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Patrician Brothers            December  2006

Nollaig shona agus aithbhlian fé shéan agus fé mhaise dhíbh.
Krismasi njema na mwaka mpya wenye mafanikio.

Hepi Krismas na mi laikim Amamas bilong 2007 i kamap gutpela long yu.

The Provincial and Council, Regional and Council wish all our Brothers,
Novices and Postulants  in Ireland and Kenya an abundance of joy ,
happiness and peace this Christmas and throughout the New Year.

(Drawing by Caoimhe Nolan, Tullow, Aged 11)



Down  Memory  Lane

Bro. Leo Slattery with his class having won the Junior Drama award at a Festival.
Highly regarded in Tullow, the local GAA Sportsfiled  is called Bro. Leo Park

The last day of the old ‘Bish’ on June 5th 1970.  The school was demolished shortly afterwards
and replaced by the current building.  Taking a final look around were Bro. Valerian,
Primcipal; Sonny Hynes, President of the P.P.U., Bro. Leonard McCabe, the longest-serving
teacher and Mayor of Galway, Fintan Coogan T.D.



Opening of Patrician College, Finglas, 1970

Pictured above at the opening of
Patrician College, Finglas, in

1970 are L to R:
Bro. Angelus Moore (Provincial)
Mr Gerry Collins, (Government

Minister and Past Pupil of
Ballyfin),

Bro. Denis Lomasney(Superior
General)

 and Bro. Cormac Commins
(Headmaster)

At left Mr Collins about to
officially open the door watched

by Archbishop John Charles
McQuaid who had invited the
Brothers to open the school

 in Finglas.



NEWBRIDGE  PAST  PUPIL
DOES  WELL  DOWN  UNDER

Kildare man and former pupil of Patrician Secondary School,
Newbridge, Damien Leith, has been making a name for himself in
Australia having reached the final of the talent show Australian Idol.
Thousands originally auditioned for the show.
Damien met and married Australian woman, Eileen Stapleton, while
she was working in Ireland. They left for Sydney in 2003 where he
works for a pharmaceutical company.
While at school in Newbridge Damien took part in school musicals,
playing the part of Fagin in Oliver and Tevye in Fiddler on the
Roof. A camera crew working for Channel 10 visited the school to
interview Principal, Peter O’Reilly, and music teacher, Aine
Loughran and also to record messages of support for Damien.

The work of having the new Mountrath Community School in place by September 2008 continues
apace. The Trustees of the new school will be the Patrician Brothers, the Brigidine Sisters and Co
Laois VEC and the site is St Aengus Vocational School, Mountrath. There are nine stages in the
whole process and the Department of Education and Science, who are the clients for the project,
have indicated that stage 1/2 submission from the Design Team is expected to be completed by
December 2006. When this submission is received the Design Team and members of Building
Liaison Committee, which includes representatives of the Trustees, will attend a Planning
Development Meeting to progress the project to the next stage.
To prepare for a smooth amalgamation of the three schools a number of joint staff days have been
held with the help of outside facilitators. The next joint staff meeting is planned for January 2007.
There have been regular meetings of a Steering Committee comprised of representatives of the
Trustees, teaching staffs and boards of management of the three schools. Smaller planning
groups continue to meet on a regular basis to deal with issues such as curriculum, organization of the
school day, school uniform and school name.

Bro. Pat with a’Man of the Roads’ but which
is which? Would the real Pat please sit down!

MOUNTRATH  COMMUNITY  SCHOOL

VISITORS
We were pleased to welcome
Bro. Peter Ryan, Vicar
General, to Ireland on his way
from the General Council
meeting in Kenya.

We also welcomed Bro.
Philip Mulhall and some
members of his family who
enjoyed a holiday here and
brought the good weather
with them from Australia!
Philip’s stay was partly
vacation and partly working.



Leander celebrates 90th Birthday
and Platinum Jubilee

Picture taken in 1933 of Leander
Tannian and the late Livinus Bellew a

few months before they went to Tullow to
join the Brothers.  Leander and Livinus

were first cousins.

On Thursday 26th October the Abbeyleix, Mountrath, Ballyfin and Tullow Communities gathered
in Abbeyleix to celebrate Leander’s 90th birthday and the Platinum Jubilee of his religious
profession. Bro. Jerome Ellens, Superior General, and Bro.Peter Ryan, Vicar General, were also
present.  Mass was celebrated by Fr. Ger Ahern, new Parish Oriest of Abbeyleix, and  Fr. Jim
Kaye.
Following the Mass Leander took down his violin and entertained the guests with a medley of
tunes.  All then sat down to a superb meal prepared by housekeeper Peggy Cruite and neighbour
Anne Carroll.
Bro. Camillus paid tribute to Leander for his dedication to the religious life and his teaching and
presented him with a celtic cross to mark the occasion.

15th October 1950
Leander and Michael Malone in

O’Connell St. on the way to Croke Park
for the Oireachtas Final.

Galway beat Wexford.



GLORIES  OF  NATURE
Bro. Raymond Forde

Being fascinated by a dazzling display of flowers of every hue growing in
beautiful symmetrical rows in the Park in Dun Laoghaire, was one of the
most satisfying experiences of my first holiday by the seaside.  The vast
array of colour was sufficient to make a person gasp in admiration and
extol the wonderful skill of an expert gardener.
“For the glory of the garden glorifies everyone” (Rudyard Kipling).
Flowers create a tremendous atmosphere of beauty and spread an aura of
aromatic intensity in the area surrounding them.  By their fragrance,
attractiveness and variety they help to soothe taut nerves, bring peace and

tranquillity to troubled minds and bestow untold pleasure on all those who linger to admire.
“The yellow buttercups and the daisies
  Among the whin bushes
  On rocks in the middle of ploughing
  Was a bright spoke in the wheel
  Of the peasant’s mill”.  (Patrick Kavanagh)

Flowers depict for us in a very meaningful way what wonderful gifts God has
granted to humankind.  The fragrant lily, the powerfully scented rose, the
glowing yellow daffodils, the long-stemmed many-coloured tulips, the striking
clusters of white daisies, cowslips, primroses and crocuses to be seen in fields,
under hedges, in forest areas or in barren wastes all help to cheer, embellish
and enrich.
During leisurely strolls along the rocky stretches of Inis Mór – Aran Islands- you will notice an

abundant scattering of gorgeous miniatures peeping from
crevices or blooming in the open spaces, just tiny glimpses
of exquisite beauty to soften the apparent harshness of their
surroundings. But most visitors to the island rarely have
the time or the interest to relish this enchanting scene.  They
are too enthralled by the sight of the historic Dún Aonghusa
as it sits majestically on the edge of a two hundred foot cliff
as huge waves crash underneath in dense clouds of churning
foam.  This is one of the majestic attractions of this hallowed
spot .  In the solitude, peace and happiness experienced here
you sense a surging awareness of being close to Him who
created it all.

When we climb a mountain and gasp in awe at the panorama of splendour spread out beneath us
or when we sit quietly beside a murmuring river  as it weaves its meandering path through meadow,
grassland and woods we are reminded of the glory of God.

“The undulating wood slopes down
  To the rhythm of mountain streams
  To me the rhythm is revealing you
  The eternal Word”            (Pope John Paul II)

Other stimulating experiences can be gained when watching the
glowing fiery emissions from an erupting volcano, if only on film,
hearing the rushing gurgling sounds of  a tumbling waterfall, viewing
the multi-coloured  rainbow as it arches brightly across a sunlit showery
sky, glimpsing “Radiant raindrops couching in cool flowers” or

Dun Aonghus in the Aran Islands



listening intently to “Sweet water’s dimpling laugh from tap or spring” (Rupert Brooke).  Silvery
cobwebs trellised and intertwined in shrubs and bushes, the soothing embrace of orchestral or
choral music, the glamour and gaiety associated with
fiestas, dancing pageants and ballets all add their own
unique charm to the wonders of God’s creation.
However the most breathtaking moment I have
experienced was  when watching the  sun setting in
Galway Bay sending shimmering shafts of brightness
through overhanging gold-tipped clouds and painting the
sea with a resplendent coat of yellow and red.

“Men will always be moved to happiness
  By the sun rising or the sun setting”.

(Patrick Kavanagh).
The incandescent orb of the moon shining brilliantly in a
starry, cloudless sky as it slowly lifts the veil of darkness
from a sleepy countryside casts its own magic spell as does the setting sun shooting its glistening
rays through stain-glass windows showering the surrounding area in a profusion of colour.
“The vast savannahs of the blue” (Francis Thompson) stretching out in never-ending immensity
above us reminds us that God has created myriads of heavenly bodies to thrill and amaze us by
their vast number and as yet unsolved mysteries.  It inspired the great test pilot, J.G. McGee to
remark:

“ And while with silent lifting mind I’ve trod
  The high untrespassed sanctity of space
  Put out my hand and touched the face of God”.

The rumbling thunder claps and the jagged sheets of
lightning scything through the sky are in themselves
things of beauty.
Buildings, especially old, historic ones, have the
capacity, not only to arouse our curiosity about the often
hidden dramas enacted within their precincts, but to
captivate us by their stateliness and grandeur. Visit Agra
in India and you will gasp in absolute amazement at
the magnificent well-preserved relic of ancient times,
the glorious Taj Mahal, with its marble walls glistening
in the sunlight. Or pay a nocturnal visit to the beautiful
flood-lit Brindhavan Gardens in Mysore.  Stop for quiet

reflection at the Raj Ghat in Delhi and experience the peace generated by this hallowed spot
dedicated to the champion of peaceful resistance.  In Ireland too we have celebrated monuments
to ancient times, like the towering Rock of Cashel as it sits protectingly on a hill beside the town
as if surveying the whole countryside.

“In childhood all the joys of life are ours
  All peace and love and music and the air
  Is fragrant with the scent of sacred flowers
  God’s graces opening one by one, and fair
  And bright our day glides in to graver hours
  And work to do in gladness, faith and prayer”.

(Bro. Sebastian Darcy)

The Rock of Cashel, Co. Tipperary



Leaving Carrickmacross after over 100 years
The end of 2006 marks the departure from
Carrickmacross of the last Patrician Brother to serve
in this County Monaghan town.  Following the sale
of the property at Kilmactrasna, Bro. Gregory Fox
will leave to join the Community at Kingston in his
native County Galway.
Gregory has spent 42 years
of his religious life in
Carrick and has made an
enormous contribution to
the educational, sporting
and musical life of the area.
The esteem in which he is
held can be gauged from

the many awards he has received over the years, some of which have
been chronicled in this Ireland/Kenya Newsletter from time to time.
Those of us who have served in Carrick down through the years remember
it and its people with great affection.  We cherish the memory of a friendly
people who supported the Patricians wholeheartedly at all times and regret
the fact that, due to falling numbers, we can no longer be part of their lives.

Photograph of the Carrick property just before the sale.

The last Patrician to serve in
Carrickmacross.
Bro. Gregory Fox

Bro. Niall Launches History of St. Patrick’s School, Galway
On Friday 17th November a large crowd of past
pupils and friends gathered in St. Patrick’s Primary
School, Galway, for the launch of a history of the
school since its opening on 1st April 1954.  A
magnificent production, it was compiled by Bro.
Niall Coll and contains many photographs of teachers
and pupils as well as the names of the 10,000 pupils
and the many teachers who have graced its corridors
over the years.
As well as Past Pupils the attendance included the
Lord Mayor of Galway, Mr Niall O Brolcháin,
Bishop Martin Drennan Mr Tom Browne,  President
of the Past Pupils Union.
Also present were Bro. Jerome Ellens, Superior

General and Bro. Camillus Regan, Irish Provincial and member of the original
staff of the school on its opening
in April 1954.
Bro. Gregory Fox, Bro. James Moran, Bro. Linus
Walker former staff members were also present as well
as Bro. James O’Rourke, General Council and Bro.
M a r c e l l u s
Broderick.

On sale for
€30 all profits
from sales
will go to our
K e n y a
Mission.

Mr Donal Taheny,
former teacher in St.

Joseph’s College, who
officially launched the

book.

Bro. Niall with a copy of the
book.

Bro. Niall with Mayor Niall O Brolcháin, Bishop
Martin Drennan and President of P.P.U, Tom

Browne.

Jerome and Gregory at the function with
Gregory’s sisters Mary Duffy and Sister Anne



ACHIEVING  BALANCE
Bro. Cormac Commins

Deaths on our roads have been making headlines in the Irish media in recent
times. In one particular instance five young people were killed in the early
hours of the morning. The priest’s homily at the funeral Mass of one of the
victims also received widespread coverage. He suggested that the Celtic Tiger
economy meant an over-emphasis on money and the acquiring of same and
that parents have thrown iPods, DVD players and individual TV sets at
youngsters as substitutes for more meaningful engagement with them. The
parents were too busy.
Last year the management body of Catholic Secondary Schools published a

study entitled “The Workload of Principals”. This study acknowledged the changing landscape
of schools and the extra burdens which have been placed on Principals’ shoulders in recent years.
Principals had become managers and administrators rather than instructional leaders, according
to the study. By way of example it cited the recently passed Education for Persons with Special
Educational Needs Act (2004). This Act mentions the School Principal 54 times and on each
occasion it requires a specific action or response by the Principal.
Most workplaces are no different. The momentum of life has speeded up to such an extent that
the workplace is becoming cluttered with files, e-mails, mobile phones, computers and laptops.
Employees, we are told, keep up with the help of sleeping pills, coffee, tranquilisers and alcohol
- depending on the time of day.
At a recent monthly recollection in my own community we spent some time reflecting on the
story of Martha and Mary. (Luke 10:38-42). We acknowledged that we had some Marthas among
us. The Mary types were not as readily recognizable. The workloads had not decreased while the
number of able-bodied workers had diminished. The Marthas among us took refuge in what we
said in 1986 (Choose Life). “The demands of our ministry as active apostolic Religious often
prevents as much physical presence to one another as would be feasible with the monastic model
of religious life. Nevertheless our communities must constantly work to promote a unity of hearts
and minds by our practices, structures, prayer life and the quality of our relationships”. Twenty
years on it is still about achieving balance.

My  Western  Way  Walking  Marathon
Bro. Pat O’Neill

At the beginning of August 2006 Bro. David Byrne enquired if I was
interested in taking part in the ‘Western Way Walk’ from Killary Harbour
to Maam Cross, a distance of 40 kilometres.  Without hesitation I agreed
and I also decided to collect some funds through sponsorship to help Bro.
Edward’s Aids Orphans Project in Kenya.

As the appointed day approached I felt a little apprehensive even though
I had been doing 2/3 hour walks weekly.  Early on the morning of August
12 we set off from Kingston to Maam Cross and registered in the
Community Centre.  Boarding the bus for Killary Harbour there seemed

to be a strange and eerie atmosphere of silence and foreboding.  On arrival at Killary Harbour
the weather was cold and invigorating and we set off at a brisk pace which I realised at journey’s
end was a grave mistake. There were six check-in points at which one’s card was signed and
time of arrival noted. Refreshments were available at each station the last being 3 kilometres
from the end.

At long last I reached the Community Centre in Maam Cross and received my completion
certificate. It had taken me seven and a half hours.  I was unable to eat the meal provided but my
aching muscles and limbs were later somewhat relieved by a session in a Jacuzzi.
For my efforts I collected €2,000 which has been forwarded to Bro. Edward.



Kamagut Rural Development Project

The aim of the project is to improve the quality of
life of 60 families in Kamagut over a period of three
years.  The objectives are: a.Water harvesting and
sanitation; b.Agriculture and livestock
c.Adult Education.
Kamagut area has approximately one hundred and
twenty four households of peasant farmers owning
between one and five acres of land..  The problems
of the people are many, low income, unemployment,
no electricity, no running water and poor
infrastructure.  The people are lacking in basic needs
such as adult education,  sufficient food and clean
drinking water, proper sanitation and the education
and techniques necessary to improve farm output.

The principal aim of the Project is to give the families of Kamagut a ‘Kick-Start’ or help them get
their foot on the ladder of development.
Patrician Brothers Rural Development Project
commenced in late 2005.  Following the General
Chapter held there in 2004 the project was
developed with the goal of helping local people
climb out of poverty.  Kamagut was chosen as a
base due to the excellent relationships the Brothers
enjoyed with the locals and the location of the
demonstration farm on the site which is the
launching pad for the project.  The farm consists
of a successful zero grazing unit with a relatively
large and healthy herd.
Sixty families were chosen for the project with
completion aimed for in 2008.  The living
conditions of the families were surveyed to assess
their requirements.  Several of the families depended on the kindness of their neighbours for
water.  One of the goals was to provide water tanks to harvest rainwater falling on the roofs of
houses.  During the wet season, particularly between March and May, vast quantities of  rainwater
falls in Kenya but most of it goes to waste, evaporating as soon as the sun reappears or stagnating
in dirty pools in the ground.  Many of the houses surveyed had only grass roofs.  In order to meet
the goals of the project sheds would have to be built with suitable roofs to support the guttering.

In phase one, each family was supplied with a water
tank, three mosquito nets and a water filter.  Thirty
five tanks each holding 4,600 litres have already
been installed. Often a concrete platform was
required  to ensure that the tank was level and
would not be punctured.
The next phase will involve the construction of

boreholes for wells and the installation of  rope
and washer pumps which can be manually operated
pumping up to 40 litres per minute.  The
distribution of mosquito nets to prevent the spread
of malaria and water filters to provide clean
drinking water to each household has been
completed.

Tanks Ready

Family and base ready

Transporting tanks

Waiting for rain.



JAMBO  KENY A
 Bro. Michael Broderick

“You are now crossing the equator”, the sign says. Any brother who ever worked
in or visited Kenya has had his photo taken under one of these signs. I clearly
recall the sense of excitement I felt when I first stood under that sign. That was in
July 1971. I was 24 and the world was my oyster. My much respected primary
teacher had forever etched in my memory that “the equator is an imaginary line”
and here was I standing on it!! How did Hillary feel regarding Everest!!!
Last month I drove along the same route beyond Timboroa and Burnt Forest with
five novices on our way to a performance of a play we were doing. I was so busy
trying to negotiate the endless web of deep potholes connected by strips of tarred
road that I totally ignored the sign.
So what has changed since I worked in Iten in the early 1970s. One thing is for
sure. The road network has disimproved. If it takes two and a half hours to travel

114 kilometres in a Toyota four-wheel drive there is not much point in encouraging tourists to travel
“upcountry”. Ask any brother who has to pick up visitors at Jomo Kenyata airport in Nairobi. Having said
that, some roads are very good!
As part of a years career break from Primary School, I arrived in Kenya on 16th August and I have spent
the last thee months there. Lorica 2006 was in full swing in August so I imbibed Bro. Aengus Kavanagh’s
presentation of the ‘7 Habits of Highly Effective People’. I’m not sure if I’m a 3 or a 7 on the Enneagram
(perhaps I’ve lost my wings!) but Bro. Steven Grazulis’ expose of Myers Briggs has helped me greatly
understand why I do what I do!. Lunch in the bandas in the warm Kamagut sunshine and arguing with
Indian and African Loricans is a memory I will treasure.
September, October and November saw me try my hand at teaching in Bro. Ned McCarthy’s Harambee
Secondary School. I found the classes easy to teach though having 49 male and female adolescents and
twenty somethings staring at one lone ‘muzungu’ can be a little intimidating for the first day or two. This
is especially true if one makes an unforgiveable mistake as I did. “Well done Luke, a very good answer”,
I encouraged. Suddenly an uproar of laughter. What was the problem? “I am not Luke. I’m Anne!”
remonstrated the voice from the back of the classroom.
Each afternoon I had a very fulfilling and satisfying experience. I directed a play by a Kenyan playwriter,
Francis Imbuga. It was called “The Burning of Rags”. The rags in question are the cloths still used in male
circumcision. Initially, I cast all the characters using our
own five Kenyan novices. It soon became obvious that
men playing women’s roles does not work. I was quickly
informed by our novices that ladies were easily available!
The die was cast… a Patrician-Assumption Sister
Novices Production. Could that have happened when I
was a novice. Hapana!!
The play examines the conflict between traditional and
modern African thinking, e.g. home/rural circumcision
versus hospital or no circumcision. We meet a father who
cannot relate to his son and a man who “lives with
harlots” contrary to traditional Kenyan values. Is it okay
for a man to “play the field” and bear a child outside
marriage but not okay for a woman?
The novices were word perfect on the script and proved to be “natural” actors. We performed on four
different “stages’ to packed houses as many as 500 seats – though our version of ‘stage’ is not necessarily
what you find in Kenya. All in all it was a brilliant worthwhile experience for both me and the novices.
Among my lasting impressions of Kenya must be the warm sunshine of 7 a.m. each morning without fail
– especially when you return to a December Ireland, the sadness of meeting begging street boys who have
been orphaned by the killer AIDS and the sense of déjà vu – oh sure what can we do – the ‘muzungu’
might come with his pot of gold!!. Maybe years of ongoing corruption – no change in that – have made
Kenyans stoical and they have a great sense of humour in adversity. They can make a joke in very difficult
circumstances. Perhaps they have that in common with the Irish.



With this Newsletter we include a copy of a new pamphlet on the life of Daniel Delany.  It is
a reproduction of a series of articles which appeared in the Ireland/Kenya Newsletter in

2003 and 2004 written by Bro. Raymond Forde. It also contains articles on some
well-known Brothers as well as pictures of Superiors General.

We offer the sympathy of all in the Province and Region to
Bro. Stephen Sweetman and his family on the recent death
of his father and to the Brothers of the Indian Province on
the death of Bro. John Kampyil.

May the Lord grant them everlasting happiness.

Requescant  in  Pace

Letter  from  the Mother  of  the  Prodigal  Son
Dear Son,
We got your Ballypork address from your cousin Isaac. He didn’t go into any great
detail about your job situation and lifestyle - he didn’t want to upset your father
even more. Actually your father doesn’t know I’m writing this. But it being Mothers
Day and seeing all the families together and your father so upset I just had to write.
He gets up early to head out, pretending he has to count the cattle. But I see the
tears in his eyes. You know, you men are a strange lot. You feel deeply but you won’t
express it. But I do know he was, and still is, awfully proud of you. I know he may
not have shown it too much as you grew up but he really loves you.
I wish I could say the same for your older brother. Now, he’s very good to us but he
won’t mention your name and he goes around with a puss when your Dad and I
mention you. I think that “self-righteousness” course he took in Adult Education
has a lot to answer for.
Son, if you feel like coming home we won’t say anything to you. If Isaac’s report is
correct you’ve suffered enough. You don’t have to earn our love, you already have
that. Being Mothers Day I thought back to another day years ago when you broke
something. You had this little apology speech all prepared. There’s no need for that,
not then, not now.
I won’t ask you to come home. That must be your decision. But if you do come it
would be the greatest gift you could ever give us.
With all our love.

Mam

Alice Taylor’s Memories of Christmas
It’ s easy to have a romantic view of the Christmas story.  Growing up in the country, I knew that the
nativity scene could not possibly have been the romantic sweet-smelling, clean event portrayed in so
many Christmas cards.  I have never been in a stable that was for a baby to be born in.  I could imagine
the smells, the draughts and the scatterings of farmyard manure.  This really brought home to me the
hardships and discomfort of the first Christmas.
I felt a particular sympathy for Mary.  I felt a kinship with her because we were both born into a very rigid
and traditional society.  Such a close-knit community had advantages and disadvantages.  The major
disadvantage is that there is no way of maintaining one’s privacy.  News of her ‘shame’ must have been
music to the ears of all the gossips.  I imagined how painful it must have been for Mary to know that
everyone was talking about her.  In the Jewish society of the time (as indeed with Irish society) doing the
right thing was less important than being seen to do the right thing.
I understood how painful and distressing it must have been for Mary to see Joseph become another
innocent victim of this gossip. I knew the story of the nativity was anything but a fairytale.
It is important for us to remember the manner of God’s birth.  We should never forget that Jesus is both
the son of God and the son of woman.


