished history. Always one of the most popular societies in the university, the Lit & Deb has faced stiff competition in recent years from new societies. Now on the cusp of the millennium, the Lit & Deb faces the challenge of maintaining a key role in student life by providing a platform for interesting and enlightened debate.

 

As NUI, Galway prepares to celebrate the enrolment of the first students in October 1849, it is worth remembering that many of our graduates who have gone on to successful careers in the public service, politics and the arts, honed their considerable debating skills at the Lit & Deb. Despite the tremendous technological advances made since the society was established, its ‘raison d’etre’ has not changed or become any less relevant to student life. In fact, the age of the computer has not diminished the importance of the individual being able to stand in front of an audience and argue his/her side of a debate with clarity, courage and conviction.

 

Guím gach rath ar an Lit & Deb ins na blianta atá romhainn. Go néirí go geal leis!

 

Dr. Patrick F. Fottrell

Uachtarán

 

Feabhra, 1999

 

The Lit and Deb in the Sixties

 

There was never any doubt in the 1960’s that the Literary and Debating Society was UCG’s premier society. I recall the Annual Election for Auditor drawing an electorate of nearly 600 even though the Greek Hall where the debates were held was past a safe capacity at 400.

 

I was 21 when I enrolled at U.C.G. in 1962 and my nervousness at participation in College events was based on a self consciousness of being that bit older than my fellow students.

 

The first real test of nerve in the Society was Jibs Night when First Years could speak on a topic of their own choosing for three to five minutes. This was of course much worse than speaking on a motion and hecklers, pickled and emergent, seized on such beginners with the ferocious zeal that the second rank of talent always reserves for the innocent.

 

Sophisticated hecklers reserved their talents for later in the year. I spoke every year in the Inter-Faculty Debate in the period 1962-1966. The first motion I think was “ That this House would abolish Capital Punishment”.

 

I recall Colm Luibhéad being one of the judges. Gearóid Ó Tuathaigh was an eloquent speaker in both Irish and English in my year. We both represented U.C.G. at Inter-varsity Debates in the years when Trinity had David McConnell and Cian O’hEigeartaigh on its team. U.C.D. had Paddy Cosgrove and Anthony Clare. Q.U.B. had Eamon McCann and Michael Farrell.

 

I became Auditor in 1965. Gearóid Ó Tuathaigh was Reachtaire of the Cumann Éigse agus Seanchais. I was also President of the Comhairle Teachta na Macleinn in that year. Gearóid was on the C.T.M that had Brian Geoghegan, now Economic Director of I.B.E.C., as Secretary.

 

I recall the Thursdays as a kind of theatre. Being in the Chair was an incredible challenge. If you lost your concentration for a minute you might never recover. Yet the challenge was to let the whole debate out to a point of risk and then haul it back. We were far less influenced by Law Library rehearsals than became common later.

 

The hecklers sat along the back row. Colm Roddy and Ciaran Muldoon were the two main sources of dry, if predictable, wit in my time.

 

Going away for a debate involved hiring a dress suit and been given an envelope with £10 in it. A famous debater just before my time got as far as Oranmore and his excuses were a subject for debate within the Committee of my time.

 

We had many famous and some notorious speakers. I recall Denis Franks, for example, coming to speak and he was not the only one who had an advance of their expenses sent on in advance. Being a Shakespearean actor touring the Irish schools in the 1960s was a most precarious life. He was, however, a wonderful exponent of Shakespeare, as he should be spoken in the Ireland of the 60’s.

 

Michael J. O’Connor, an Auditor of my time, was so innovative that for a few weeks we had to move the debates out of the University. Indeed we moved to the Rosary Hall of the Dominican Convent in Taylor’s Hill. The issue was censorship. At the time all posters were displayed in the Archway after approval by the President who took enough interest to sign the corners of the posters.

 

This gave an opportunity for moral and aesthetic judgement. An illustration on a poster by Doc Doherty was judged to be an insult to the dignity of women students. A conflict ensued. Mediation by the then Treasurer, historian G. A. Hayes-McCoy, led to our return to U.C.G. It was also Michael O’Connor who brought visitors from abroad in great numbers.

 

I look back now with affection on most of the period. There are of course some events I am happy to have left unrecalled, however - they will be the stuff of a longer reminiscence.

 

Debates were preceded on occasion with a reception and meal in the Skeffington Arms Hotel. It was the period of Tio Pepe and Blue Nun. Patsy McGarry caught the spirit of that time well in his article for the 1997 Annual.

 

As to the speakers — Tony Clare, even then, had a habit of tossing his hair back. He was an effective speaker. The style was somewhere between a Ruby Club and a Dublin version of Brideshead. Patrick Cosgrove, his debating partner, was a splendid conceit. Pallid, with affected mien of gravitas he mourned the loss of Queen Victoria only slightly more than he disdained all vestiges of Irish identity.

 

I am pleased to hear that the Minute Books of my time have been recently recovered and deposited in the Library. They were lost for a number of years. I hope somebody edits them at some stage. Certainly the contributions were usually well crafted. Occasionally there were disasters, some turning into what might be called fiasco — a beautiful word insufficiently used.

 

The annual Ex-Auditors’ Debate was a good candidate for this. Inevitably it was a kind of Supper of all the Vanities. John V. Lennon from Cork, an Engineering Graduate of U.C.G., was a regular visitor. Auditors from other Colleges were occasionally added in to make up the numbers, but of course it showed in the performance.

 

Monday night was Cumann Éigse night. Tuesday night was the Students’ Dance in Seapoint. A box of chocolates was presented to the Lady Superintendent who sat in an aisle of the dance floor. Wednesday night was for socialites like Commerce and a very successful Arts Society. Thursday night was Lit and Deb night. Friday night in the Hanger had the relationship to the Tuesday students’ dance that the Rolling Stones had to the Beatles. You must work it out for yourselves.

 

Most students lived in digs. It was the era of landladies and green cabbage leaves. The first protest by students in Galway was in protest at being kicked out for the tourists in May. I remember the placards — ‘Three in a bed is too much!’

 

We marched to Salthill and dispersed peacefully. Life was never really the same again.

 

Michael D. Higgins

Auditor 1964-1965

 

22 February 1999

IN LIGHT OF OTHER DAYS

 

When reviewing the minutes of the society you can observe various epochs or stages, reflecting the moods and opinions of the time, as any vibrant debating society should do. The minutes from before the Second World War seem too pious and self-obsessed, from the fifties they seem staid and dull. The sixties and seventies have a certain radical socialism about them, not really surpassing considering those in charge at the time: Michael D. Higgins, Pat Rabbitte, Eamon Gilmore, etc.

 

Throughout the eighties and nineties the society seemed to detach itself from student politics as it (student politics) descended into farce. The more intense (and indeed irritating) of the maverick student politicians of those days linked the decline in student politics to the fall of the Berlin Wall. Personally I could never fathom how great ideological differences between East and West could have anything to do with our college on the Corrib. Especially when the one visible thing that the SU did during my time in college was to paint the top and bottom of every flight of stairs white which, apparently, was for the benefit of blind people.

 

So by the time I started in UCG it was discernible that the Lit ‘n’ Deb had disengaged itself from the unhappy embrace of the SU and its sterling work on behalf of the visually impaired. Relations between the two bodies in my time were characterised by tension, confrontation and outright hilarity, all at the expense of the SU. Much of the tension was manufactured by the Lit ‘n’ Deb committee, but all in the public interest and a necessary Catharsis for the student body politic.

 

Of course it would be wrong to characterise the period as downright cynical, as the only function of the society to trash the SU at any given moment. There were brilliant speakers, funny speakers. It was realised that there should be more concentration on debating than intensive student politics. Provincial school debates were set up, linked with Trinity, UCC and UCD, making the first Secondary School Championship. More teams were entered into international debates, more people attended every Thursday, night. John Sweeney, auditor of the 148th session, set-up the World Record Speaker Debate, that ran for 28 days. More of our teams won outside the college. There were Mace and Irish Times successes. There were really great debates (and more importantly hecklers) in the Kirwan every Thursday night. Justin Walsh, a brilliant contributor and elder statesman of the society, was once accused of being a Neanderthal. After giving a particularly intriguing speech someone shouted, “you’re living in the trees, Mr Walsh” to which he retorted “if you’re an example of what’s on the forest floor, then raise me up to the highest branches.” Billy Horan announced himself, in accordance with Lit ‘n’ Deb tradition on Gib’s night, by name and faculty. “Billy Horan, First Arts” was answered by the heckle “was your mother whorin’ before she was married.”

 

On one night we had Swiss and German television in the Kirwan for a particularly divisive divorce debate. Michael D. Higgins was set on Nora Bennis, it was rumoured she was in therapy for months afterwards but it made for great TV (having never seen the recorded T.V footage or even a tape of the debate I’m not really sure, I just love using that phrase).

 

Every Thursday night we commemorated a different auditor in a debate after PMT. From week to week the deeds of our former Auditors were made more and more heroic, reflecting the motion. So the Dimbelby-Bodkin debates were classified as colonial war heroes to the surprise of their surviving ancestry. But the function of all this was to encourage formal debating in the Main Business Debates. To an extent it worked, more Galway teams won that year in intervarsities than in recent decades. Great credit most also go to our External Convenor of the 149th Session, Brian Hughes, the Observer Mace winner of that year.

 

So if the thirties were pious, the fifties staid, the seventies radical, since the early nineties debating was concentrated on and developed, superfluous and old dogma thrown out: adopting and extending the metaphor, perhaps we reflected in the Lit ‘n’ Deb the embryonic Celtic Club, perceiving and reforming, guaranteeing a prosperous future for those after us to boldly go……. or maybe one shouldn’t believe one’s own propaganda.

 

Jarlath Ryan

Auditor of the 149th session

If you can make it there, you’ll make it anywhere....

 

It’s all very well saying you’ll do an article, especially when they say that they really don’t mind what you write about. Sure enough! Why not! No bother! It’s a different thing when it comes down to it though. Not so smart now, sitting in front of a screen with a little cursor beguilingly blinking. And then they start ringing up saying that the thing has to be done by tomorrow, that the pressure is on but, they emphasise, they don’t want to be hassling you. That’s what they’re doing though. Hassling me and putting me under pressure and still that little cursor is winking. The first paragraph is done though.

 

Maybe I could write a bit of a poem altogether. Something short. But deep. Mysterious. Evocative. Unpunctuated. It wouldn’t even have to rhyme. Poems don’t these days I’m told. Spring maybe. Or a lament for the good old days of Abba and My Boy Lollipop. No. I’d never get away with it. The crowd doing English would see through it. They’d know I was faking. ‘Shallow’ and ‘insincere’ they would sniff……. ‘it doesn’t even rhyme.’

 

‘Write what you know’ they said, sounding original. Just a short bit of a thing. Anything really. It’s just to fill a page. About debating or something. Now there’s an idea.

 

Not that I know much about debating. When I’ve been introduced on the Thursday Nights, Ronan always pipes up with the ‘Former Auditor Of The Literary And Debating Society In St. Patrick’s College, Maynooth’ title (he is the only person I know who can pronounce Capital Letters). But, to be honest, this FAOTLADSTSPCM thing isn’t all it’s cracked up to be. Having once had the ability to call ‘order, order there’ and conduct a debate between consenting clerics doesn’t really give one an insight into the skills and talents required by a proficient debater. But I do harbour one or two strong opinions in my heart.

 

I believe, for instance, that the Literary & Debating Society is a Good Thing. Good for students and good for college. And it’s nothing to do with lofty ideals like truth, integrity or fact. No the L&D is for greater things than this.

 

Kirwan on Thursday nights is a school of skills and a forum of formation. It is there that the young equip themselves with the faculties, craft and ability they need to face a world steeped in cunning and guile. It is there they learn to think on their feet. They learn to analyse a proposition for its strengths and weaknesses, seeing both sides that every argument worth having has. They learn to formulate this analysis into words and express it in a cogent, clear, concise style. They learn to be sensitive to counter argument, offering rebuttal in an instant.

 

It is here in the Kirwan that students learn to speak audibly and with passion. The fact that this passion is not always heartfelt is an irrelevance. Sure, in the big set-piece debates on the great issues of the day, people speak from the heart. Sure they tell it as they see it and believe it. However, I contend, authenticity ain’t what the L&D is always necessarily about. Rather the Society is concerned with shyness overcome. Tongue-tiedness (the spellchecker doesn’t accept that word but you know what I mean) cast aside. Wilting wallflowers blossoming beautifully.

 

The skills fostered by the L&D are precisely the skills required by anyone who wishes to function in the world of business, of commerce, of industry, of law, of education, of medicine, of politics, of everyday life. If students are not able to put their point of view they are going nowhere. If they cannot analyse what is being presented to them, if they cannot weigh an argument for its strengths and weaknesses, if they cannot formulate and clearly express a response, they will not prosper. They most certainly will not have leadership potential.

 

Few are born with these skills - normally they must be acquired. My contention is that, within the confines of NUI, Galway, the best way, the only way to do this, is through participation in the activities of the Literary and Debating Society on the Thursday Nights. Sure, the first time is difficult. Sure, to stand up in the midst of animated group of raucous hecklers is intimidating. Sure, to lay yourself open to questioning, criticism and opposition is nerve-wracking. It requires courage and fortitude. It requires calm and composure. And there is a respect for those who are partaking for the first time. There is understanding for the novice. Nobody expects unfettered fluency though it is always appreciated. Here is the place to get experience and grow in confidence. I rest my case. The L&D is a Good Thing.

 

There you are, all finished. Only two days late. They started calling to my office looking for it you know. (How come, I wonder, that the Committee members of the Literary and Debating Society never travel alone? The who thing has a hint of cult, a whiff of oddness about it.) Now all I have do is await publication to see how that Nelson chap has edited my ten page article down to a handful of paragraphs.

 

Diarmuid Hogan

Dean of Residence

The style="font-size: 14pt; font-family: Garamond;" Ireland of To-Morrow

 

The great tragedy of present day Ireland is that most of her greatest Sons are not here to see her victory. We rejoice over the expulsion of the foreigner from our shores while we mourn that most of those who won the splendid victory are absent. Death has claimed many of them—exile has claimed others—few are here to guide the tottering footsteps of our infant nation, few of them are left to us in the hour of our need.

 

Perhaps it is as well they are not here. It would indeed be small thanks to them to see the fruits of their splendid sacrifice turned to such sorry use, to see the land they hoped for, fought and schemed for, turned not into the Gaelic nation of their dreams, but into a state, subject to England, and modelled on her. For I think that even the optimistic will be forced to conclude that our country still remains and seems likely to remain “John Bull’s other Ireland.”

 

One would have thought that having gained even a partial measure of Freedom we should model our nation on the traditions of which, in theory, we are so proud. Those patriots who expected the establishment and fostering of a Gaelic culture based on our historic past have been sorely disappointed. It would seem that seven hundred years of British aggression and British influence have proved too much for us and even here in the capital of the Gaeltacht the hoped for reaction has not taken place.

 

“One slave alone on earth you’ll find

Through Nature’s universal span 

All lost to virtue, dead to shame, 

The anti-Irish Irishman’’

 

Though the British military have gone a more deadly foe is in out midst, the anti-Irish Irishman. The Irish proverb “Gan Teanga, Gan Tír” is only too true. An army, a navy, or an air force may, if they are strong enough, protect a nation’s territory but the guardian of a nation’s life is its language. If that is true, and most will grant that it is, then the national life of Ireland is still in a bad way. To realize exactly how bad we need only look around its. As regards Irish, the language that was preserved for us at such an awful cost, there seems to be lethargy and indifference where there is not ridicule or open hostility. This is regrettable but it is true, and yet the sad plight of our native tongue is not the worst feature in our national lethargy.

 

The national out-look on what might almost be called the national “motif” is of the highest importance and I hold that our national out-look, as such, is decidedly anti-national. We are given to modelling ourselves, in the small things as in the big, on our late oppressors. For several centuries we had their example constantly paraded before us and we have not yet learned to turn from it to the example reflected in our wealth of traditions. We are bound to England by an oath of allegiance but I know of no oath forbidding us to become a separate entity, that is, a land with a language, customs, and an out look of its very own.

 

Now that I have out-lined the disease, what of the cure? It is easy to find fault; it is difficult to prescribe adequately. Yet those who claim that they can govern a country, who claim that they have “Ireland’s greatest statesman” among their ranks, should undoubtedly be able to cure its ills. Surely it’s the duty of any and every Irish Government to foster nationality. Ireland is often held to resemble Denmark in many ways. There is a further point of resemblance I would like to point out. “I attribute” said a Danish statesman last year, “our present happy and prosperous condition to the fact that when regeneration was needed—when our land was a prey to foreign influence—we went back to the sacred founts of tradition—we fed on the glories, the customs, and the culture of our positive greatness.’’ Who will deny that, like Denmark of the seventies, regeneration is what Ireland most needs.

 

As yet we have seen but the first faint glimmerings of light in the dawn of Irish freedom. No one knows what the mature day may bring with it - no one knows what the setting sun shall have seen, but one thing we do know. If Ireland continues in her present course she may one day be a very fine state, though I doubt it, but she will 1ose all semblance to a nation - and surely it is the ardent hope and prayer of every true Irish man and woman that their land will possess individuality and nationality above all things.

 

D.M.W.
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26th February 1999

 

Mr. Ronan Feehily B.Comm.,

Auditor 1998/99,

Literary & Debating Society,

National University of Ireland,

class="GramE"Galway.

 

 

Dear Ronan,

 

Thanks for your letter with regard to the passage of the motion on the Isle of Man.

 

I will, of course, bring the matter to the attention of the Dail as under the Constitution it is obligatory to have a vote in the House in order to proceed.

 

I have urged the Minister for Defence to mobilise our defence forces, under cover of darkness of course, to ensure that we are ready should the Dail vote be positive for war.

 

I will, of course, be calling for volunteers and have no doubt that you and your colleagues will perform their patriotic duties with great courage.

 

With kind regards,

 

Yours sincerely,

 

 




 

 

 

DAVID ANDREWS T.D.

MINISTER FOR FOREIGN AFFAIRS.

 

LITERARY AND DEBATING SOCIETY

 

After half an hour’s vain perusal of standard authors, back numbers, and the usual periodicals and dreadfuls, in search of something wherewith to  preface the following notes, not without a feeling of contempt. and vexation, let us say, did I light upon the following lines of a poet who has been called human:

 

“And Now,” said the keeper of the Tabard Inn,

“I think, Sir Knight, you kindly might begin.”

 

Although professing the doctrines of a school whose motto is “Never do the obvious,” I shall, having gone thus far, go further and begin - a tale of pessimism, brightened here and there by a few uncheerful touches — another chapter in the history of the Literary and Debating Society. A glance over the records of its past few years reveals to us, traditions of failure and helplessness, and even in its brighter epochs a decline in status, rendering it the victim of apathy and indifference on the part of its members, the students. Such was its condition up to last year, that great difficulty was experienced in securing members for its committee, the minutes of which record a co-option at every meeting. Yet, despite the circumstances which beset us, some were found among the students, those who knew ‘a thing or two’ no doubt, who questioned the ability of the committee; regarding the whole Society as a great joke! The success of the Society, however, does not depend upon the work of a Committee and Chairman, but upon the members of the Society as a whole, and the present condition obtaining casts great dishonour upon the students of the College.

 

In addition to this much talked of in-aptitude there is the tendency to forget what the real meaning of a Literary and Debating Society is, an inclination to regard it as a place where we may disport ourselves awhile. This tendency may, perhaps, be attributed to the spirit of the age, which is no doubt glaringly at variance with a true University spirit, although there are others who seem to think that the great influx of the feminine element threatens to complete the downfall of the Society by converting it into a kind of extension of the Ladies’ Room. Much, of course, may be said on both sides, and we do seem to see something in the latter now that we consider it, for a region of high pressure on one side of the archway naturally demands a region of low pressure on the other to maintain the equilibrium of our venerable pile.

 

As for the proceedings of the Society, we have little to say, other than as usual, the opening ceremony was attended with an unhoped for degree of success, bringing forth, as it did, a new spirit amongst the jibs who seem to be every year improving under the new system of Wider Toleration of Jibdom Movement. The wave of enthusiasm, however, very soon ended in a ripple if indifference as the next debate showed by the non-attendance either of a sufficient audience or enough speakers; it was a case of, Apparet intus domus el atria longa patescunt, but they were empty this time. This was, to say the least, most discouraging, as it seemed the subject was not sufficiently light and humourous for most of the students. One successful debate, however, was held in which the jib orators showed great promise as debators, but until the students themselves realise that serious topics can also form material for intending debates, we can never hope to conduct a Literary and Debating Society upon rational lines and the small number of debates held this year was due entirely to the fact that several good subjects had to he discarded as unsuitable to the general taste.

 

INEXORABLE.

 

LIT & DEB – FRESH!!

 

And so September 1998 came and with it came a flock of fresh faced young innocents, the like of which the Lit & Deb hadn’t seen in quite a while (well about a year actually). They came with fire in their bellies, with a hunger for quick wit and not-so-subtle-innuendo and a thirst for free drink like that of, well, freshers during Freshers’ Week.

 

Gibs’ Night with its “where exactly is the canteen?” and cider-swilling first year jokes (so what if we happen to like fermented apple juice?) introduced a few new faces and names to the Kirwan Theatre. Among them were Gillian Murphy (1st Arts) and Jonathan Flynn (1st Corp. Law) who both chose to speak on the motion “that virginity should he a prerequisite to marriage”. Ms. Murphy gave special mention to the organisation P.V.C.I. - Pro-Virgins for Catholic Ireland - of which she declared in pride that she was a member along with some of the Lit & Deb committee.

 

Several others including Darragh Noonan (1st Corp. Law) chose to discuss the plight of Michelle de Bruin - no not the former auditor, the ill-fated swimmer, some defending and some condemning her. Derek Cawley, a rather shy and retiring med. student spoke on the motion “that it’s time to let the willies go”(where do they come up with these motions??) and while he obviously had nothing prepared and had the tendency to wander off on tangents all related to his eternal admiration for the aforementioned organ, his speech warranted second place in the competition. Gillian Murphy captured the overall prize, purely one is inclined to believe for the huge amount of innuendo that she managed to cram into her speech—it’s always popular among the committee members (however you get your kicks……….)

 

The evening for Maiden Speakers several weeks later was another opportunity to test the talents of first time speakers. Speaking on the motion “that this house has the right to die” were all of the above mentioned first years save Ms. Murphy who was replaced by a rather brilliant Elaine Dobbyn and also vying for the huge cash prize (25 big ones) and valuable free passes to the Warwick were Orla Power and Eric King (1st Arts), Enda Dolan (1st IT), Fiona Hogan, and Mona O’Boyle (1st Biotech). Although the evening hadn’t been blessed with a particularly entertaining topic of conversation the first years struggled on, Ms. Power even managing to slip in a Viagra joke - more power to her!

 

The unfortunate person who won it was Jonathan Flynn, dreary second place was awarded to Derek Cawley but for her brilliant speech and excellence of delivery Elaine Dobbyn got the much-sought-after third position. Standing before the people she held their attention for practically all of her speech, she only stammered twice and got flustered once. In this woman, I without any bias or prejudice of any kind, see a future champion of debating, a future Taoiseach, perhaps even a future member of the Lit & Deb Committee - but maybe that would be overstating it slightly.

 

The most avid contributors from the first year camp to the Lit & Deb throughout the year were Derek Cawley who competed in the Observer Mace Competition in Trinity College, Diane Halley who competed alongside Gillian Murphy in the Irish Times Competition in Maynooth, Enda Dolan who has had them rolling in the aisles with his Coronation Street impressions along with Daragh Noonan, Elaine Dobbyn, Eric King, Jonathan Flynn, Fiona Hogan and many others.

 

With these youngsters under its belt the future is looking bright for the Literary and Debating Society. One can only hope that the more elderly, geriatric and infirm members of the committee will see fit to bring some of this new blood onto the committee next year - especially that Elaine Dobbyn, something tells me she’d make a damn fine Literary Officer, but then again those homicidal tendencies simply cannot be ignored. One must wait and see, wait and watch as the ever more entertaining chapters of the Lit & Deb unfold themselves to view. Ladies and gentlemen — enjoy the show.

 

Elaine Dobbyn (1st Arts)

 

External Events

 

In late November the Lit & Deb sent five teams to the first round of the Observer Mace competition which was held in Trinity College Dublin. Our distinguished Auditor Mr Ronan Feehily, B.Comm. found himself a fine debating partner in Miss Louise Rouse, B.Corp.Law and they sailed their way into the Semi Final which was held in U.C.D on the 26th of January. They found themselves debating on the motion “That this house would publish and be damned”. It was at the Semi Final stage of the competition where the Lit & Deb team bowed out (It was felt by many that the Galwegian team had been robbed and the age old tradition of Dublin adjudicators putting through Dublin teams seems to be still flourishing).

 

Five teams were sent to the first round of the Irish Times competition in January with Miss Maria Dillon, B.A reaching Semi Final status. Miss Dillon travelled to T.C.D on the 2nd of February for the Semi Final where she debated on the motion “That this house would bomb Iraq.”

 

Teams from the Literary & Debating Society took part in many intervarsity competitions including the Guinness Hibernian Challenge, the Barclays Intervarsity and the Glasgow University “Ancients”. Mr Ronan Feehily and Mr Jarlath Ryan represented the Lit & Deb at the Oxford Union. In closing mention should be made of Mr Eoin Mac Giolla Rí (Hon. Member) who (whilst representing the King’s Inns) was awarded the runner up prize in the final of the Irish Times Debate.

 

Ed.

 

The Life of Brian

 

In my memory, Brian will always be 

The man that I have loved so well

When he joined Fianna Fáil and elected to the Dáil 

And laughed at Fine Gael and DL

Going home in the rain to Clara on the train 

Past Tullarnore where he moved soon after 

Those were happy days in so many many ways 

For the man that I have loved so well

 

In the early days Brian made on way

Called to people from Screggan, Doon and the bog

To drum up support and build up a rapport

Kissed their children and walked their dog

And when times got rough, Brian just got tough

And saw his people through without complaining

For deep inside there was a burning pride

For the county he loves so well

 

There was magic there in Brian’s curly hair 

The genius that Albert could understand 

Labour minister of the day worked hard to get fair pay 

And always ready to take a stand

Then on to transport, and soon he got support 

Promoted to higher posts by our Bertie 

In health he found strife, the opposition held the knife 

For the man that I love so well

 

But when I learned how my eyes were burned 

To see how a man could be brought to his knees 

By the labour calls for his withdrawal 

Who try to damage him with their sleaze 

Now the press is installed to report every pitfall 

With Tallaght they began to light his fire 

From the Times to the Sun they slated my number one 

The man that I still love so well

 

Now the threat is gone and Brian will go on, 

For his spirit’s been bruised, never broken 

And he’ll not forget and his mandate still is set 

On tomorrow and progress once again

Now what’s done is done and the battle’s almost won 

And his good work goes on and lasts forever 

I long for the day when Brian leads the fray 

In the country that I do love so well.

 

Enda Dolan (1st I.T.)

 

THE RECOLLECTIONS OF THE CLERK OF THE HOUSE

 

There have been some wonderful moments in the course of the 152nd session of the Literary & Debating Society, firstly my appointment. But life as Clerk of that most noble of Houses - the Kirwan - is not all about pomp and ceremony, it is truly an office that is only becoming of a person with a humble disposition, because there is a distinct danger of the prestige going to one’s head.

 

In fact many trials and tribulations tested this year’s Clerk prior to the inaugural meeting of the society for this the 152nd session, which included locating glass hammers, skirting-board ladders, and the college backdrop which according to legend was misplaced at the All-Ireland Football Final. Despite these afflictions all was ready on the night of the first meeting of the Literary & Debating Society under the Auditorship of Mr. Feehily.

 

The meeting had much by way of entertainment to offer. Fergal Crehan, ex-auditor and hon. member, proposed that the house would clone human beings. This motion of course gave rise to a litany of puns, which at least had Mr. Crehan beside himself. Next to the block were the unsuspecting first years who had been duped by Lit & Deb committee members into speaking at the society’s main event for that evening - the Gibs Symposium. Five speakers summoned the courage to take to the podium and preceded to enlighten those present on sex, Michelle Smith, and sex. Hopes were at the time that this was not just a one night stand for these speakers and that they would grace the house again with their words, those fears however were quickly laid to rest, now that many of them have practically opened their own stand in the Kirwan on a Thursday evening, such is the range of opinions they have to offer.

 

Inspired possibly by the language of the inaugural meeting, John Meere proposed, at the second sitting of the house, ‘That the UN was merely a prostitute of the US’. Not wanting the impression to be formed that Lit & Deb is obsessed with the notion of sex, Mr. Eoin Ryan made a bowel move to restore the standards of the house by proposing that graffiti should once more adorn the walls of NUIG’s toilets, as a second private members motion for that evening. A few speakers gave examples of the wisdom inscribed on the walls, which ranged from Mariah Carey lyrics to “flush hard it’s a long way to the canteen.” The main event for that evening was a debate on the motion “that the Bill Clinton scandal is nothing more than sex, lies and videotape”. The Starr of that evening was undoubtedly an American cit-e-zen who felt misrepresented by his president’s penchant for dawg ugly women - will Mr. Clinton ever recover from such a blow to his manhood?

 

As usual conspiracy theories were rife; they centred mainly around the construction work or demolition work that is on-going about the campus. Much concern was voiced about the lack of consideration shown to students, with disruptions to lectures and study as a result of this work. One speaker noted how one by one the fire exits were been blocked off leading her to suspect that a sinister plot was being launched against the students.

 

The society’s social conscience was resurrected briefly in a debate concerning the preservation of innocence by Disney. Apparently Disney gave permission to Sida Info. (a French Aids awareness group) to use some of its characters in its promotion of condoms. However Disney were none to happy with the results, with captions over Cinderella and her Prince such as, ‘slip this on first, Prince’. This debate preceded to lead to the distortion of the very words “fairy stories” in the minds of those assembled at the Kirwan and so this motion resulted not in the preservation of innocence, as was intended, but to the perversion of the remaining innocence, in that most honourable of houses.

 

The committee of the 152nd session decided to treat the students of NUIG to a showpiece debate on the motion ‘That this house would not welcome women priests’. Ms. Dillon threw down the gauntlet to those in opposition to the motion and challenged them to convince the bare foot parishioners of Ireland, that carry a bale of hay strapped to their back, a sod in the right hand and a penny for the black babies in their left, of the legitimacy of their argument. Mr. Caoimhín Mac Unfraidh was much maligned for his sense of humour, when he suggested that it was time that we had a few busty blond females celebrating mass at the altar and masses of men celebrating in the pews. For myself I decided to avoid that particular booby trap and simply engage in a tit for tat battle with the proposition and leave Caoimhín to make a clean breast of things in his own inimitable way.

 

Late October saw a departure from Lit & Deb’s usual format, when the society hosted a literary evening in aid of the Leukaemia Trust Fund. As usual the evening began with private members’ time, that time set aside to allow the student populous of NUIG expound their views on current affairs, of a not so romantic nature. However it has been known for speakers to get a bit hot under the collar, not to mention passionate during these proceedings, it is even rumoured by some that they have seen certain students go as far as to shift, in that most honourable of houses - their opinion. In fact there was quite a lot of shifting in the seats that particular Thursday when a speaker during PMT, and though male there can be no doubt that he was indeed going through a rough period for the duration of his speech as we all were, proposed that, “This house would write a letter to RTE demanding that they abolish the Rose of Tralee.” Aisling Currid spoke of being touched to the core by this motion, so touched that she preceded to sing a few bars, having probably visited some earlier, of that most memorable of Oirish ditties, The Rose of Tralee.

 

On that high note the Literary evening began, Michael D. Higgins T.D. read some of his own work and delighted the house with a poem about a fictional Irish revivalists’ convention that passed the unusual motion, to wear tweed knickers and scratch for the revival to advance their cause, and put their past behind them so to speak. Patsy McGarry, Irish Times journalist. closed the evening by giving the audience an insight into the secret world of the Irish male, according to Joe O’Connor. The content of this novel surprisingly enough centred around the location of the largest self supporting Mickey in the world, which by strange coincidence also happens to be the site of the best ride in the world, well so the staff at Disney boast anyway. The evening was a great success and raised over six hundred pounds for its benefactors the Leukaemia Trust Fund.

 

Other highlights in the course of the year included Mary Kenny’s disclosures about Mo Mowlam in the “That Ireland is a post-feminist society” guest speaker debate, that certainly got the balls rolling that evening. Conor Nelson having a bone to pick with class="GramE"Campbell’s catering about a fish, probably a bit of a cod knowing him. Joe Higgins T.D., speaking in the guest speaker debate concerning Europe, having the audacity to up stage the Clerk of the House and her glass and spoon, with his stop-watch, a crime which has seen others spending the rest of their lives doing time.

 

One of the most memorable meetings in the Literary & Debating calendar of this year transpired to be the staff versus students debate – “That romantic Ireland is dead and gone”. There were a multitude of revelations including one by Fr. Hogan that, in his own words, ‘Peig faked it’, which was refuted by a renowned conspiracy theorist Tim O’Connor as ‘church propaganda’.

 

In all the students came up trumps with having such an active Literary & Debating Society for this year. And may it long continue to he such.

 

Aoife Shevlin (2nd Commerce)

Clerk of the House

A COLLEGE ROMANCE!

 

A Jiblet was tired of ‘stewing’ so he ambled forth in the street

His hands were deep in his pockets, his air was blasé yet sweet.

To College bent he his footsteps with a listless dreamy air,

Some flappers ogled blandly – for them he did not care.

The College looms in the distance, he smartly livens his pace

The clock chimes the hour of noonday, he’ll be there in a little space.

 

He shuffles up the Terrace, gazing wistfully round,

The Tennis-court is empty, likewise the football ground.

He saunters into the Archway, hurriedly scans the case,

The giggles and whispers are boring; he might find a better place.

All round him is the hum of lectures for this is a busy hour

The Library seems inviting – a Heaven and Students bower.

 

He dons Academic garments scarce waiting to fix them straight,

He politely nods to Fahy who lolls by the ‘Golden gate.’

All round are the sweetest creatures equipped with book and gown,

Already his colour is heightening so he quietly sets him down.

He scarce looked round for a moment, the he jumped with a start,

But oh! The throb of sensation how it tilted his poor weak heart.

 

Beside him was seated an angel, eyes of a heavenly blue,

Features that shamed ‘fair Helen,’ hair of a golden hue.

The cheeks were glistening peaches, the lips like Cupid’s bow,

Here was all he could wish for, were he not heedlessly slow.

The maiden looked right winsome, and seemed not a little bit flurried,

A pencil dropped from her fingers, to lift it straightaway he hurried.

 

A kindly look of gratitude, a more enchanting smile

The rest all came quite naturally, just after a little while.

They babbled and talked about nonsense, their hearts were up in the skies,

Romance was cutely blended with words that were wondrously wise.

He moved his chair still nearer this marvel of loveliness

He whispered to her “Do you love me?” She faltered, and answered, “Yes.”

 

His arms stole around her, and then he held her—so—

A blush, a pout from the rosebuds—“this thing is wrong and I know!”

Sweetly he mocked her scruples and softly he beguiled,

Then a tempest burst upon them, the rest of the romance was spoiled,

Fahy was standing above them, and he gave a terrible roar,

Mo Bhuachaill was rudely ejected and found himself outside the door.

So endeth a College Romance—Shortlived I confess

Perhaps it developed later, I’ll let you all have a guess.

 

“Letocs-Letzj.

The Literary & Debating Society, Bank of Ireland

Schools’ Debates ‘99

 

This year the society in its wisdom finally decided to let me loose on the public instead of cooping me up in the Kirwan all the time. I had the difficult but rewarding task of organising the Connaught Schools’ Debates. A task that I foolishly believed was going to be easy, and it is here that I would like to stop and give a thank you to Emmet Lynch and Caoimhín Mac Unfraidh by whom I was rightly conned!! They both told me it was going to be easy if I was organised. They both lied!! I don’t think that I have ever been so organised in my life and I have never been so stressed out. But then who wouldn’t. You start off thinking that every thing will go to plan and every one will fall into line with your plans and ideas!! I soon realised that if I was going to pull it off it would have to be me who was going to make concessions, and rearrange debates etc.

 

I have to say that despite all the little problems I have really enjoyed being Schools Convenor. The standard of debate has been as extraordinary as ever and some of the debates were quite amusing. One of my favourite ones was “That the North West needs a Jackie Healy Rae”. All of the speakers had done a great deal of preparation and they really let their views be known. What really amazed me though was that one team had actually gone to the trouble of ringing up the man himself. I was amazed that they could actually understand the man let alone quote him. I also enjoyed watchingKeith Maye try to incorporate the word “Catharsis” intelligibly into a sentence while he dummy spoke.

 

We had to do a lot of travelling for these debates and the journeys up and down were fairly tiring for those of us who had been going back and forth. I would really like to thank all the adjudicators and drivers who had been kind enough to come along to debates, sometimes at short notice. I would especially like to thank one person in particular, who gave up numerous evenings in the pub in order to drive us around the place. Not only did she have to suffer being jolted around on country roads but she had to try and keep me calm on the way to the first debate, as well as being distracted by the constant chat of some nervous passengers. It is for all these reasons that I would like to say Roberta O’Brien you are an absolute star and thank you for not strangling me although I’m sure you were sorely tempted.

 

At the time of going to press I am right in the middle of the Semi Finals. On Monday the 22nd of February a motley crew of adjudicators and myself travelled to Ballina for the first Semi Final. The motion before the house was “That women should be prevented from joining the defence forces”, the standard of debate was excellent and it was a very interesting debate. I was very embarrassed to note that I had made the proposition mostly male and the opposition mostly female. The journey to and from Ballina was rather interesting as we seem to have taken the scenic route both ways. I suppose we were being stupid in supposing that the root might actually be sign posted. In fact there no signs for Ballina until you get to Castlebar and by then you’ve gone wrong anyway. So I would recommend that next year’s convenor invest in a map rather then having to rely on their sense of direction and then claim that the driver got pulled for speeding, when you turn up late. One good thing did come out of the trip, I finally got to see P Flynn’s highway.

 

To everyone involved in the competition I would like to say thank you for making my time as Schools Convenor so enjoyable. I am particularly grateful to all the competitors who through their interest and talent made the whole experience worthwhile.

 

And finally to next years Convenor, who ever that might be, you have the best job on the committee so make the most of it, have fun and Good Luck!!!

 

Cliona O’Keeffe

Schools Convenor
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