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January 1926
Sunday 31

Memorable day of big concert in Opera House. Programme consists of ‘Hail, Bright
Abode’, ‘Fly, Singing Bird, Fly’ and ‘The Walpurgis Night’. Peter Dawson' also sings two
groups of songs. After Mass, Pappy and I go to meet Dawson in the Imperial Hotel, and
then go to general practice. Very nervous before performance. Concert great success. House
packed. Choir sings splendidly, and Dawson proves to be a fine artist. I accompany on
harmonium, and evidently get on pretty well. Miss O’Brien® is at piano for choir, and Mr.
Carlton Fay, a typically dry Australian, plays for Dawson. The only painful event was that
the curtain could not be dropped in time as the man was at the time smoking his pipe in
some other part of the house. Everything splendid afterwards until it was found out that
three of the soloists were departing from the choir, because they were not brought to the

footlights. Shows their mentality!

February 1926
Monday 1

Great disgust on seeing criticism of concert. Absolutely rotten. While every trash gets the
highest praise in the ‘Examiner’, this beautiful concert, and all really artistic performances,
are shamefully ignored. Many resolutions of going to Germany as soon as possible, where
good efforts of any kind are well recognised, and bad ones turned down. Spend the day in
school’ ruminating on the events of yesterday, and feel hopelessly disgusted. On coming
home from school, I find Mammy and Pappy not as upset as 1 expected, they are well
seasoned now to such things. Hear that Sophie Stockley is giving a fancy dress ball, which

livens things up a bit. Determination of going as a clown, and of having a really jolly time.

! Peter Dawson (1882-1961) was a celebrated Australian baritone who lived in London.

2 Jane (Jennie) O’Brien, or Sinéad Ni Bhriain (1895-1979), daughter of Cork wool millers, had been a talented
pupil of Tilly Fleischmann’s who gave recitals and broadcasts. She was one of the Fleischmanns’ best friends.
In the 1920s she trained in Manchester as a nursery nurse, graduating from the Princess Christian College
there. She was later to study music in University College Cork under Aloys Fleischmann, graduating in 1943.
She then taught in Drishane, and in Scoil fte, the school founded by Terence MacSwiney’s sisters in 1916,
having all her life been a close family friend of theirs.

3 Aloys was now going to school in St Finbarr’s College, Farranferris, where his father was music teacher. It was
the diocesan seminary founded in 1887, a boarding school for boys. Students did not have to undertake a
commitment to study for the priesthood; boys living in the city could attend as day students. It closed in 2006.



February 1926
Tuesday 2

No letter of protest in paper, but most of our artistic circle very enthusiastic. Receive copy
of ‘Walpurgis Nacht’ autographed by Peter Dawson, in which he says that the concert was a
really splendid one, and signs himself ‘Harmoniously yours’, a pun. Pappy enjoys day with
Dawson at Kinsale, in which the latter tells him much of his early life and struggle to
become a good artist. Very interested and delighted with history class in school. Have got a
real love for history, having studied a summary of the affairs of western Europe from the
early Greek civilisation to the present day. Have also Cassell’s ‘History of the World’, and
have read the first two volumes, which deal with Babylonia, Assyria and Egypt. Am
determined to read rest of work later on. Dr. Scannell* is a wonderful teacher of history on

account of the many and varied experiences he has had.

February 1926
Wednesday 3

Begin Mariott’s ‘History of French Revolution’, entitled ‘The Making of Modern Europe’.
Do not find it quite as interesting as was expected, but this may be my unacquaintance with
his rather condensed style. Go to Gerard Shanahan’s concert.’ Quite a success. —
‘Ingratitude, thou marble-hearted monster.” On returning from school, find Mammy and
Pappy terribly upset on account of the sudden death of poor Father Ryan, M.A., one of
Pappy’s best pupils. He was a young, enthusiastic and beautiful priest, and simple as a child.
Having been to the concert on Sunday, he was rather tired after class on the next day, and on
Tuesday, died unexpectedly from heart-failure. Just before, he had been giving other
African Missioner priests a little lecture on the ‘Walpurgis Nacht’, such was his enthusiasm
for the concert. Pappy attended requiem and funeral. He was a really beautiful character.

Requiescat in pace!

Rev. Dr. Joseph Augustine Scannell (18??-1961) was born in Cork, studied in Louvain and Rome, was
ordained in Rome in 1904. He was chaplain to the Irish Guards 1914-18, and was decorated for his bravery. He
was president of St. Finbarr’s College, Farranferris 1923-1938, when he became parish priest of Bandon. In
1946 he was made Dean of the Cork diocese. He was Aloys” esteemed teacher for English, History, Geography

and German at Farranferris. He was decorated by the French government for his work for French culture.

> Gerard Shanahan was a Cork pianist, a pupil of Tilly Fleischmann’s at the Cork School of Music. He began

giving public performances as a boy, and went on to become head of the piano section of the School after
Fleischmann resigned from the School in 1937. He was later to perform with the Radio Eireann and Cork
Symphony Orchestras, and to give recitals for the University Art Society, on occasion with his violinist
brother.



February 1926
Thursday 4

Have great fun at school. There is one fellow, nicknamed ‘Babylonian Dick’ with whom I
am ceaselessly fighting. We are like two young bears, always quarrelling and arguing with
the greatest good-humour. I go off into fits of laughter, even when at home, on thinking of
the tortures we inflict on each other. ‘Dicky’ Lenihan, the Irish teacher, and ‘Pa’ Keating are
two characters such as Dickens or ‘The Spectator’ would delight in, and every day there is
some new joke current about the doings or sayings of one of them. ‘Pa’ is, I am sure, over
sixty, since he taught my aunt Wally® when a girl, but he is still as sharp as an eagle, and has
an extraordinary quaint and humorous manner about him. ‘Dicky’, on the other hand, is
middle-aged, and not so sharp. Our chief delight is to flatter him in all manner of ways, and

he, apparently at all events, takes it all in. ‘Dicky’ teaches Irish and ‘Pa’ maths.

February 1926
Friday 5
Did some bargaining for stamps in school, and got some good ones. By my exertions, I have
started about eight fellows in collecting stamps, and I often do a roaring trade with them. In
addition, Bill, the Bishop’s chauffeur, Julia, one of the housemaids, and Doctor Scannell are
collecting for me. Our last maid, Julia [Lynch], who is now in London, sends me an
envelope of stamps about every three weeks, together with newspaper-cuttings, and other
trifles which she thinks will interest me. It is really very kind and faithful of her to put
herself to so much trouble on my account. She was with us four years, and was a really
typical Irish character, full of fun and wit. Her intelligence was remarkable, and she soon

got quite a good taste for music while she was with us.

® Walburga (Wally) Swertz was born in Cork 15 Jan 1881 to Hans Conrad and Walburga Swertz, the eldest of
their nine children. She became the first professor of German at University College Cork in 1911. She went to
Germany for the summer holidays in 1914, and was unable to return home when the world war began in
August. She lived with her aunt Matilda Swertz in Krefeld, taught in a secondary school standing in for a
teacher doing military service, became ill in 1917 and died of tuberculosis on 12 Jan. 1918 aged 37.



February 1926
Saturday 6

Pappy receives a very despondent letter from Colonel Brase.” The latter was a band
conductor of high rank in Berlin, whom the Free State brought over to train the Irish bands.
At first he met with the greatest success, making extraordinary artistry from very raw
material. His tours round the country with the No. 1 Band brought programmes of
‘Tannhduser’, ‘Parsifal’, ‘1812’, and other great works to all the towns, and did immense
work for the musical education of the people. Still, it appears, it was all sensationalism.
When he gives a high-class concert now, the hall is only half full, and evidently he is
beginning to despond. He was to come to Cork in a few weeks, but has put it off. Pappy’s

choir always took part in his concerts, which were a great success.

February 1926
Sunday 7

Finish my exercises early, and hurry down to Stockleys’.® Mammy’s pupils, who gave a
splendid concert in the School of Music two weeks ago, are repeating it at Woodside for the
benefit of those who couldn’t come. There were about forty people there, and the whole
assembly reminded me of what I heard of the old days when such interesting musical
meetings were held there. Many famous people went there, and Pappy had his meetings of
the Choral Union in Tivoli then. The war, however, has changed all this. The evening was a

great success. The pupils played splendidly except for their being a little unused to the
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Colonel Fritz Brase (1875-1940), German bandmaster and composer in the service of the Kaiser, after the first
world war music director of the Berlin police, in 1923 accepted the post of director of the newly founded Irish
Army School of Music. He had a decisive influence on the musical life of Dublin. He established four military
bands, and took the No. 1 Band on tours throughout Ireland. He organised schools concerts, founded the
Dublin Symphony Orchestra, the Dublin Philharmonic Society, organised and conducted symphony concerts in
Dublin, did extensive broadcasting. He became a Nazi sympathiser but as an Irish army officer, was not
permitted to become involved in politics.

William P. Stockley (1859-1943), professor of English at University College Cork from 1905-1931. He was
born in Dublin, studied at Trinity College with Douglas Hyde, taught at the universities of Ottawa and New
Brunswick before returning to Ireland. He became a Catholic in 1894, joined Sinn Féin and was elected to the
2" Diil. He contributed to many journals and published several books. His second wife, Marie Germaine
(1868-1949), was born in Munich to the French pianist Sophie Danvin and the Bavarian landscape architect
Max Kolb, director of the Royal Botanical Gardens; her sister was the novelist Annette Kolb. She was a singer,
a painter, taught singing in the School of Music, contributed to journals and was a marvellous correspondent.
The heroine in Sean O’Faolain’s play She Had to Do Something was modelled on her; Daniel Corkery
dedicated his Book of Lyrics I Bhreasail to the Stockleys. They had one daughter, Sophie, and lived in
Woodside, Tivoli.



piano. Everybody was delighted. Afterwards, when the majority were gone, we played

charades, and had great fun.

February 1926
Monday 8

Found greatest excitement prevailing in school. Two boys, it appeared, being tired of the
monotony of school life, escaped by one of the back doors at 8.30 on Sunday evening, and
went down town where they went to the pictures and had a gay time. Returning at 11
o’clock, they crept through one of the windows, and went to their respective dormitories
quite safely, as they thought. The Dean of Study, however, found that they were missing,
and reported to Dr. Scannell. When I came to school the two culprits were confined to their
rooms. At 2 o’clock the leader of them climbed down the drain-pipe to the ground three
storeys below, and ran away. The other, it is expected, will get a flogging. Rather exciting

for such a quiet college as Farran Ferris!

February 1926
Tuesday 9

On hearing from me that I was going to [be] vaccinated, the boys in school told me terrible
stories about the torture and agony I should have to undergo from the doctor’s knife.
Accordingly it was with great misgivings that I got off early at school and presented myself
to the doctor. The instrument of injecting looked pretty bad, and I am sure the doctor was
amazed at the expression in my face, but there was no pain at all, for it is only a trivial
performance. The boys fooled me nicely! I will have to go every Monday for six weeks now
to be injected with vaccine, because I have a perpetual cold. This evening I went to a
concert in the Protestant Cathedral with Pappy.’ Programme consisted of Dvorak’s ‘Stabat
Mater’ and Parry’s ‘Jerusalem’. Neither of the works appealed to me much, and the choir
seemed a bit unbalanced. Still, it was something one does not often hear in Cork. I am really

not prejudiced in this criticism.

? The concert was given by the St. Fin Barre’s Cathedral Oratorio Society, founded in 1923 by J.T. Horne, the
cathedral organist.



February 1926
Wednesday 10

Had lessons in Irish traditional singing from Father O’Flynn'® in school to-day, and learnt
about the Authentic and the Plagal modes of Re. It is a very interesting subject, but I do
wish he would not teach in Tonic Solfa. This system is one of the musical nuisances here.
Went to my cousin Arthur after dinner, and found him in bed with the flu, and Frieda with
measles. Patty, the baby, is really charming." Spent the remainder of evening fixing stamps
from my old album into the new. It is a terrible job, and one would require the patience of
an angel for it. I have a champion stamp, catalogue value of which is £6, and I am very
proud of it. I have about 3,000 stamps now, and have a real passion for stamp collecting. It

is very instructive in geography, as well as amusing, and it sometimes can become financial.

February 1926
Thursday 11

Had a lengthy argument with a boy in school about Germany and the war. The boys are all
very fair-minded in Farran Ferris, but they often try to draw me out by telling me about the
brutalities committed by the Germans. I always argue the matter to the finish very heatedly,
even though I know they are only amused by my fervour. Dr. Scannell is very good on this
point, as he has often well shown up to us the real state of affairs during the war, and has
dispelled the stupid notions about German barbarism. When I came home I was delighted to
find Father Pat MacSwiney'> was going to stay with us till Saturday. He looked rather thin

and pale after his illness, but was as vigorous and merry as ever.

10 Father James Christopher O’Flynn (1881-1962), curate in Cork’s North Cathedral, founded the Cork
Shakespearian Company in 1926, which from 1927 performed regularly at the Opera House and produced a
series of renowned actors. Fr. O’Flynn developed a very effective method of curing stammering. He taught
elocution in Farranferris; in 1946 he became parish priest in Passage West where he founded a children’s choir
that often broadcast on Radio Eireann. His mother had sung in Hans Conrad Swertz’s Cathedral choir; he
studied the piano with Tilly Fleischmann for a while, argued with her husband over the merits of classical vs.
traditional music, but was the first to visit him in the internment camp in Oldcastle in 1916. A BBC
documentary film was made of him in 1961: It happened to me.

1 Arthur, his sisters Frieda and Patricia, were the children of Tilly’s sister Elsa O’Malley-Williams, née Swertz.

12 Father Patrick MacSwiney, M.A. (1885-1940), one of the Fleischmanns” closest friends. He was a man of
much learning with a great love of music, also a man of action who set up social and cultural organisations in
the parishes in which he served. He was at this time chaplain to a convent in Dunmanway, having been
removed from Cork after a public controversy with the bishop during the civil war. He was to be transferred to
Kinsale in 1927.



February 1926
Friday 12

Rushed from school to town in order to find a clown’s hat for Saturday’s carnival, and
having tried at least a dozen shops, at last got what I wanted. After dinner I spent an hour
trying on and completing my outfit, and I scarcely finished a quarter of my exercises, as
every moment I had to stand up again, and be measured. Poor Nannie"” and Mammy had a
terrible job of it, but at last everything was ready for 10 o’clock. Was very disgusted with
Lisburn and Townsend, my stamp agents. A parcel of extra leaves for my stamp-album is
now due about four weeks, and no answer has been given to a card I sent asking them to
send it on. This is very unusual for an English firm, who are generally very honest and

thorough in their dealings.

February 1926
Saturday 13

At last the day has arrived! I hurried home as quickly as I could, and got everything ready.
Margaret [the housekeeper] refused point-blank to polish my shoes, so I left rather ill-
humoured, but this soon wore off when I arrived. I was the first to come, and when dressed,
I spent my time in knocking at doors, then running away, giving people frights, and making
myself as big a nuisance as I could. Some of the costumes were really splendid, my cousin
Arthur’s, who went as Pharaoh, Sophie’s, an eastern lady, and Friaulein Engelmann’s," a
Dutch boy, were the best. First we had some dancing, and then tea, at which things became
very jolly. Musical chairs were then played, and after supper the real fun commenced. There
were not many of us left, and we did nothing but romp and laugh the whole time. Pappy and
I arrived home at 1 o’clock! We were scarcely able to drag ourselves homes. It was a most

enjoyable night, and I shall remember it for a long time.

"> Nannie: Aloys’ maternal grandmother, Walburga Swertz née Rossler of Dachau (1854-1945). She came to
Cork in 1880. She did not see her family again for 21 years, when in 1901 she accompanied her daughter Tilly
to Munich, who was to begin her studies at the Royal Academy of Music. Her next and last visit was in 1930 to
see the Oberammergau passion play.

' Klara (Clir) Engelmann was a German teacher of English; she met some Irish people in Germany, who invited
her to stay with them. She became friendly with the Fleischmanns and the Stockleys, wanted to remain in
Ireland but did not succeed in finding a teaching post. She returned to Germany in 1926. She later taught
English in a secondary school in Giessen. She continued to correspond with the family and came back to visit
in the 1950s.
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February 1926
Sunday 14

Awoke at half past nine, and could scarcely pull myself out of bed. My toes and feet were
aching, and I am afraid I was very sleepy at Mass. It shows how attentive those must be
who have been at an all-night dance on the Saturday before! Mamma and I had a great laugh
at Fraulein Engelmann, who toiled up the hill to our house at a snail’s pace, and looked as if
she would never reach the top. Wrote a fairly good composition on ‘Sir Roger de Coverly
and the Spectator at the races’. I feel my English improving every week, and I think Dr.
Scannell is quite pleased with my comps. After dinner, I went to my friend Mark
O’Shaughnessy, and had some fun there. Markie is a really nice, simple old fellow, and I

like him very much. As it was wet, we had a few games of billiards.

February 1926
Monday 15

Was sorry to hear when I came to school that my friend John Cottrell was caught smoking.
He is a very good fellow, and it is a great pity. During the day, he was sent home, but I
didn’t mind very much as I am sure he will come back in a few days as a day boy, like
myself. Went to the doctor again to be injected, and did not come home till half-four, when I
was half famished with hunger. I am beginning to get a great liking for Horace’s Odes,
especially the famous ‘Eheu, eheu, fugaces’, Postume, Postume, labuntur anni’ etc. I often
wonder what I am going to become! Wrote a letter to Julia, asking why I have not heard

from her for such a long time.

February 1926
Tuesday 16

Was delighted to hear in school that John Cottrell is being taken back on Sunday next. Great
excitement at Doctor Scannell’s rigid new method of putting a check to the breaking of
school regulations. A committee was formed by senior grade fellows to-day to put down all
rowdyism, and they very pompously, yet sincerely, apologised to Dr. Scannell for the bad
conduct of the house during the past few weeks. Dickie was to-day accidentally splashed by
ink, and his whole face was black with it. There was never such a joke, and some of the
prepar[atory] fellows almost went into hysterics talking about him. To-day when I was

cycling through Bridge Street on my way home, an ugly mastiff began diving and snarling
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at my legs. While trying to kick him, I got caught in the tram-rails, and was thrown off, and
my bike punctured. It is horrible to come a cropper in a crowded street. Everyone looks at
you. Had a fine feed, as it was pancake night this evening. Got a charming letter from Julia

with some splendid stamps.

February 1926
Wednesday 17

Was very interested in history class. While speaking of the ‘Marseillaise’, Dr. Scannell told
us that that stupid and common song ‘It’s a long way to Tipperary’ was widely spread
throughout England during the war, and that the English soldiers in France were continually
singing it. He himself observed one day that when an English band was playing ‘God save
the King’ the French soldiers paid little or no attention, but when it played ‘Tipperary’, all
stood to attention with alacrity, took off their caps, and looked exceedingly solemn. They
thought it was the English national anthem. Pappy told us some charming and amusing
stories about the Bavarian court in the time of the Prince Regent at dinner. He himself was
invited with some other notable musicians to dine at the palace, and one of them made
really amusing mistakes owing to his ignorance of the formalities at court. The Bavarian

monarchy was truly lovable and great. I am certainly a hot constitutional monarchist.

February 1926
Thursday 18

Learnt the family tree of the Buonapartes in the history class. It is extraordinary how
personal experiences colour study of this description. For instance, Dr. Scannell told us of
his conversation with a man who had found the body of the Prince Imperial after a battle in
the Boer War, and this together with some other details of the same nature gave us a quite
new interest in things. Got about twelve splendid stamps from Lilian Russell who lives in
our terrace. | often do some bargaining with her. Mammy and I discussed the details of her
concert, which is coming off shortly, while we were at tea. Went to Choral Society practice,
where they studied Gounod’s ‘By Babylon’s Wave’ (‘Super fluvius Babylonae’), a very
beautiful and pathetic work. The mission which is now in Cork and which will continue for
four weeks kept many away from the practice. There seems to be rather a general

despondency after the big concert. It is very sad.
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February 1926
Friday 19

At play I broke the window of one of the nuns’"® rooms with a ball. The reverend mother
was sitting behind the window and she got the fright of her life. A terribly guilty feeling
hangs over one after doing something like this, and the jokes of the boys didn’t make me
feel happier, though, of course, I put the best face I could on the matter. Luckily, Dr.
Scannell had just got three front teeth out, and so I was spared a lecture, for he could
scarcely speak. I had to go through the ordeal of an apology to the reverend mother,
however, and that was bad enough. Spent a lot of time in the evening mending a puncture in
my bicycle, going out to send a man to Farran Ferris for the glass, and in drawing a plan of
reserved seats for Mammy’s recital which is coming off soon. I hope it will be a great

success!

February 1926
Saturday 20

Had some fun at school, but was unfortunate enough to run against Fr. Dalton as I was
turning a corner of the corridor and knocked him against the wall. He was very nice about it.
I am getting into a lot of bad scrapes lately. I apologised afterwards, and he was not at all
cross as I expected, but told me ‘not to worry’. Great excitement about the matches which
are coming off. We are all practising very hard. Was thinking about politics this afternoon.
Ireland is a Free State, cut off from northern Irish Parliament, and with Cosgrave as
president, Tim Healy, and J. G. Walsh (Fear an Phoist) [the postman] are notable
characters. George V is figure-head of England with Baldwin as Prime Minister. Germany
is a republic with Hindenburg as president. France is likewise a republic, and is engaged,
together with Spain, in trying to crush Abd El Krim, the heroic native chief of Morocco,
good luck to him! He is also at war with the Druses in Syria. I thought these notes might be

interesting in some years to come.

' The Franciscan Sisters of St. Joseph looked after the priests and schoolboys in Farrnferris, seeing to cleaning,
cooking and nursing.
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February 1926
Sunday 21

Began the thirteen Sundays of successive Holy Communion. Tried to get all my lessons
finished, but didn’t succeed. Arthur came up with Pattie after dinner and we had some fun.
Pattie is charming, such a little ‘Miss’. After tea, Clarence Mangan, one of Mammie’s
pupils, and a descendant of the great poet, called for me and together we went to Mr.
Corkery.'® At first we had a chat on different subjects, and after a second tea, we heard
Mendelssohn’s ‘Elijah’ on the wireless.'” Before it was finished, as it was not very distinct,
we shut off, and put on some gramophone records of the Sistine Chapel Choir, and of
Mozart’s ‘Jupiter’ overture and violin concertos. They were very enjoyable. Mr. Cronin, the
best piper in Ireland, was with us during the afternoon. Clarence played his Mozart sonata
excellently for us. It was a real treat. We went home about 11 o’clock. These evenings at

Mr. Corkery’s are very pleasant, as we chat about music, literature etc.

February 1926
Monday 22

Was surprised to learn that the French revolutionaries change the whole order of the year. It
seems to me to have been a very practical arrangement, no 31s and 29s. The senior honours
class at school is the ideal one. We are seven all told, and you couldn’t find a nicer lot of
fellows anywhere. They are all very witty, so much so that I am laughing from 9 in the
morning till three in the evening. Such manly, honest fellows you couldn’t find anywhere in
the city. I wouldn’t go back to Christian College now for all the world. The atmosphere in
Farran Ferris is really congenial, and everyone seems to work in complete harmony. I hope I
shall always be able to mix with such a pleasant crowd. Went to the doctor after school, and
was injected. Forbidden to play hurley! Finished my exercises at 9 for once, and worked at

stamps.

'® Daniel Corkery (1878-1964), writer, painter, teacher. He was a primary schoolteacher who learnt Irish in the
Gaelic League. Among his pupils were Frank O*Connor, Sean O Faolain and Se4n O Tuama. He founded the
Cork Dramatic Society in 1908 with Terence MacSwiney, writing several plays for it, which were later
performed in the Abbey Theatre. He published short stories, a novel and influential works on cultural history
such as The Hidden Ireland of 1924. He became professor of English at UCC in 1930. He loved classical
music and Aloys had a standing invitation to visit him to listen to the radio and to records — expensive luxuries
in those days: Aloys” parents did not at that time own a radio; they never had a record player.

'" The Irish radio service began on Jan 1 1926, broadcasting for three hours daily. It had very low power and
could not be heard properly throughout the country. It had a staff of five, and a part-time orchestra of four. The
following year a station was set up in Cork in the former women’s prison. It was closed in 1930 as it was
deemed to cost too much.
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February 1926
Tuesday 23

I may as well give my week’s routine here, as nothing much happened to-day. Every
Monday, Tuesday, Thursday, Friday and Saturday, I have to get up at 7.40, breakfast at 8,
during which I generally study, leave at 8.30 for school at 9, history, then English, then
maths, then free time for three quarters of an hour each, till lunch at twelve, play from 12.15
till 12.45, then Latin, Irish, German, home at 3.45, dinner till 4.30, piano till 6, violin'® till
6.10. Tea till 6.45, lessons and exercises till 9.45 or 10, supper and bed. Any play after
dinner is got by taking a few minutes off each of my tasks. On Wednesdays I have Irish,
Elocution and History for an hour each, French when I come home at 12.30 from Friulein
Engelmann, and, if I can get my comp. [i.e. essay] and lessons finished in time, I may get
two hours off to go to Markie or Arthur. On Saturdays I have Harmony' also, and generally

get only two hours free on Sunday. Comps. twice a week.

February 1926
Wednesday 24

Had some traditional singing from Father O’Flynn. The first air he sang for us was one
played by harpers as they led the clans to battle. He imitated the twang of the harp-strings
very well, and the air would rouse anyone to battle-fury. We were all marching along the
corridors humming it after class. These traditional airs give a real insight into Irish life as it
was before it was spoiled by the coming of the English, and only then when you appreciate
these airs, can you understand the wild beauty of the old Irish lives. Father O’Flynn has a
lovely Doge sedan and he is kind enough to let his chauffeur drive me and another day-boy
named Groeger home, so every Wednesday we have a fine spin. Father MacSwiney was to
finish his lecture on ‘Glimpses of art and life in Poland’ to-day, but unfortunately he
couldn’t come, and it had to be postponed. Worked for some time at my Japanese stamps

this evening.

'8 Aloys studied the violin with William Brady at the School of Music.
' Aloys studied harmony with his father.
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February 1926
Thursday 25

Could not go to the practice of the Choral Society as I had to do some messages in town for
Mammie’s concert. Every second shop in town has her window-card in the front. It is really
a shame that after such a splendid and successful concert as the last one in the Opera House
there should be such a slump in the Choral Society. The rotten criticism in the paper
evidently affected it, for most people thought that it must not have been at all good if even
the ‘Examiner’ could not praise it, the Lord save us! With jealousies on account of solos and
places in the choir, a quarter of the members have left, and it is very depressing. Went to the
doctor again to be injected. My cold is still bad. Wrote a letter to Mr. Scully, a painter who
lived in Cork before, and was a great friend of ours.*® He is now gone to England, and we

miss him terribly. He was almost the last of the good old class in Cork.

February 1926
Friday 26

I am doing penance for my sins this Lent by being off sweets, jam, sugar in tea, sugar in
porridge, by going to bed punctually at 9.30 if my exercises are finished, that is, I cannot
play after 9.30, and by getting up the moment the knock comes at the door; together with a
few smaller things. These don’t trouble me very much, and I should do something more.
To-day Nannie, who always comes on Fridays, gave me a page of the ‘Irish Outlook’, a
paper which was run in Cork about twelve years ago. On it is a portrait of Mammie and
Pappie with a short article on them.” Those were better days in Cork then, and happier ones
for music. It is said that a new paper, on the lines of ‘The Irish Outlook’, will be out shortly,
and published in Cork. Let us hope it will be good, and at all events if it can but raise the

standard of the ‘Examiner’ it will be a great boon.

0 Harry Scully (1863-1935) was a Cork painter who studied in the Cork School of Art, London and on the
continent. He taught in the Crawford School of Art, became a member of the Royal Hibernian Academy,
exhibited there and in London. He studied the piano with Tilly Fleischmann. He left Cork when martial law
was declared to live in England. He died after a traffic accident.

! The Irish Outlook Vol TIT No 27, Cork, April 19 1913 (Price One Penny) page 1: Portrait of the Week — Herr
Fleischmann and Frau Fleischmann Swertz
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February 1926
Saturday 27

I often think of my holidays in Dublin two years ago. Dublin is a really bright cheery town,
a contrast to Cork in every way. The proximity of the sea has a bracing effect on the whole
atmosphere. There are some lovely stretches of strand in Portmarnock, solitary and lonely,
with Lambeg Island and Ireland’s Eye looking like fairy isles out at sea. In the harbour is a
marshy waste with a beautiful silver strand on the far side, called the ‘Bull’. These places,
when I think of them, impress me with a feeling of loneliness I cannot describe. I spent
some of the happiest days there. To-day I felt miserable. I am not out enough lately, stuck
inside the whole day, and whenever I begin work, I get a head like a lump of lead. But [ am

going to exercise myself well when the hols come.

February 1926
Sunday 28

Second Sunday of Holy Communion. This Sunday was the end of the women’s fortnight of
the mission, and the Holy Communion lasted twenty minutes. I had a fine headache when I
came home.” As we had no comp. I got my ex. finished for dinner, and while waiting for
Pappy to come home for dinner, I got a sudden rush of blood to my head. Miss O’Brien said
it was nothing, but I hope it won’t happen often. We celebrated Miss O’Brien’s birthday to-
day, and had some nice things for dinner. Gave her a biscuiteer, and I think she was
delighted. Went to Markie after dinner, and had some fun. When 1 came home, I found
Arthur and Frieda waiting. Pappie was furious, because he was afraid we might get the
measles from Frieda. At eight they went, after helping Mammie with slips for concert, and I
went to Mr. Corkery. Had a very nice time. Heard Dubois and Hindel on the wireless, and

Joe Mangan play Mozart. Came home quite refreshed.

March 1926
Monday 1

Great excitement in school, as our team entered for the Harty Cup, left at nine for Fermoy.
Dr. Scannell and a few other priests went with the boys, so we had scarcely any class, and I
did all my ex. At 2 o’clock there was a ring at the telephone and Fr. Murphy, having

answered it, came back beaming. A few of us who had gathered around asked him about the

*2 At that time communicants were not allowed to eat or drink from midnight of the previous day.
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result of the match, and at first he would tell us nothing, but at last told us Farran Ferris had
won by 5 goals to two. With a whoop we dashed down-stairs and spread the news. I hope it
is true. Will know to-morrow. When I came home, I did a good deal of piano, as I had no
ex. I am doing at present Clementi’s third study, the Allegro of one of Mozart’s Sonatas,
and Mendelssohn’s first Prelude. I am beginning to love even the practising now. Mended a
puncture in my bike, and afterwards read and did stamps till bed. Got a killing [i.e.

amusing] letter from Julia. She is evidently in great form in London.

March 1926
Tuesday 2

The rumour that we won the match is true. At the lodge the gardener, grinning from ear to
ear, told us that at about 10.30 on Wednesday [Monday] night the team came back from
Fermoy; and sang and whistled and played mouth-organs all the way to the College, where
a host of pyjamas-clad fellows awaited them. Dr. Scannell was, of course, in great humour,
and we didn’t do a scrap of work with Dr. Murphy at Latin on account of all the talk about
the match. This is only a semi-final, however. Went to the Doctor again for second-last
injectment. It is beginning to hurt now. On asking him, he said I could practise for the
match if I togged out. Worked very late with all my ex. To-day’s paper says that Abd el
Krim is beginning an offensive. I hope he may beat the French out of the country, those
land-grabbers, trying to conceal their policy under the guise of authority from ‘League of

Nations’ etc. etc.

March 1926
Wednesday 3

When class was finished to-day at 12 o’clock, we had a practice-match with the North
Monastery in their field for the under-17 years league. Though hurley is a good game, it is a
dangerous one, and when hulks of fellows get cross, and begin to ‘swipe’, some bad blows
can be received. On the whole, however, the match went off all right. I was playing, too,
and got on fairly well. Came home dead tired, and went after dinner to Arthur. Found Aunt
Elsa enthusiastic about gardening. She is very good, and is doing a lot of propaganda for
Mammie’s concert, besides buying tickets herself. There is a danger, according to to-day’s
paper, of Japan coming to grips with Russia over China. There has been nothing but fighting
in the far east for a long time. It is impossible to discriminate the different war-lords.

Finished ex. And read ‘Europe of to-day’, plus some stamp mounting this evening.
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March 1926
Thursday 4

Read and learned Keats’s prologue to ‘Endymion’, beginning with the famous lines ‘A
thing of beauty is a joy for ever’. It strikes me as being a really lovely and inspiring poem. I
think that the line of greatest simplicity and beauty is ‘and such are daffodils with the green
world they live in.” Nothing can give a more concise picture of a few daffodils growing in a
fresh green patch of grass. That line, and ‘there sometimes doth a leaping fish send through
the tarn a lonely cheer’, from Wordsworth’s ‘Fidelity’ seem to me worthy of true nature-
poets. — I am now studying amongst other things Mendelssohn’s first Prelude. It is a lovely
work, full of pathos and grandeur, but I find it very difficult to bring it out well. — Could not

go to choral practice again, as I had such a lot to do. The mission is affecting it seriously.

March 1926
Friday 5

Remained to-day for dinner at school in order to practise hurley for the under seventeen,
coming off with Fermoy on the 13™. There was little to do, however, as the seniors
monopolised the pitch, and I came home fairly disgusted with my left hand bleeding from a
fall I had on some glass, and my arm pretty sore from a ‘buster’. We had great sport at
dinner, however, and I could scarcely eat anything, laughing at the boys the whole time. The
priests had salmon for dinner. This struck me, as I only ate salmon once in my life. Found
Nannie at home with some stamps for me. They weren’t much good, however, but it was
awfully good of her to get them for me. She is trying for some Japanese from a Franciscan.
Drew Nannie out at tea about the Franco-Prussian War, and the Bavarian monarchy. She
remembers both! There was nothing like the old monarchy. It is terrible to think it is gone

perhaps for ever. Nannie rejoices according as the franc drops lower, and so do 1.

March 1926
Saturday 6

Was surprised to hear from Dr. Scannell that Marconi is in a way indebted to Cork for his
first rise to greatness. Apparently there was a meeting of the commercial business men of
Gt. Britain and Ireland some years ago, and three Corkmen attended to attempt to obtain a
communication between the Fastnet Lighhouse and ships passing eastward. Marconi, then

unknown, called on them at their hotel in London, and told them about his invention of
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wireless telegraphy. They were incredulous, as were the other representatives at the meeting
afterwards, but finally Marconi was allowed to demonstrate, and success followed. Thus his
career began. It is difficult to believe Cork ever gave anyone a lift! On my way to the
Doctor’s I got a bad fall in Blackpool from my bike. The brakes were put out of action, and
I was mud from top to toe. You may be sure I felt awkward. Went to the Doctor, however,
in that state for last injection, and then to Confession. Had a bad night of sleeplessness and

nightmares.

March 1926
Sunday 7

3" Sunday of Holy Communion. Saw poor Miss Cassidy at Mass. She lost her leg and very
nearly her life, through carelessness on the part of her doctor a month ago, but is now well
and cheerful again as ever. She taught me before in St Ita’s. Finished ex. and dinner and
went off to match in Mardyke. There was a great ‘clim bum’ as Pappie would say, for the
Greenmount band and a big crowd were present. I felt very nervous for our fellows. In the
first half they played splendidly, score being Pres. 2 goals, Farran Ferris 1 goal, but in the
second half, Pres training, and our lack of it, was evident, and it ended with a complete
victory for Pres by 9 goals 3 pts to 1 goal. Came home rather downhearted, because the
good name of Farran Ferris is rather spoiled by these continual defeats in hurley, which is
the most important element of school-life for many here. Went to Mr. Corkery, heard from
him a splendid story of an escape from Curragh Camp, had discussion on Ireland of 17"
century, and heard on gramophone Strauss’s beautiful yet harrowing ‘Death and

Transfiguration’.

March 1926
Monday 8

Found Dr. Scannell and the boys very good-humoured in spite of big defeat. Dr. Scannell
especially is very cheery, and is going to give the boys extra cakes from Thompson’s for
tea. Went to the St. Thomas Aquinas Mass at the St Mary’s, Pope’s Quay, church. All the
senior students of the schools of Cork were present, and filled the whole nave, while a large
number of clerics, and professors with their green and red gowns, were also there. It was
well organised by University students with their gowns, which made the whole ceremony
very dignified. The sermon was good and briefly to the point, preached by Canon J.

Murphy. The music was, of course, sweetly full of thirds and sixths, with quivering pathetic
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tenor solo. Was caught by Dr. Scannell on the way back to school eating cakes with
‘Babylonian’ Dick. Dr. Scannell was very amused. Had, of course, no serious class after
talking only about the ceremony. Stayed for dinner for hurley-practice. Came home dead
tired. Mammie very nervous of recital. Got a charming letter from Mr. Scully the painter,

with some stamps. Pappie saw a glorious Aurora borealis in skies. Very unusual here.

March 1926
Tuesday 9

Stayed again for a hurley-practice after dinner. The boys are very hospitable, and I got a
room to tog out, jersey, knickers, and a fine hurley without the least trouble. Hurley is
splendid exercise, and the few days of practice I have had has taken away that headachy
feeling I always have from want of exertion in the open. I cycled home after as quick as
possible, and then to town where 1 was shopping for Mammie’s concert. At six went to
Pigott’s” and heard Mammie play over the programme. She did splendidly, and Mrs.
Stockley, Miss O’Brien, Fr. O’Brien,” Fr. MacCarthy,” and Fr. O’Connor, one of the
Redemptorists now preaching in Cathedral, were really delighted. Mounted stamps when I
came home, as Mammie can banish her cares about the concert when she sees me at this
work. We were delighted when Miss Barker, superintendent of School of Music, sent for
more tickets. Let’s hope the booking will be good. Got a fine St. Helena stamp from Mr.

Veresmith, the painter.*

> Pigotts was the main Cork music store; it hired out pianos for concerts and permitted the performer to practise
on the instrument beforehand.

* Fr. William O’Brien (1889-1927) was a curate in the Cathedral of St Mary and St Anne in Cork. He was born
in Cork, and ordained in the Irish College of Rome in 1912. He was renowned in his parish work for his ability
to resolve family strife. (See Cathedral website, section: Priests who served in this parish) His family were
Cork wool millers; he was Jane O’Brien’s brother. He was to die of tuberculosis the following year, aged 38.

25 Canon Richard McCarthy, ordained in 1881; 1901-08 administrator of the Cathedral of St. Mary and St. Anne
— it was he who in 1906 appointed Fleischmann senior to the post of organist and choirmaster. He was parish
priest in Kinsale 1908-38, the year of his death.

*® Daniel Veresmith (1861-1932), an American artist of German origin. As a young man, he was invited to work
in Britain, where he illustrated Thomas Hardy’s novels, taught drawing and exhibited in the Royal Academy.
He lived in Doneraile, Co. Cork for a number of years, first meeting the Fleischmanns at a recital of Tilly’s in
December 1922. He was a member of the Munster Society of Arts and had high hopes that it could bring about
a great cultural revival. But he decided to return to England in 1926.



21

March 1926
Wednesday 10

Did not go to school, but went to Imperial Hotel to arrange everything for concert. I was
there from 9.30 till 2 o’clock. Only one man came with cartloads of chairs, and I had to haul
them up with a rope from the yard below the hall, drag them in, and arrange them all. It was
terrible work. Had to put on numbers on chairs, and a hundred other things. Mammie was in
quite good form when I came home. To make a long story short, everything went very well.
Mammie played splendidly, and especially the Wagner, Debussy and Pappie’s Rhapsody.
She never played so well before. Mrs. Horgan* also sang without a hitch. The hall was
about three quarters full, but they were very enthusiastic. When Mammie finished the
Rhapsody, which, unprejudiced, I really think a glorious work, they shouted for composer,
but P didn’t appear. The people can evidently appreciate modern music better, for, though
difficult to understand, it is lighter. — Had tea in lounge. Mammie in quite good spirits. Mrs.
Stockley and Mrs. Neeson® came home afterwards. T settled affairs. I hope to heaven

Mammie didn’t lose [money] after such great work.

March 1926
Thursday 11

Had great fun in school with Mr. Lenihan, commonly known as Dickie. Whenever he makes
a joke, and they are generally very poor, we all stand up and salaam for about 5 minutes. It
flatters rather than annoys him. Stayed again for final hurley-practice. Went to Cathedral,
and found Mr. Lee, one of Pappie’s choir-men, and one of Mammie’s stewards for concert —
waiting for me, to take me up the tower. He showed me the bells, and how they are played,
and then we went to the top. The view is glorious from there. It is up in the clouds, and you
can see the greater part of Cork. During the summer I must bring up my camera and take
some snaps. Mr. Lee is very nice, and will let me up any time. Saw Mammie’s critic [sic] in
the ‘Echo’. It was rotten again, as could have been expected. This time, however, I think it

is rather more stupidity than a direct attack. It is terrible that after such great and fine work,

7 Rita Wallace, a Scottish opera singer with the Carl Rosa Company, suffered a throat infection while
performing in the Cork Opera House, and (after several years) married the specialist who had treated her: J.B:
Horgan.

* Geraldine Neeson née O’Sullivan (1895-1980), a pianist who had studied with Tilly Fleischmann; she was on
the staff of the School of Music, and later became music critic to the Cork Examiner. She acted lead roles with
the Cork theatrical groups An Dun, the Little Theatre Society, Cork Drama League. Among her friends were
Muriel and Terence MacSwiney, the Stockleys, Michedl MacLiamméir and Hilton Edwards, Frank O’Connor.
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poor Mammie should not only have a hopeless critic, but may lose some pounds, as we
made out this evening. — Got a present of a good hurley from Mr. Barry, who is in the

Choral Society.

March 1926
Friday 12

Heard a killing story of old Cork from Dr. Scannell in English class. A renowned character,
Micky Free, with an emaciated and aged lion, whose teeth had long ago fallen out, and had
been replaced by artificial ones, used to pitch his tent in the Coal Quay every year. During
one of his performances, a feat of his was to stick his head into the lion’s mouth, while the
crowd, petrified, looked with mouths agape, and a voice came from inside: ‘Tell me for the
love of God if his tail is waggin!” With quaking voices they told him it was. Then amidst a
terrible silence Micky solemnly cried: ‘Then may the Lord God have mercy on me soul!’
But there was no necessity. After a few more minutes of agony for the spectators Micky
calmly pulled out his head, and told them he had had a narrow escape! Dr. Scannell has also
some funny stories about Johnnie Gooseberry and his Shakespearian text. Mammie’s critic
[sic] was in a good place in Examiner. Such piffle! It was obviously written by a reporter of
football and hurley matches. It is gratifying at all events that Miss Barker is completely on
Mammie’s side. Had exciting counting of money. It is possible Mammie may make a few
pounds. De Valera has resigned. It is a terrible slap for Sinn Féin and shows their disunion.

With him go the old days of struggling for freedom.

March 1926
Saturday 13

Class finished at 12 and the team including myself got our togs ready for the match against
Fermoy. After luncheon at 12.30 we were driven, fully togged, by char-a-banc to station,
and having picked up the Fermoy fellows, we drove to athletic grounds. At 3 the match
began. My place was left wing 40. The fellow on me was a big heavy collegian, who got
first place in Ireland in the Intermediate, and wore a gold medal the size of his hand. He was
telling me the whole time how good he was for taking long shots, and that I had better take
care of myself when the ball should come up to us again, being too light for him. I played
fairly well in the first half, at which score was 2 for Fermoy and 1 goal for us. After we got
even, 2 goals all, but gradually gave way, and match ended with defeat for us of 5 goals 1 pt

to 2 goals 1 pt. It is always the same with Farran Ferris. We get despondent always in the
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second half. We were very depressed driving back to school. A special dinner awaited us,
with ‘Rasa’ for everybody. I always play just middling, mostly not very bad, but never very
good. Mammie had a lot of news at tea. Imagine, she has probably lost about £1 over her
concert! She always has bad luck. The first ‘“Tribune’, a new Cork paper, has come out, and

is apparently hopeless.

March 1926
Sunday 14

4th Sunday of Holy Communion. A sunny fresh Sunday always inspires me with new life. I
long to be out in the country, where the pure wind is blowing, with the scent of the grass
and the sods, and with the daffodils, ‘with the green world they live in’. — Practised piano
and violin to-day, which were irregular lately, on account of concert and hurley-practices.
After dinner went to Rathcooney graveyard, and looked at tombs and vaults. Not so
interesting as expected. Invigorating air, however. Read out there ‘The Sword Hand of
Napoleon’, a striking historical novel, lent [to] the history class by Dr. Scannell, as it gives a
good description of the period we are doing. Went to Mr. Corkery, and had a chat about the
old graveyards of Cork, and other historical places. Could hear no music, as there was a
death nearby. Had a discussion about a Republic or a monarchy for Germany. I am an
ardent monarchist, he a republican. Joe Mangan called in about 9.30 and we discussed

games and Irish games.

March 1926
Monday 15

It is always rather desponding to come to school after losing a match, but they were all in
quite good humour. Dr. Scannell told us the story of Napoleon’s interview with Metternich
at Leipzig. In the debate the two were marching up and down the room, the Austrian calmly
and dignified, holding his hat in his hand, Napoleon furiously and with many gesticulations.
In the course of these he knocked the hat from Metternich’s hand, but the latter pretended
not to notice it, but so arranging that Napoleon should have to pass over it the next time they
walked back. The Emperor at first kicked it out of the way, and afterwards flung it on a
chair without the prime minister taking the slightest heed. The latter finally left as
unperturbed as ever, while Napoleon chafed and fumed that he should have been so badly
beaten. — Had great fun in Dickie’s class. — Finished early, and had a read and stamps. Was

good at piano lesson. Pappie delighted.
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March 1926
Tuesday 16

I have many nicknames in school, the chief being ‘Flashy’. The boys in ‘Water Lane’ have
evidently heard this, a crowd of them run after me, shouting ‘Look at Flashy! Ah! Flashy,
ye got a bad bating from the Mon! The Mon® are the boys for ye!” — Dr. Scannell’s hunting-
dog, Grouse, is a fine setter, and every morning he is at the gate, and is petted by all the day-
boys. — The avenue is in a bad state now, as it has been covered with small loose gravel
which is full of big stones. — After dinner, went up to Markie, and accompanied him out the
country for a while, while he rode the horse. Since the time when I took a spin on the horse
along Glanmire and Markie got a terrible fright when he found it out, on account of the
train, he will not leave me ride him again. Went to Arthur, and made arrangements for to-
morrow. Heard Confession from a quaint, Dickens-like old priest in St Augustine’s. There

was an aroma of snuff in the confession-box.

March 1926
Wednesday 17

St. Patrick’s day. Turned out rather unsettled, with showers, rather discouraging for many,
as crowds were going to Dublin, Friulein Engelmann and Irmah also. Heard Mass at 9.30,
and then went to High Mass at Cathedral. Pembauer’s Mass was sung. It is a beautiful work,
really devotional and mystic, and the choir sung it gloriously. The organ, built now about
two years, is a wonderful instrument.” Went to Arthur for dinner, and afterwards cycled to
see some castles. We visited one tower or castle every week last Spring, and it was very
interesting. This was the first excursion this year, and we went to Ballincollig Castle,
Kilcrea Castle, a stately, well-built, and well-preserved keep, and Kilcrea Abbey, formerly a
monastery, and now quite in ruins, though very interesting. Came home dead tired, but
delighted. It is incredible, but there will no longer be a procession on St. Patrick’s Day in

Cork. The last was an ex-soldiers’ one! Not even that much honour to their glorious saint!

* The Mon or North Monastery, a boys’ secondary school not far from Farranferris, which was run by the
Congregation of Christian Brothers.

* A new organ was installed in the cathedral in 1924 by the renowned Walcker organ builders of Ludwigsburg.
Due to the collapse of the German economy after the war, Fleischmann senior was able to negotiate terms with
the firm which the cathedral could afford. The organ was shipped to Ireland during the civil war; a strike in
Cork prevented its being unloaded; a year later it was discovered undamaged on a Belfast quay.
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March 1926
Thursday 18

Felt pretty lonely, because Mammie has gone to Dunmanway for a few days,’ and the
house is very solitary. Heard at school for the first time that the exams are coming off on
Friday and Saturday, and was very disgusted, because without due notice an exam has to be
‘swotted’ for a lot. — All around my nose there has been a red mark for the past six months,
due to the continual cold I have had. The injections have made my cold better, but my nose
is as bad as ever, even though I rub it regularly every night with cold cream. — Swotted from
4 till 10.30 this evening for History, and got through all Mullane’s ‘History of Western
Europe’ and Mariott’s ‘Remaking of Modern Europe’® to the Congress of Vienna, and

went to bed with a bad headache; a nice start for the exam.

March 1926
Friday 19

Order of exams to-day — history 9.30-12, Latin 12.45-3.15. The history paper was very
interesting, and not too hard. Amongst the questions were to describe the movement of the
different tribes in Western Europe about 511 a.d.; give an account of the Thirty Years War;
to show how the contest for overseas colonies during the 18" century re-acted on the
European situation; Napoleon’s Russian campaign, and the ‘Reign of terror’. I think I got on
fairly well, but that remains to be seen. The Latin paper was a 1924 senior hons., and the
composition was very stiff, though the trans. at sight was not too bad. I think I did quite well
too. Went home quite pleased that the exams are well over. Worked at some Irish and
English for to-morrow. Nannie did not come. She is taking a holy holiday at Mount

Melleray.>

March 1926
Saturday 20

Had Irish from 9 to 12, and English from 12.30 to 3.30. The Irish paper was fairly hard, but
I think I got through all right. I was in bad form for the English exam., and just as I got my

*! Tilly Fleischmann was visiting Father Pat MacSwiney, curate in Dunmanway.

M. T O’Mullane, An Outline History of Western Europe, Dublin 1925, 308 pages; J. A. R. Marriott, The
Remaking of Modern Europe 1789-1878, London 1910, 260 pages.

33 Mount Melleray is a Cistercian Trappist monastery, founded in 1832 on the Knockmealdown Mountains near
Cappoquin Co. Waterford after the French mother-house had been closed down.
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paper, a fellow knocked a bottle in ink over my sheets and the desk, but I soon mopped it up
and began. The comp. I chose was ‘History is little more than a register of the atrocities,
follies and misfortunes of mankind’. The literature was very interesting, but I finished
barely in time. Went home, and got Confession on the way, feeling quite satisfied. The other
exams are to be some time next week. Mammie came back from Father Pat’s place at 6, and
looked fine. She had a great lot of news to tell, and evidently had an eventful, restful and

delightful stay in the country. There is really going to be a broadcasting station in Cork.

March 1926
Sunday 21

5th Sunday of Holy Communion. As we get no ex. during the exams, I finished early. Wrote
a letter to Julia, thanking her for sending away to Belgium for stamps. She has actually
come to an agreement with a priest in Liege College that for every 600 stamps she sends
him, she will get about 70 good ones in return. — After dinner, Markie came, and we fixed
up a windmill with meccano, shot with the air-gun, and did gymnastics on the trapeze. He is
a good simple fellow, and we have great fun together. Went to Mr. Corkery’s, where we
heard the whole of Strauss’ ‘Ein Heldenleben’. It is a beautiful work, and gives great
atmosphere, but is really modern. I played one of Chopin’s Mazurkas for them and the little
Prelude™ I composed during the Xmas hols. The piano is very difficult to play on. Mangans

have got a five-valve wireless.

March 1926
Monday 22

Found all the priests in bad form after their three days holidays during the exam. Not one of
them had our papers corrected, and we were disgusted. Saw the matriculation English paper
set by Professor Stockley. He gives very difficult and tricky questions. I hope I will get
through all right when the time comes. Friaulein Engelmann was in ecstasies, she told us
yesterday, with Dublin. She and Irmah were on top of Nelson’s Pillar, in Howth, Bray ,
Phoenix Park, the Zoo, Trinity College, and goodness knows where else. Dublin certainly
makes a fine impression on everybody. — Am reading about Napoleon’s Moscow campaign

at present. It is very interesting.

** The Prelude for voice and piano is Fleischmann’s earliest surviving composition. At the end of the score, in
pencil, a first draft is to be seen of his Cradle Song, a piece completed around three years later with words by
his friend Edward Sheehy.
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March 1926
Tuesday 23

I got the results of English to-day. I got first by 229 out of 300. The next fellow,
MacSwiney, got 156. We had an exam in arithmetic from 1-3, and even though my finger
was bandaged and bleeding from a smack of a hurley I got 2 mins. before the exam, I didn’t
do too badly. I did 5 out of 7 sums. Dr. Scannell to-day told us stories in the history class
about his experiences as a chaplain in Belgium during the war, and how insolent and mean
the town-mayors, or those who looked after the nutrition of the soldiers as they passed
through the towns, were. He also told us how at Napoleon’s meeting with the Pope before
his coronation, when the Emperor was boasting of the great empire he would form with the
Pope as spiritual ruler, the poor old Pope nodded his head and said ‘Comediante’, and when
Napoleon then raged about what he would inflict on the Pope, the latter simply said

‘Tragediante’.

March 1926
Wednesday 24

To-day we had Maths I from 9-11, and Maths II from 11.45-1.45. The papers were not so
difficult, and I did 4 out of 8 right for Maths I, and 4%2 out of 8 right for Maths II. That was
not too bad considering I am very weak in maths. Dr. Scannell told me that I did an
excellent paper in History and got first with 259/300. Charlie O’Connor was next with
206/300. Had a long talk with Friulein Engelmann about her B.A. exam. It must have been
a terrible ordeal. Went to Arthur after dinner, and there saw three numbers of ‘Lands and
Peoples’, a splendid magazine dealing with lives, manners, history and surroundings of
every nation on the earth. Read a great article on the Khanates of Bokhara and the
Samarkand with their ancient colleges. Pappie must get this paper for me. Father Pat
MacSwiney has been staying with us since Tuesday and we have fine talks on different
things. Read about Borodin. What appalling slaughter and suffering all for the ambition of

one man!

March 1926
Thursday 25

Second-last day of term. For the second time, I was in the study-hall for Fr. Deasy’s class.

Though apparently cross and morose, he is a great sport, and is very popular amongst the
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boys. His favourite themes are plus-fours, Russian boots, lap-dogs and Sinn Féin. He
delivers long lectures on these every week for the boys, and, though three class-rooms
away, we can hear him roaring, as usual, about the ‘Johnnies’ with the minus-fours and the
woman-dragoons. — Had a talk after dinner with Father Pat and Mammie as to what I am
going to become. It is a terrible question, as [ am torn between a musician or a professor of
language and history. Went to Joe Mangan’s home at 6 to hear their new wireless, five
valves. We heard a first-class concert from Birmingham: Schubert’s ‘Marche Militaire’,
Brahms ‘Two Hungarian Dances’ Nicolai’s Overture to the ‘Merry Wives of Windsor’,

Beethoven’s Symphony Opus V and Schubert’s ‘Unfinished Symphony’. It was good.

March 1926
Friday 26

Last day. Got marks of the rest of the exams. In Latin 320/400, the next being Charlie
O’Connor with 230; in Irish 214/400, 31 place in class; and in maths 258/600, very poor,
though poor old Pa did not see two of my sums which were right, and that would have made
about 280. — I brought up a toy beaver Julia gave me, and a little fellow that rolls head over
heels when put on an incline. Father Dinny Murphy was delighted with them, and we had
scarcely any Latin. Dickie, however, was furious when they were produced, flinging the
beaver out the window, and sent two out of the class. We didn’t do a bit of work for the rest
of the class in spite of him, and he finally had to laugh himself. Though we now have
holidays, I was very depressed after dinner. I don’t know why. Went to Mrs. Stockley’s
pupils’ song recital. It was very good, and some of Mrs. Stockley’s pupils have made great

progress.

March 1926
Saturday 27

Made out a plan of morning work for the holidays. I will do 2 hours school work, and 12
hours piano every morning if I can. After breakfast (I get up at 8.30) I tidied up all my
books and things in the dining-room, then went for a message to Dr. Scannell, to Confession
and then to Stockleys’. It was a really glorious, sunny day, a fine beginning for the hols. At
Stockleys’ Sophia and I went rooting for stamps in Professor’s study, and found about 5
good ones I hadn’t, which we divided. Woodside is a great place for stamp-finds. Had a
very pleasant evening and then went to ‘The Lily of Killarney’, by O’Meara’s company.

Had a good place in the dress circle, while Mammie was in Miss O’Brien’s box. The whole
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performance was charming, and we were all delighted. Joseph O’Meara, who now sang his
last opera, was great, and his brogue and jokes fine. Why it is the so-called music-lovers of

Cork snub this play and the company in general I don’t know.

March 1926
Sunday 28

Sixth Sunday of Holy Communion. Brought home some palm. I think I stood without
moving during the long Epistle, but it was agony. — Practised piano, and tidied up pantry,
and my books in Father Pat’s studio. I have quite a nice library now. Have determined on
composing some sort of sonata during the hols, and fixed the first few bars — the theme —
after piano. I wonder whether anything will come of it. I can always imagine pages of what
seem quite good sequences and passages, but when it comes to writing them down, it is
another matter. — After dinner went to Markie’s and had an exciting adventure. We were
examining a Ford that was on a slope leading to the garage, and as we did not know the
handbrake was broken, it suddenly moved off, and went down the incline with the two of us
hanging on for bare life. After braking against two trees it stopped, and after a great deal of
pushing we got it straight, cleared away the débris of bark — and ran. Went to Mr. Corkery.

Had a very nice time.

March 1926
Monday 29

Did all my work this morning and practised piano. Pappie caught me trying to compose, and
was swearing. He said I should learn something first, and stop this ‘dilettantisch’ business.
He is really right, but I love fishing around, and seeing what I can make. Had to telephone at
the G.P.O. to Dr. Scannell, and though I didn’t know before what to do, I managed alright
and was quite pleased with myself. Generally you get roared at by the operator in those
public offices, and fly in confusion. Went to match between St. Ita’s and St. Mary’s of the
Isle. Of course St. Ita’s lost because I was there, and wished they had won. Girls’ camogie
matches are killing, they are so afraid of the ball. Father Pat was up to-day, and has terrible
work about his journey to Rome with Fr. O’Brien. There was a committee meeting about
broadcasting to-day to which Father Pat went. All I can say is that it was outrageous, and

poor Father Pat went home most gloomy.
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March 1926
Tuesday 30

Was at lessons, piano and violin all the morning. I am getting on splendidly at my stamps
now. My new album gives me real pleasure. — The injections did not improve my cold much
which continued the same way till Sunday, when after eating two Bismarck cakes, the
mucus became unbearably burning and heavy. Went to Doctor Donovan, who said he could
not make out my case at all, and said that Mammie should come to him on Thursday. My
nose is still very red around the edges. — Pappie gave me permission to order ‘Lands and
Peoples’ to-day. — There is terrible war and confusion in China at present. All the war-lords
are fighting, and three armies are advancing on Peking. — Went to Mangans’ after tea to hear
the opera ‘Kitesh’ sung in Russian by Russians in Covent Garden, London. What we heard
of it was fine. The work is compared to ‘Parsival’. At 9 we lost it, and had to give up,

having fun till 11, when I came home dead tired.

March 1926
Wednesday 31

Found a letter waiting for me this morning from Mrs. MacDonnell, inviting me out. It is
really very generous and kind of her I think I spent some of the happiest days of my life in
Castlelack.” Pappie said if my cold is better I can go on Easter Monday. It will be glorious.
Worked at the stairs-carpet all the morning. Had French lesson, and after dinner went to
School of Music to show Mammie my letter of thanks to Mrs. MacDonnell before posting
it. While there, Mammie brought in Miss Burrowes to hear my little prelude and Chopin’s
Mazurka I am playing at present. She was evidently delighted and said she expected me to
give a recital in the Imperial Hotel next year. I wonder whether that time will ever come.
Sorted old programmes, and went to Tenebrae. The ‘Jerusalem’, ‘Miserere’, and the ‘Te
adoremus’ were glorious. Any sinner ought to be converted by that saintly atmosphere. The

Farran Ferris boys chanted splendidly.

%> The MacDonnells” house in Bandon. They had been one of the few Catholic merchants in the strongly loyalist
town. They owned a flour-mill, and were respected, Richard MacDonnell being the first Catholic to be
appointed magistrate in 1893. But when William Keyes MacDonnell became involved in the independence
movement, founding a Volunteer group in Bandon in 1913, they lost most of their loyalist customers. During
the war of independence the mill became a target for Crown forces. William had to leave Ireland, studying in
the London Slade School of Art until the secret service caught up with him, whereupon he moved with his wife
Kathleen to Munich, not returning until the end of the war. Kathleen MacDonnell published an account of the
war of independence in 1972: There is a Bridge at Bandon.
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April 1926
Thursday 1

Rose at 7 and went in Miss O’Brien’s taxi, who stayed with us last night, but on account of
dizziness could not go to the service to the Cathedral. The ceremonies went off very well,
though lasting 2%2 hours. The choir sung the Kyrie and the Gloria from Pembauer’s Mass,
and I had to turn over, and control the roller for Mammie as usual.*® Afterwards we all had a
nice breakfast in Fr. Willie O’Brien’s room, and then I went home, buying things for a fine
pudding for to-morrow, Mammie’s birthday, and sorted out old programmes. It is
extraordinary what a number of fine concerts poor Pappie and Mammie gave before, and are
still giving. Went at my old composition again. I am afraid I'm badly stuck. Went to
Tenebrae, and though kneeling and crushed the whole time in the small gallery, I felt it
really beautiful. There was a practice after, and we all listened. Some of the little fellows

looked like tiny cherubs singing with all their might. The Turba was great.

April 1926
Friday 2
A beautiful morning for Good Friday, rather unsuitable however for such a sorrowful feast;
but the latter seemed to throw a note of sadness of the glory of the sun. We saw the whole of
the ceremonies, which were very beautiful. The Turba was wonderful, it was so full of
vigour and clarity. Fr. Mahony of the north has a terrible voice, and equally bad Latin, and it

was really funny to see the saintly boys smiling up their sleeves. To-day is Mammies’s

birthday, good luck to her! Perhaps that is why the weather is so gay. We have postponed
everything till Easter Sunday, so my lovely pudding is gone west. Went to Horgan’s*” after
dinner, and broke the ice of our first meeting. They were very nice. However, was late for
Tenebrae, and had to kneel in the Big Gallery. The choir sounded lovely up there, and

though the Cathedral is pretty poor looking from below, it is much improved when seen

3% Tilly Fleischmann had graduated in 1905 from the Royal Academy of Music in Munich with organ as one of
her two subjects; she often played during major ceremonies at the cathedral, which allowed her husband to
concentrate on the choir. During his internment and subsequent deportation to Germany (Jan 1916-Sep 1920)
she officiated in his stead.

%7 John J. Horgan, solicitor and city coroner, one of the oldest friends of the Fleischmanns, who stood by
Fleischmann senior when he was threatened with internment in 1914, and managed to keep him out for two
years. John J.’s father was Parnell’s agent; his wife Mary was the daughter of UCC’s President Sir Bertram
Windle; she studied the piano with Tilly Fleischmann.
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from the big gallery, and in the darkness you could almost imagine it was beautiful. (On Sat

I wrote this — that is why it seems too jolly.)

April 1926
Saturday 3

Was at my stamps for most of the morning. Then tried to finish my composition for
Mammie to-morrow, but had to give it up as a bad job. When I stick at a thing too long my
brains run dry. Mammie was at the Doctor the other day, and he said he could not
understand my case at all. If I cannot get rid of it by the summer, I shall have to go to a
specialist in Germany. Meanwhile I am to eat only what I like. Pretty fine that, as our Yank
in school, Mickie ‘Marn’ would say. Mammie had a fierce tooth out yesterday by Mr.
Scher.*® He is a wonderful dentist, and she felt scarcely any pain. Dr. Hackett, our former
dentist, botched her teeth miserably. Got all ‘Lands and Peoples’ today. They’re great! Went
to Delaney’s Civic Guard Band in Palace. Programme very poor, and instruments rather
sharp. A well-trained band but not a patch on Brase’s. Great ‘climbum’ in paper. But very

crowded nor enthusiastic.

April 1926
Sunday 4

A fine day for Easter Sunday, though I feared it would be rainy, I could not imagine it wet.
Went to 9 Mass. Seventh Sunday of Holy Communion. Got some lovely eggs from
Mammie and Nannie, and had a fine feed after breakfast. I can’t remember Lent is over, and
never put sugar in my tea. Went to High Mass, and helped Mammie at organ. Pembauer’s
Mass was sung by the full and rich choir really gloriously. The Sanctus and Agnus Dei
especially are full of mystery that is elevating. It is modern but does not seem to me as
superficial as Debussy and others. The work is earnest, yet mysterious and beautiful. Easter
Sunday is always a great day for me, not on account of the eggs, but its atmosphere of
rejoicing is so beautiful. Had a pleasant evening. Mr. and Mrs. Neeson, Miss O’Brien and
Friaulein Engelmann were for tea. Mammie’s feast-day was great. We decked all the table,

and gave her her presents, wine, nice soap and assorted pencils.

* Dr Isaac Scher (d. 1954), whose father came to Cork from Lithuania after the pogrom of Jews there in the
1880s, was the Fleischmanns’ dentist. Dr Scher's son Eric was to become a friend of Fleischmann’s — and also
his dentist.
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April 1926
Monday 5

Off to Castlelack! A glorious morning for the occasion. Came by 10 o’clock train, and Mr.
MacDonnell was kind enough to meet me at the station with the car. Mrs. MacDonnell,
Lola, Diarmuid, Cditin and Liam are all splendid, and in the best of spirits. It was really too
kind of them to invite me. We spent the morning, and part of the time after dinner in
painting and getting ready the ‘Una Bhéan’ and the ‘Tub’ for launching. The number of
improvements that have been made is extraordinary. The house is lighted by an electric
plant, and the former watermill is now worked by electricity, the water working the turbine,
and a large creamery is just being built which will be a great source of industry to the
neighbourhood. After tea the ‘“Tub’ was brought up to the lake, a stretch of water about 4
mile from the house, and launched, but as it was dark, we had to return immediately. The

lake is really beautiful and solitary at night. It is almost a square mile.

April 1926
Tuesday 6

Slept splendidly, though we talked about jugglers and Indian magicians till a late hour last
night. After breakfast went up to lake to bail out the “Tub’. Having done so I took a spin
round with only one rowlock, and explored the four corners of the lake. Once I got stuck on
a rock near a grove of trees on the shore, and with the help of Mr. MacDonnell’s waders,
and much pushing and shoving, got her off. After dinner we started a fire near the creamery
to melt some bitumen for the ‘Una’ and were at work on her till tea-time. Then we got a
large barrel, all tarred, as a buoy, and an anchor with coils of wire, and took them up to the
lake. The car had to be backed up, as there was not enough petrol. I brought the boat over to
the mill creek and we loaded her. Mr. MacDonnell and I then started off, but immediately
got stuck on a rock, and it took us a quarter hour to get off. It was quite dark, and my torch

was beautiful on the water. We went to Bandon after, and I drove.

April 1926
Wednesday 7

Went to town with Mr. MacDonnell in the car, and drove home myself. I had a fine spin.
Mickie, the carpenter, and all of us went to the lake after dinner to fix up the moorings of

the “‘Una’. It took us three hours to uncoil the wire, and fix it on the buoy. We had several
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trips to and fro in the meantime. After tea the ‘Una’ was brought up, and with my waders I
launched her. Mr. MacDonnell then arrived and soon everything was shipshape. Found Mrs.
MacDonnell had arrived from Cork, where Mammie was repeating part of her recital at Mrs.
Stockley’s. Father Pat was also to read a lecture, and Mrs. Stockley to sing, but he did not
turn up, and Mrs. Stockley had a very severe cold, so only Mammie played. There were a
great many people there, and Mrs. MacDonnell said Mammie played really beautifully.
Talked about ghosts till 10.30 and were all very shaky going to bed.

April 1926
Thursday 8

Spent all the day with the children in gathering corked bottles for buoys on the lake. After
dinner I went up alone to do some work, but owing to the high wind, and the roughness of
the lake, could do nothing. Mrs. MacDonnell went to Cork with Mr. Mac to-day, as her
teeth were paining her. So we all were left alone. After tea I gave Miss Hickie (the
governess) and the children a magic-lantern show, and they were delighted. When they were
in bed, Mickie, the carpenter, Miss Hickie and I sat round the fire in the kitchen waiting for
Mr. and Mrs. MacDonnell to come home, and played the violin, and sang and told stories.
Mickie told us how Johnnie Condon the miller was cleaning the maize-pipe one morning as
it was clogged when a rat caught on his finger and would not leave go until it was choked
by another miller. Mr. Mac returned about 11.30, and told us Mrs. Mac was staying in Cork.
Mr. Scher had taken out her teeth splendidly. Did conjuring tricks, and went to bed 12.00

April 1926
Friday 9

Went to Bandon in the car with Mr. MacDonnell, and stayed in the shop with him till
dinner-time. In the meantime I counted the office money, answered telephone-calls; read
‘Progress’, a very interesting magazine, edited by the Lever Bros, complacent British soap-
magnates whose dealing extends over the whole world; phoned to Ivor and Joe [Horgan]
and to Betty. It was great fun. I had then a light dinner with Mr. Mac in the room over the
shop, and drove to Castlelack in his car which then proceeded to Cork to fetch Mrs.
MacDonnell. With Diarmuid I went after to the lake and we fixed 8 buoys after a great deal
of trouble. It was beautiful sunshine and calmness on the lake, however. Mrs. MacDonnell
arrived after tea, and seemed to be quite well. She was full of praise for Mr. Scher. Learned

some good tricks from Johnnie the miller and from Mr. MacDonnell. It is terrible. I came
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out with the intention of working at Irish and piano, and I am not doing a bit! Got a letter

from Sophia.

April 1926
Saturday 10

Drove Mr. MacDonnell and Mickie the driver to town about three miles from Castlelack.
Went to Confession, and then drove home again with Mickie. The latter is awfully good,
and every time I go in the car with him, he lets me drive and gives me endless lessons. He
looks a regular Dannie Mann, but he is the kindest fellow going. After dinner Diarmuid,
Lola and I went up to the lake and fixed four more buoys. It is funny, but the lake can get
really stormy, and Mike Riordan, who was out with us, told us that in a high wind the waves
would break over ‘“Tubbie’ or any other boat. Hunted the children and had great fun till tea.
I did some piano and Irish to-day. At 8 Mickie and I went in to town again to fetch some
money, and I drove both ways. Mickie had no end of talk about driving. Got a puncture on

the way back. Read ‘Lands and Peoples’ and went to bed at 11.

April 1926
Sunday 11

Went to 7.30 Mass at the convent in Bandon, but got a puncture on the way, and came only
just in time for Holy Communion. So had to go to 12 Mass again. I drove them all in, but
Mickie got nervous in case I might be caught by the Civic Guards, and having cycled out
from Castlelack, drove us home. The choir singing is terrible in Bandon. We brought Liam,
Marjorie and Nancy Hallinan with us, and we spent all the day almost up at the lake
boating. I really thought it was time for me to return home as school commences on
Wednesday, and so I left by the 5.30 train. Goodbye to Mr. and Mrs. MacDonnell, to Lola
and Diarmuid and Cditin and Liam and Miss Hickey, and to the lake and the mill and all
Castlelack. I had really a glorious time, and should be very thankful. Got back alright,
though it was an excursion train, and everyone was drunk. Found Mammie and Pappie
splendid, but very disappointed because I did not write. It was very careless and forgetful of

me.



36

April 1926
Monday 12

Father Pat left for Rome with Fr. O’Brien yesterday and Mammie and Friaulein Engelmann
went out in the Movercock steamer with them to meet the liner. They said it was a
wonderful experience, the sea, very stormy and breezy, showing off the huge and majestic
liner ‘Miinchen’ to full advantage. Of course, everything on board was thorough and good
to say the least — a German vessel. Went to Betty Sullivan® to-day and had quite a good
time, playing with bows and arrows. I got a crack of an arrow fair in the eye, but it did me
no harm except for the pain, and some slight swelling. Went to the pictures after at the Lee.
It was very kind of Betty to take Bergin and me. The ‘Eagle’ was shown, a picture about
Russia, in which the Czarina was very badly and stupidly represented. For the 2™ time in

my life I saw a good comedy after, depicting a skit on the present gold-rush in Australia.

April 1926
Tuesday 13

My birthday, and a beautiful sunny day for the occasion. It makes me sad, however, more
than anything else to think I am getting so old — 16. Real youth is certainly gone for ever,
and now comes the most trying portion of my life, in which I must struggle hard, or else fail
completely. It is an absurd idea, but I often watch a flock of doves wheeling to and fro in the
air, and imagine that the heights and depths of my life follow this flight. — Went to Ivor and
Joe, and they were really nicer to me than ever before, which is saying a lot, for they are
always nice, but it is Mr. and Mrs. H who always make me feel as though I was an
intruder.* Timmie Leary came after dinner, and I amused him till seven, when he went back
to school. Poor Pappie and Mammie were too good and kind to me this birthday, and gave
me a lovely new suit, a pair of shoes and socks, apples, oranges and flowers and ‘Lands and

Peoples’. I should be supporting them now*' Had a pleasant evening of reading and stamps.

* Betty O’Sullivan’s parents lived in the Honan Hostel, hall of residence of University College Cork. Her father
was P.T. O’Sullivan, professor of medicine 1924-1931, the Warden of the student hostel, and her mother
Elisabeth O’Sullivan, professor of education.

“ Tt is possible that the Horgans may have regarded Aloys as being the instigator of the divilment he and the two
Horgan boys got up to during his visits.

*I Many boys in Aloys’ father’s North Cathedral choir had to leave school at 13 and start work, some of them
taking on a ten-hour night shift.
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April 1926
Wednesday 14

Back to school again! Ugh! Still, in Farran Ferris we always tumble to our work
immediately, and after one day we feel as though we were back in school a week. Found
everything the same as usual. Poor Julia sent me some lovely stamps for my birthday — 30
splendid ones I hadn’t, one worth 2/6. It is too good of her. Suits were sent up to-day, and I
have chosen one. — I have determined to work hard this term at Irish, German and Harmony
in particular. Dr. Scannell is in Dublin yet, so I had but little ex. to do, and had an hour and
a half of reading and stamps. To-day was Miss Maureen Cashman’s recital, in which she
was assisted by Miss Celia Jackson, one of Mammie’s pupils. I could not go on account of
school, but Mammie said that though Miss Cashman did not sing so well, Miss Jackson

played really gloriously, and was a great credit to Mammie. Of course, hardly anyone there.

April 1926
Thursday 15

Read in the paper this morning that there will be a cessation of hostilities on to-morrow
between Abd El Krim and the French and Spanish. The French are all talk about the heavy
terms they will impose, but it is significant that they are sending peace envoys to Oujda in
Morocco, instead of Abd El Krim sending envoys to Madrid or Paris. The latest is that the
French papers are full of Riffian bravery, but Abd El Krim is much too fly a boy to be
caught by that. The war in China is still raging — Germany has just made a treaty with
Russia, a very good thing. The Locarno Pact is gone bust. — Mammie made arrangements
to-day about her playing in a benefit concert for Miss Mabel Dennis on 25". — Went to
Choral Society. It is a terrible shame. There were not 35 out of a 100 there, and the 1™
broadcasting concert is on May 4™ Poor Pappie’s work is useless in that hole. Nothing will

stir these sluggards to come to the practice.

April 1926
Friday 16

Are doing at present the reaction of the French Revolution in the History class. It is very
interesting. I have determined to work very hard at French, maths and Irish, with Harmony
and violin, this term, and during the hols if possible, as I am weak in these. — Had to wipe

the school stairs to-day for Dr. Scannie, as I was one of those who did not put on their
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house-shoes, and dirtied the stairs. — Nannie brought photographs of Uncle Xavier* and his
wife to us to-day. Uncle Xavier was not heard of during the war, and we had begun to fear
he was dead, but a few weeks ago Nannie got a letter from him, saying that he had had a
terrible time in South America, and was shut off from the world. To-day she got a long
letter, and photographs of himself and his wife. — Did well at my piano lesson. The Mozart
sonata I have just finished, and the Mendelssohn Prelude are glorious. I am going to do

another Mozart sonata before I do Philip Emmanuel Bach.

April 1926
Saturday 17

Colonel Brase came to us to-day at 4. He is calling at Cork on his way to Germany, via the
‘Thuringia’ liner to Cherbourg. I was not there for tea with him, however, as I went to
Hilser’s party after dinner, having first got Confession. Fr. Engelmann, Sophie and Irmah,
Joe and Miretta Mangan were there and four O’Sullivans. We had a very jolly evening,
beginning with the card game ‘Answers’, then a fine tea, and afterwards more dancing, in
which Joe, Mary Hilser and I did much execution by doing whirling and fantastic solos.
After we had a splendid game called ‘Consequences’ and forfeits. The latter were fairly
strong. Lemonade and jelly were no small delight. Left at 12 and did not find Pappie angry

as expected. Colonel Brase went to Cobh at about 10 for early morning embarkation.

April 1926
Sunday 18

A telegram came at 3 last night saying that the liner was not coming in till 4 and Col. Brase
expected us by the first train. You may be sure Mammie and I went, though I had scarcely
an ex. done on account of the party yesterday. Pappie could not on account of Cathedral.
Found the Colonel waiting, had a nice dinner at the States Hotel and went off in the
Movercock [the boat serving the liner] at 4. The harbour is really glorious. Almost
immediately the ‘Thuringia’ was sighted and we spent almost half an hour heaving to and
coming alongside. It is a fine and well-built ship, German of course. Some of the young
sailors looked really picturesque and charming, and the officers stood behind, looking

solemn and learned. Noticed among the crowd of Yanks and foreigners a Jap and a typical

** Franz Xaver Swertz (1885-1951), went to the Presentation Brothers College until 1905, studied Engineering in
UCC, graduating in 1909, then emigrating to the USA. In 1927 he was living in New York. During the
Depression he was to go through very bad times. In the mid 1940s he was to try to get Aloys’s works
performed in New York.
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Austrian. The interior is beautiful, everything spotless, and the stewards really charming.
There is a cinema and a huge dining-room. Col. Brase was made mountains of by the
agents, consul, chief steward, etc. Was terribly sorry to leave. Missed train, and I worked at

lessons in hotel till 9.30. An experience never to be forgotten!

April 1926
Monday 19

Still thinking of yesterday. Col. Brase played for us in the hotel his fourth phantasia, the
best of them all. He certainly played it splendidly. Col. Brase, funny to say, was boasting all
the way to anybody he met and to us about the Governor-General* and himself, etc. but in
him it is not pride but more innocence. We had really a glorious day yesterday. — Got a
terrible fright to hear in school that all the Honours fellows (my class) are going in for
Matric.* this year. They were only told yesterday. Dr. Scannell asked me whether I would
go in also, and said he thought I would pass quite easily, but I was too nervous of Irish and
maths, and said I would rather not. I am in a terrible mix-up now as I do not want to be an
exception in my class for next year, and yet I could never get my Irish authors done in two
months, as Dickie did not do one of them during the year. Another reason is that I may go to

Germany, and if so would leave early in June, before the Matric.

April 1926
Tuesday 20

Dr. Scannell was laughing at me to-day in class that I was afraid to do Matric. I am still
doubtful, because, of course, it would be great to get it over, and then I would concentrate
on Leaving Cert. next year. Still, my music would then be neglected, and that can’t be
allowed, so I have decided with Mammie and Pappie not to go in. Went to ‘Quo Vadis’ this
evening with Mam in the Coliseum picture house. Stockleys, Arthur, Dr. Scannell and lots
of people I knew were there. The material and the spectacular scenery of the picture were
splendid, and all the actors, especially Nero, were wonderful, but historically it was very
muddled, and, of course, the usual error, the inevitable love-story was set off by the history

instead of vice-versa. It was reeled-off, too, at a terrible rate, and the religious portions were

* From 1922-1937 the Governor-General was the representative of the British monarch in the Irish Free State,
though no longer called the Viceroy.

* Matriculation examination: the university entrance examination set by the National University of Ireland.
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absurdly done. — Choir are taking part in the broadcasting concert on May 4™ but it is a

fierce job to get them together.

April 1926
Wednesday 21

Boys in school to-day got hold of my diary, and were teasing me for about two hours, but
they were decent enough to give it back to me then without reading it. Went to Markie, and
accompanied him a bit out the country, he on horseback, I on bike. Then, having posted a
lot of circulars to choir-members, went to Arthur. Aunt Elsa and he were both wild about

the disgraceful comedy ‘No, no, Nanette’*

which played in Cork for two weeks to such
crowded houses that no seats could be got. Shows the sweet and refined taste of Cork. Even
the would-be ‘priests’ in Farranferris were delighted with it. If the priests had any backbone
they should have banned it. — Pappie went to concert at the Opera House with William
Primrose, violinist, and Luke Byrne, singer, and said it was really splendid, but of course
house really empty. The poor artists must have lost about £60. Heard that Committee have
put out Pappie’s choir from broadcasting concert. But it is going to be fought out this time.

Only because Miss Blarker] is against choir because it is not financed by her. Absolute

disgrace!

April 1926
Thursday 22

The census is at present being taken. I wonder what the result will show, that Ireland is
going backwards or forwards. ‘Queen Margherita’ refused point blank to give her age so the
Civic Guard when he calls will have a nice job in coaxing it out of her. I am trying to work
hard at every thing, and am succeeding pretty well, as I must keep pace with the other
fellows who are swotting as hard as they can for Matric. — Went to town after dinner and
was measured for a suit. I wore the one I now have on fairly well, having got it 1%2 years if
not 2 years ago. Miss O’Brien came to play the Irish pieces she will broadcast soon for
Mammie. They are really picturesque in the Irish way. Went to Choral Society practice and

found Miss B. up to her tricks again. She told some of the members to go home as there

* No, No, Nanette: a musical comedy with music by Vincent Youmans based on a 1919 play by Frank Mandel,
My Lady Friends. It was a huge success in Chicago in 1924, and then came to London. Wikipedia: ‘The
farcical story involves three couples who find themselves together at a cottage in Atlantic City in the midst of a
blackmail scheme, focusing on a young, fun-loving Manhattan heiress who naughtily runs off for a weekend,
leaving her unhappy fiancé.’
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would be no concert for them. In spite of it, however, there was a splendid attendance, and
the ‘Loreley’ was sung. It was a pity that Pappie could not stick to it, but must go and do

‘Super fluminis Babylonae’ by Gounod.

April 1926
Friday 23

Measured myself in the study-hall in school, and found I was just below the line running
along the wall. I wonder when I will be over it: I am still very small for my age, and by far
the smallest in my class. Went over ‘Macbeth’ again to-day. It reminded me when we acted
it for the Bishop and whole lot of visitors last Xmas, my réle being Lady Macbeth. I think
that day was one of the happiest of my life, because not only did I get a first prize book for
senior hon[our]s and another for getting on well in last year’s intermediate [exams], and not
only was Mammie really delighted with my acting, but the wonderful feeling of good-
fellowship, and enthusiasm for the general good of the school made everyone feel so
content as he could possibly be, and made the whole evening a great success. — Nannie

sowed seeds in the garden this morning, I wonder if they’ll ever spring up.

April 1926
Saturday 24

Pappie’s birthday. We all wish him the greatest joy. — Got cards from Fr. Pat, who is now in
Rome. He is rather tired, but has had many interesting experiences. I'm sure we will have
talks of 5 hours at length when he comes back. — Spoke of the Rotunda at school. It is a
shame that such a historic building should have been made a cinema. By the way, it is the
Kays who own it. They live next to Aunt Rosie’s* place in Dublin. They are charming
people, but their buying of the ‘Rotunda’ is to be deplored. — Mrs. Stockley was up for tea,
and there was talk about the School of Music. Surprising developments on our side may
take place soon. — I am getting on very well with my work in general. Could I only get on
well in my exams next year, I would be ‘well away’. Imagine losing £80 last year by 10

marks out of 15.000! Could I get it next year what it would be for Pappie and Mammie!

%6 Rosa Blair née Swertz (1892-1929). She was a gifted pianist, and sang in Fleischmann senior’s secular choirs.
In 1919 she moved to Dublin after her marriage to Alec Blair. She had two children; she died aged 37.
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April 1926
Sunday 25

10" Sunday of Holy Communion. A really glorious tropical day. After finishing my comp.,
‘Present Fears are less than Horrible Imaginings’ very appropriate for poor Mam who is
playing to-night, and having partaken well of Pap’s birthday dinner, I went with Joe
Mangan and Frank Keane rowing from the Blackrock rowing club. On the way there heard
two Swedish sailors talking their melodious language. It was beautiful on the water, and I
did a bit of rowing. Visited Blackrock Castle, and some dredges, from which we were
hunted. Arrived home in time for tea, and then did messages to Opera House for Mam. We
did not leave till 8.30 though concert was supposed to begin at 8, but found no. 3 on. The
programme was very poor, though Miss Mabel Dennis, Mrs. O’Meara, Mrs. Horgan and
Mrs. Hamilton are splendidly trained singers, but they sang mainly piffle. I was in agony as
usual until Mam began her ‘Liebestod’ but was really surprised and delighted to see how
brilliantly and faultlessly she played it. Other pieces were Debussy’s ‘Jardins sous la pluie’
and ‘Claire de lune’. Fairly enthusiastic and got encore. Could see that cultured people were

delighted. Mam is glad °tis over!

April 1926
Monday 26

Learnt of Foster’s Corn Law and Orde’s resolutions in the History class. Dr. Scannell
showed me to-day during German a first-class relic of St. Agatha together with a document
in Latin certifying its verity, which I had to translate. Talking about relics, I asked him what
Mark Twain’s ‘Innocents Abroad’ which I read. He said that Twain’s accusations were
utterly blasphemous: that he had investigated the matter himself, and taking Twain’s sneers
at the relics of the True Cross for example, he showed me how a match may be broken into
15 tiny pieces, and if there are 10,000 matches in a beam of wood, surely there could be
countless relics of the True Cross. — Lately I am inclined to laugh a lot at the smallest thing,
and as this savours of hysteria, I must put a stop to it. I am always blushing, too, without the
slightest reason, and often I wish I could control myself, because it is stupid to blush and
feel embarrassed before young ladies and gentlemen whom one would like to kick for their

smartness and put-on airs.
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April 1926
Tuesday 27

Saw critic [sic] of Mabel Dennis’ concert. No one, except Mrs. Horgan, is praised, and
Mammie who, of course, stood out from the rest in her art as white stands out from black, is
slurred over as usual. A year or two ago, that would have made me furious, but now that is
so usual that no-one minds, and Mam herself doesn’t care in the least. But certainly she
won’t be got to play in any more trashy concerts such as that. — Farran Ferris is playing
Pres*’ to-morrow again and I can guess the result. Our fellows are so patriotic, they started
practising yesterday. But I suppose they know they’ll be beaten! — Went down to Stockleys
where a homely party was given in honour of Miss Violet Stockley* coming home for the
hols. Sophie got about 500 splendid stamps while she was in Dublin. They are all Argentine

and Bolivian, and are surely very valuable. She gave me five good doubles she had.

April 1926
Wednesday 28

Got a card from Father Pat saying that he had a private audience with the Pope, and is
having a glorious time. — Went to match to-day at which there was a huge crowd. Of course,
we were beaten by about 5 goals, though our fellows put up a good fight. It serves them
right, anyhow, because it was evident they had neither wind nor practice. — Came home
pretty disgusted that we are always beaten. Called in to School of Music to see Mammie.
This morning all the teachers at the school got a paper on which to sign by oath of
allegiance to the Free State. That is alright for Pappie and Mammie, but Mrs. Stockley and
Mrs. Neeson are going to resign.*” The Committee has declared the choir will not sing on
account of bad attendances (a lie!) and because the last concert was not a credit to the
school. Whoever brought credit to it except Pappie and Mammie? But it’s no use swearing
about ignorami who hate everything except what the gallery likes. Pappie and Mr. Fielding

are going to consider the question, however.

7 The Presentation College, a boys’ secondary school on the Mardyke run by the Presentation Order.

8 Violet Stockley (1893-1971), born in Canada to Prof. Stockley and his first wife, Violet Osborne — sister of the
painter Walter Osborne. Her mother died shortly after her birth. She became a teacher and taught for many
years in England.

* The husbands of both ladies had been on the republican, anti-Treaty side in the civil war, during which Sedn
Neeson was interned by the Free State government. Aloys Fleischmann senior, as an alien interned by the
British during the world war, abstained from politics. The requirement that a