
























































They all tell you - all those

older, wiser, been-there-done-
that, worn-the-T-shirt types -
that the friends you make dur-
ing your first year are the peo-
ple you will never speak to
again.

So be warned. The person read-
ing over your shoulderright now
is the one you will flee from
three months hence. You will
join the foreign legion to escape
their attention, perform Pink
Pantheresque stunts, rather than
catch their eye in the corridor.
Day One, and I had my first ‘out
of body’ experience. Looking
down from the ceiling at 60 odd
students - fat, thin, shy, extro-
vertand several just plain wierd
- I thought: “God. Oh my God.
What have I done?” It was the
witch in the corner, with black
lips, black clothes and long, long
black hair, who disturbed me.
Today, she’s a close friend.
Yes, in those heady first days,
dipped in the flesh-pot that is
fresherdom, appearances are all.
That seething amoebic mass of
students splits and sub-divides
into a thousand cells. The ones
in the floppy velvet hats are
drama students; with nostrils
attached to torture instruments,
anthropologists; and sporting
sweaty tracksuits and hairy legs,
outdoor types. Christians wear
Cliff Richard badges and listen
to Barry Manilow.

Lurking on the fringe are the
cynics. Skulking in the shad-
ows, with bored and distant

faces, and these are the existen-
tialists, the aliens. So-called
individualists, they have a pe-
culiar tendency to move en
masse, and usually form the
biggest clique in any year.
The circus has begun. In a fre-
netic show of enthusiasm,
thousands of otherwise sane
and healthy 19-year-olds are
pressganged into joining every
society going. Filofaxes im-
plode, as Julia and Gilesrealise
the full impact of 7pm on a
Monday night. In an ode to
human endurance they have
signed themselves up to amanic
cabaret - debating in the dark-
room wearing tapshoes, with a
militant placard in one hand
and a golf club in the other.
The timetable soon adapts.
9am: meet in the coffee bar and
wire yourself up with a 5p-a-
cup caffeine hit to undertake
the first mental assault of the
day. 1pm: recover in the bar
and then sleep off the after-
effects in a seminar. This is an
ideal period in which to recoup
your stamina for the Spm ses-
sion back in the bar.

Student bars offer the cheapest
liquor this side of heaven. Part-
time jobs in these oases are also
available. The management
operates according to a myste-
rious code, however, so it’s
worth finding out who Mr Big
is on day one.

The fastest way tomake friends
in these lonely climes is to buy
a car. You will not only make

friends, but friends of friends.
Surrender your diary. You have
become “Home, James”. FAB
means Free Automobile Beck-
oning. You have joined an elite.
Car-owners enjoy the highest
nervous-breakdown rate at
universities and polys, and
command the biggest over-
drafts.

Overdrafts... look out, danger
comes disguised in three forms:
1. The Check-Book. “Oh God,
where’s my check-book™ and
“what the hell’s that on the
stub?”” will become familiar.

2. The Check Guarantee Card.
This is intrinsically linked to
No. 1, and attacks the heart and
adrenalin glands. You have now
spent money outside the con-
fines of your campus branch.
3. The credit card. You now
have “plastic paranoia”. This is
fatal.

There are however, three easy
ways of overcoming fiscal pho-
bia. Don’t fill out your stubs;
close your eyes when you sign
your cheques; cut your credit
card into 99 pieces and mail
them one at a time to your bank
manager.

To escape the pressure of
academia, freshers return
nightly to their Halls of Resi-
dence (HoR), to which they so
sensibly applied in the summer.
So wise, I chose the nearest
HoR to my college. Big mis-
take. It was all-female. And, it
was here that I encountered my
first ‘zerm’, or deviant of the



New kids on the block/Do you wear an anorak or leather jacket, trainers
or Docs, carry an armful of flies or just your cigs? Watch out freshers,
you’re being judged. Deborah Courtnell mistakes the zoology block for the
library, and signs herself up for three years of ballroom dancing.

male species. Immediately
identifiable, he is semi-nude,
clad only in either loud boxer
shorts or grey Y-fronts ( he ig-
nored Mummy’s advice on fast
coloureds). Recently returned
from inter-railing across Eu-
rope, his striped skinny torso
attracts live bacteria which fes-
toon his upper back, neck and
face.

The zermis best studied at 9am,
when he stumbles into your
room convinced he has found
the toilet. The alarming grin on
his face is, in fact, the post-
coital smirk of one who thinks
he has just lost his virginity or
achieved orgasm. (He is not
absolutely sure, since both
myths were exploded on auto-
pilotdue toa hangover from the
Freshers’ Ball. Beware the
Freshers’ Ball: this is not fresh,
and certainly not a ball. Do not
wear taffetta or black tie - you
will look, and feel, extremely
silly.)

The phantom fridge-eater is the
second menace to haunt the
HoR. Potentially, he/she can be
as expensive as elastic plastic.
Jane and Peter, for instance,
intending to live under seige
conditions all weekend and “get
some work done” - emerging
only occasionally to eat - may
decide to visit the supermarket.
By breakfast on Saturday, how-
ever, there is nothing left, and
the 24-hour takeaway, namely
the communal fridge, begins to

feature prominently in their
lives.

Work does play a part in the life
of a fresher, though usually a
cameo role. I suffered at first
from a propensity to write co-
pious notes, all of which, if not
lost, were unintelligible come
finals.

I also spent much of my first
term religiously noting words
that gushed from the super-
student who dominated each
seminar. This creature reads all
the holiday books, lives in the
library and is, apparently, so
intelligent you wonder why they
bothered to come to college at
all. Relax. It’s the silent student
in the comer who will getone of
the only two firsts.

Things I wish I'd known as a
fresher... I talked recently to a
college mate (once a “Home
James”, now a born-again pe-
destrian who has not owned a
car since the summer of ’'85).
“Tell themabout the 2nd years,”
he urged me. Ah yes , the sec-
ond years. Lacking the superi-
ority of the 3rd years, who barely
acknowledge your existance,
2nd years are a friendly bunch.
Smokers take heed: carry a
packetof 10 with only one ciga-
rette in it, and secrete the other
19 around your person. The
friendly 2nd year will join you
at coffee break for the first three
weeks, and want to smokeevery
cigarette within a 10-yard ra-
dius.

It can be hard to plummet from
the powerhouse of sixth-form
to the tenements of first year.
But, on the planet of higher
education, innocence reigns.
You thought you were wise and
worldly but did you know, as
one friend of mine wished she
had, the small purple phial la-
belled “popper” is to be sniffed
not swigged...

My brief was to write about
“things”, so here’s one lastone:
you will only be a fresher once
in your life - enjoy. Oh, and a
few tips:

a) Photocopy all your notes and
everybody else’s.

b) Find the local second-hand
bookshops as soon as possible.
¢) Go home regularly. It’s not
so bad: fresh food, clean sheets
and free board.

d) Most theatres and the like
offer student discounts - sound
them out.

¢) Suspect your bank manager.
He wants to offer you a massive
overdraftfacility, then persecute
you for the next decade.

f) Carry a watch. There are no
school bells. Telepathy is unre-
liable.

Also a compass. It’s not true
what they say. I was still getting
lost in third year. Much of my
time as an english student was
spent in zoology lectures.
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Once again it falls on us to
inform the world of stu-
dents whatexactly is going
on behind, before and
within the scenes of college
life as it happens. Being
the Christmas edition of
Mercury we felt that a fes-
tive spirit was in order so
we, once again, went on
the piss. We have spent the
last ten weeks practising
for week 11 and slowly but
surely it is becoming a re-
ality. Yes, all that drinking
was worthwhile for now
we can stand fifteen foot
from the bar and shout,
“Donal, the usual”, while
the rest of you swotty indi-
viduals are cramming for
even a bottle of lucozade.
Piss-ups of recent, how-
ever, are becoming rarer
but we still are managing
the odd pint. Scutter-stops
this week included the stein
promotion. We thought that
there would be an awful
rush for the 160 steins on
offer so we descended on
the bar early; 10:30 a.m.
As it happened, all steins
had departed the shelves

exactly 20 minutes after it
started. Not bad for week
9. People seen at the scene
included one Steven
MacNamara, a post-
graduate student who

suceeded in filling a fellow
drinker’s stein with two
pints of Arthur’s own. Quite
aremarkable feat, and well
worth having a 1982 LD.
card to do same.

Another scutter-stop has to
be the official story of
Tuesday Week 9 when the
president of the S.U. cel-
ebrated with the above
post-graduate and the sec-
ond gentleman of the S.U.
(none other than Joe Joyce,

or Mr. Joan Keating if you
prefer) Two bottles of
whiskey later they at-
tempted to traverse to the
Stables bar for more liqour.
Joan was brought along to
drive the car (proper order
for a woman). On depart-
ing the bar Croff and Mac
were seen mud-wrestling
on the bar floor without the
mud. Then our P. accosted
the HEAD of the bar,
Cormac Connolly, whose
forehead was showing ared
light at the time.One

ﬂ'[uc{-zméSt[ing

on the bar floor

viewer, Bellubadub, alias
Nollaig Scott, alias Christ-
mas stocking, noted he had
never seen Mrs. Croffy’s
brat in such a state, bar the
night he spoke to a wash-
ing machine for twenty
minutes, but that’s another
story.



Special mention must go to
the race night hosted by
the G.A.A. clubs last Fri-
day Week 8. All the Exec.
members were seen actu-
ally dressed up forthe races.
One quote on that effort
went along the lines, “Jeez,
Ican’tsee Joan but by kryst
can I smell her!!”

Back to our faculty slag
series and for the chop this
week we have a number of
reputable boffins from 'up
the house'. Firstly we would
like to congratulate Kay
‘come in, come in' Shanley
onrecieving alovely bunch

of carnations last Thurs-
day from what must have
been another satisfied
house-dweller. Secondly

Impression of
- a.constipated

Joose

we would like to blow the
Coverona very secret party
which will take place next
Friday night. Student body

take note, the Sex (Secs??)
& Techs party is about to
happen. Some of the heads
which will no doubt be seen
there include Callista 'the
Red Raunch' Bennis and
Declan'are you going fora
pint' O' Brien.

Lastly we feel that we must
pay tribute to Gerry Myers
impression of a constipated
goose in the canteen last
Wednesday. However, we
have confirmed that the
rumours regarding his re-
lationship with Dr.
Doolittle are totally unjus-
tified.
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Wish all thelr customers and friends
a happy Christmas. Best of luek to
all of you in your exams
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NEW UNIVERSITY

WRITING

C Go To College!!!

Sense! - what has college got
to do with sense! College -
those four years (or more if
your lucky) of total freedom
and anarchy and atsomebody
else’s expense. That time of
murder and desecration ,
sheer vandalism and pillage,
when each is trashed ‘till a
mindless pulp, raped to the
very verge of existance, yes
and all this in public, by day
an by night, each philosophy
and belief torn by the
verbosous loquacity of these
youngintellectuals. Thenonly
to be excepted with a hand-
shake and a par< 'ment at the
end of all these four (or more)
years of freedom from the
reponsibities or wealths or
families. Indeed what fun to
be non-conformist for a spell,
and an anti-establishmentar-
ian. Many are the joys of
University life. Here in this
virtuous utopia, where none
are left in zymosis, and all
partake of the rich and intel-
lectual type verbal interac-
tion, and much more. For
this is indeed a Univeristy,
and of high standing, here
indeed there is much study
and many studies performed,
but rich and rewarding. The
study of fluid dynamics and
the mechanical actions of the
robotic arms lifting a fair
weight and tilting it, just for
balances sake. The study of
numbers and other members

of this vituous place and of
course one of the most popu-
lar among the vituosos of this
University: the vituosity of the
study of biology is beyond
compare, and the study of the

human body, well isn’t that
Just the king of all disciplines!
And it is the “study of the
college”’, and the essence of
team work at that. The study
of this particular science/ art
oh really and in truth it is a
virtuosity, is normally imple-
mented in pairs, bringing
forth in the students the true
spirit of team work which is
the foundation of all that is
virtuousonearth. When these
two students come together
tostudy,and this may be any-
where, really anywhere, in a
disco, in the college corridors,
in the stables, no end to the
list.,, anyway when they get
together, well what can I say,
exploration is the name of the
game and of course you know
the rest. Wonderous services
are available here too for a
minimum of the free money

By Gerry

Russell

which each student gets in
abundance to spend and get
some wonderous advantages.
Caffeine, caffeine and more
caffeine and some sandwiches
(when the bread delivery
comes) are available in the
splendidly laid out canteens
and restaurants, providing all
the homely comforts needed
for these conversing young
intellectuals. And indeed
providing an excellent
athmosphere conducive to the
di-section and examination of
each and any philosophy or
religous creed, or indeed to
the proposition of a new phi-
losophy or cultivation of yet
another cult. Tomorrows
world safe and secure in the
arms of these young millitant
anarchists. Don’t you just
yearn to join their ranks, to
take stepstochange the world
for the worse, to take that “b”’
for boring out of life,and form
a new cult or more. Go on, be
one and be all, be none and be
everything, all is within your
grasp and you don’teven have
to reach. Tear down the
barriers and those walls of
isolation which are keeping
you fenced in from yourself,
tear down those walls and let
the Utopia flow out, the uto-
pia that is the real you. Make
a U of L into the U of L and
put this college on the world
and not on another far dis-
tant planet.
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From many angles,

There are many views.
Many windows open onto this
street,

And many people walk up
and down,

Up and down,

This street.

I see the right side this momn-
ing,

You see the left side,

I see the left side this
evening,

You see the right side.

And I see your face as it
opposes me.

There sitting behind your
window,

And upholding your view,
Out onto this street.

The same street,

With the same people.

And yet in total opposition.
I see one side,

And you see the other.
Your view is not mine,
And mine is right.

I know it is,

As I see it.

It must be right.

And yet you swear by yours,
A total opposition,

And you swear by yours,
Your sinister view.

My sinister view.

The same,

Yet always opposite.

Should we fight?

Should we talk?

For is it not the same street?
With the same people?

The same world in which we
all live,

Jeremiah Russell

The Nothing
People

None Volunteer
They do not lie ;
They just neglect to tell the truth|
They do not take ;

They simply cannot bring
themselves to give.

They do not steal ;

They scavenge.

They will not rock the boat ;
But did you ever see them pull
an oar ?

They will not pull you down ;
They'll simply let you pull them
up

And let that pull you down.
They do not hurt you ;

They merely will not help you.
They do not hate you ;

They merely cannot love you.
They will not burn you ;

They'll only fiddle while you
burn.

They are the Nothing People :
The sins-of-omission folk ;

The neither-good-nor-bad-
And-therefore-worse.

Because the good, at least, keep
trying,

And the bad try just as hard.
Both have that character that
comes from

Caring, action and conviction.
So give me every time an hones}|
sinner,

Or even a saint.
But, God and Satan, get togethef
And protect me from the Noth-
ing People.

Sean Glynn

Every week, we will bring
you sare of the innovations
that students have came up
with in oollege to meke life

easier.

Make people think that
you are really Cliff Richard
by getting a very shaggy
hair cut and walking
around hummingthetune
to 'Living Doll

Nollaig Scoft (Co-Op)

Get your own free electri-
cal appliances by sleep-
ing with someone you
don't know and taking a
video or1.V. as you leave
in the morming.

John from Garryowen

Convince people thatyou
redlly are a student in the
college by getting up
dancing with one at Sta-
bles Club Partys.

Brendan (Barman)

Save grocery money by
laying your own eggs in
the canteen (5 of them)
and selling them.

Gerry Myers

(Chaplain)



¢ EXAM TIME 3

Now that exam time is approaching, most students will be looking for tips as to what
is coming up in various exams and with this in mind this reporter broke in to the
different departments in the college and secretly photocopied a number of exam papers
for this years exams. The following is a selection of them.

UNIVERSITY OF LIMERICK
COLLEGE OF BUSINESS

Department Of Business Studies

End-of Term Assessment Paper
Term: Michaelmas Academic Year:
1990/1991
Module Code: MI5 007 Module Title: Constructive Bull-
excrement
Duration Of Exam: 2 Hours % Of Total
Marks: 100%

Lecturer(s): Larry Goodman

Instruction To Candidates:
* Answer as many questions as you can. Q3 is compulsory.
* Pertinent answers to any questions will be docked marks.

* Writing * Happy Christmas’ at the end of papers will not be frowned upon.

Ql. AnswerAorB

A. Describe the effect of Ergodaniumiscus’s curve on the ‘Status Quo’ of the
burgeoisie taking into account the intereco-quasidimensional and environmental
factors.



or
B. Analyse the six methods of stabbing your boss in the back.

Q2. ‘ Margeret Thatcher was a wind-filled bag whose only meaningful contribution
to society was her population control programme in conjunction with the NHS.’

Critically evaluate this statement remembering what your lecturer said
about it in that lecture that no-one turned up for. Contradicting anything that your
lecturer said will mean loss of half the marks.

Q3. Describe a new product which you feel will be a market success, giving de-
tails about price, marketing strategy, placement and how much money it will cost
your lecturer to start producing it.

Q4. In the video entitled ‘9.545 weeks’, critically evaluate the methods used by
Mr. Bates to ingratiate him with his female boss. Use diagrams where necessary.
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The staff of Bank Of
lreland extend warmest
Christmas greetings to
all their friends and
customers and would like
to wish you all the best
of luck in the Exams
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Beside the
‘Point

An insight into

the 'CLIQUE’

‘I don’t really know why I'm
writing this article but it seems
like the thing to do at the mo-
ment. Now I have to figure out
what I'm going to write it
about. O.K., why not start with
last night. The Stables
christmas party. And what a
party it was! I had the misfor-
tune to get landed with Messrs
Scott & Bourke at six 0’ clock
and it went from there. Peter
O’ Malley wasn’t great if you
were looking for laughs but
Dr. John was brilliant! £400 is
alot of money to give away for
free, but fair play to the Fagans
for doing it.

Now, MISTER Waide, where
(and whom) did you disappear
to (with)? And what was her
name? And Mr Bourke,you
lean mean fighting sex ma-
chine, what were you at in full
view of the assembled congre-
gation. All jokes aside,
congrats on getting off with
your first fresher for the
year.(Naturally we should also
commiserate with the poor
guinea pig in question, butI'm
sure she feels sorry enough for
herself not to need us saying
it!). And on this subject, Barry
Quill was trying very hard to
‘keep it in the family (exec?)’
with Miss Dunne, the very girl
about which he wrote in the
last issue. Luckily for all in-
volved, Melanie managed to
ward off Barrys amorous ad-
vances. Tough luck, Bar.
Suddenly, I have thought of a
pointtothisarticle!!! It’s about

time that someone wrote about
the romantic escapades of Mr
Colm ‘ I do it in the bathroom’
Croffy. Crof has had a very good
record to date (he himself prob-
ably thinks of it as a very bad
record but for the purposes of
writing slanderous articles, we
will refer to it as ‘good’) but on
Tuesday night it all came crash-
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DESPITE THE
BEST SPYING
AND SURVEIL-

LANCE OF

FINBARR......
\ 4

ing down. Ladies and gentle-
men, a startling transformation
has taken place. There now
shines light where nolight shone
before.

And despite the best spying and
surveillance of Union Treasurer
Finbarr Quill the couple managed
to go for a Chinese ( Simple
Pizza and Porter wouldn't do for
our Pres. and first lady!!) intown.
Where they went after nobody
could guess - ask Denise of house
10 though, she might be able to
help, despite consuming five
crates of Chateau De Crof at the
traditional house 10 cheese and
wine party!

For all those who are still in the
dark as to the identity of Colm's
new found stable mate - follow
the free buses to the Co - op ball,

where Mr. Neville Bourke and
Co. will lead the assembled
gatecrashersinaslagging match
never before witnessed in
Castleconnell. How bigis Castle
connell Donal?

No edition of this mag could go
to press without the usual up-
date on the Co - op student
Derry who got a little tongue
tied after the Stables Club
Christmas Party this year! The
old charmer who for the past six
months has diligently plied his
wares in front of as dazzling an
array of females for some seri-
ous slap and tickle but not
without resounding failure!
However, we have it on good
authority that his latest piece of
skirt from Dublin is a consid-
erable improvement on his past
form. One wonders how he will
cope with the transition back to
student life. Will he survive?
Worry not, dear reader, we'll
keep you posted.

We alsonoted that Nollaig Scott
was on campus for a while even
if he wasn’t in the enterprise
centre.Pity that the girl currently
living in the Centre is his sister,
otherwise it would look really
well for our big hairy Scottish

terrier,fine man that he is.

P.S. Entry into the Clique is
non exsistant as Darcy
found out, but if you really
feel like joining one must
first pass a selection test
involving about a gallon and
a half of porter, plus a week
of continous battering -
booze and beasts included!



John Hargaden - 101 interest-
ing things to talk about.

Colm Croffy - An Alarm Clock
Joan Keating - A Co-op ball
partner and a car to bring them.
Carmel Ryan - A Garda rugby
player. (a No.2)

Neville Bourke- A chastity belt
that works.

Nollaig Scott - Three Week In-
tegration programme towards
student rehabilitation.

Jacinta Duffy - A Proper Soc-
cer Club

Derry Heraty - A serious Input
into the above!
Donal Waide -
Shampoo
Eamon O’ Chiarde - A junket
to the Ministry Of Information
in Iraq.

Harry Goddard - A Non Self
Destructing Sound System.
Barry Quill - An Executive

A Vote and

style Secretary
Melainne Dunne - None Of
The Above and a Bunty Annual

Mary Stephenson - Free Bus
Pass To Dublin and TWO
matching pairs of slippers!
Hilary Cronin - Welfare
Seminars in England

LIST

Peter O ‘Malley - A Voice
Donal Fagan- Stables Club
Manager- 24 hr. Free Bank-
ing! (Lodgements only!)
Declan Collins(Barman) -
Bowling Alarm - (one that gets
you up after a few scoops!)
Brendan Sullivan(Barman) -
Week On Health Farm with a
few frisky third years!

John Egan(Barman) - An Ice
Gun (So his hands don’t get
cold when he’s puttingice down
Dermot’s and Eoin’s backs)
Dermot“Gazza” Claus (Bar-
man) - Football Boots!
Edmund(Barman) - Scalextrix
Pat (Barman) - Something for
saddle-sores.

Nav (Barman) - Michael
Jackson's pet chimp.

Helen (Cashier) - Return trip
to Peter Marks.

Eoin (Barman) - Earmuffs, so
that Edmund doesn'tdisturb him
late at night!!!

Cormac Connolly (Stables
Club)- An Advertising Con-
tract with Heineken

Ed. - A Holiday Home for nine
kids and four goats.

Declan Ahearne - Patients
Kay Shanley - Valium

Ber Angley - Permanent Lar-
yngitis.

Pascal Cleary - Trolleys with
Black and White fuel tanks.
Co op Office - Jobs

Alfie Moran - A Baseball Bat
and a postgrad catcher !!
Harris (1st Bus Class Rep) -
More hair dye.

T.J. (3rd Bus) Ryan - A casual
labour abacus.

Brian Killilea - Non sinkable
boats.

Gerry Russell - Writers block
and a Donnelly Visa

Gerry Cronin - A Hot Line To
Fas H.Q. in Dublin!

D'Arcy - Something else to
crib about besides the Union.
Steve Mac (O.A.P.- Old Age
Post Grad.)- A real Masters
before June.

Luke (1st Comp. Sys.) - A
gobstopper.

Gerry Myers - Mother Goose
(To advise him on his laying
techniques)



NEWS AND VIEWS

FROM THE
TRIANGLE

ALETTER

Dear Alison,

It is quite a few years
since I spent a night
sleeping on the floor in a
student house! I am afraid
your Dad’s weary old
bones are not cut out for
it anymore, and the next
time I visit you I will stay
in a guest house.

I was apprehensive about
how you would greet me,
and I am grateful to you
for accepting me. The
decision to leave your
mother was a difficult
and painful one, and as I
said to you when I was in
Limerick, I tried to do it
with as little acrimony as
possible.

Since I went back to
work I have been think-
ing about you and what
you went through at the
time. It will be two years
since I left at the end of
November. I have spent
these two years wonder-
ing if I had said goodbye
to my children forever. I

did not want to do that,
but until I had sorted
somethings out for my-
self, I did not want to ask
others to suffer.

I can tell you that I was
really scared about telling
you why I left your
mother. It can not be
many men who can be
proud of their youngest
daughters reaction when
they tell her he is gay. It
was important to me that
my family know their real
father. Thank you so
much.

As you know, I met your
mother since I visited
you. She is still angry
about what happened. I
don’t blame her. I feel so
sad about the lie that I
lived with her for twenty
two years in the hope that
it would ‘go away’. There
is no way I can undo
what has happened but at
least we are talking again.
I hope that I can help her.
Even though I don’t want
to live with her as her
husband I would still like

to offer her my love.
Whatever happens in the
future I want to give her
some support if she will
let me.

I wish Brian would not
refuse to see me. I wrote
asking if I could visit him
but he wrote back saying
he did not want to meet
any fags and that as far as
he was concerned I was
not his father anymore.
With time he will change,
I hope.

I will visit Limerick be-
fore Christmas, so I will
see you before you go on
coop. (I still think that is
a funny word for work
experience.) Until then,
all my love.

Dad

Recipe of the

M werlcki‘ ! wmc up
with herll ‘

"fned]

Déssért
A Barra Chocolate .




Dear Sir

RELEVANCE AND EX-
CELLENCE

I lie in wait for someone to
tell me what is relevant and
how exactly to measure
excellance. Should I use
the Wall-Jones scale for
measuring excellance in
males or, good Lord !,
would that be relevant.
What is relevant ; is this
word connected to that of ¢
relativity ‘? If so, I was
once informed that every-
thing is relative. As regards
the other adjective,
‘excellance’ - Christianity
leads us to believe that
everyone is
‘excellent’...... at some-
thing. I'm not sure what I
am excellent at, maybe it is
a known activity in the
canteen but......... is that
relevant of relative?
Actually,Idon’tmuchcare,
it’s excellent.

Love to all, Happy Christ-
mas

The Sex Society.

Letters to the Editor

A week and a half ago this
letter was handed in to the
S.U. by the same Society.

Dear Mr Heraty,

I understand that my posi-
tion as regards my now
ruined reputation is that of
alegal one.Ihave contacted
Gerry Meehan and his
feelings on the matter are
much the same.

After checking your posi-
tion within the union, I have
found out with little effort
that you are a mere Co-op
student, much to my dis-
gust!! What I find utterly
unbelievable is that you get
paid for the tripe and slan-
der you publish or contrib-
ute ( presumably you cre-
ated this article during of-
fice hours ) to Mercury.
Please be informed now as
of this letter that legal pro-
ceedings have begunto sue
you for your weekly pay
packetas compensation for
the LOST reputation. We
could establish outside
court some ‘payment in
kind’, maybe alittle slapn’
ORI s vioaiia ontheside

(in full view in canteen).

Awaiting your prompt at-
tention to this matter,

Miss Niamh O’ Byme
President - Sex Society

It seems that Miss O’
Byrne took offence to a
paragraph in last issue’s
Through the Keyhole and
has decided that Mr
Heraty is responsible. We
can only assure Miss O’
Byrne that the matter will
be fully investigated in
time for the next issue!

STABLES
News

The Stables Club
will be having a
new year's eve gig
on December 31st.
Disco and Band.
Pre-sale tickets at
£5 each on sale in
the bar.

On the door £7



C c.r coum:

Christmas is here once again,
thankfully (I need some new
socks) and may you all enjoy
this Yule-tide. The totally
cynical like me can forfeit
reading the following paragraph
as it's totally sloppy and filled
with altruistic charitable emo-
tions.

Please this Christmas take care
of the elderly, treat your parents
well and be considerate towards
others.

Well, after that awful public
service announcement I've got
some real advice for you this

Christmas.

1) Get a parking meter up on
the roof quickly because there
is no way I'm letting a fat man
with a sleigh and a team of BSE
infected deer ( who think they
can fly ) land on my roof with-
out making a payment for the
divine privilege of being close
to my presence.

2) Don't clean the chimney. If a
fatman is going to slide down it
he might as well clean it on the
way.

3) Leave plenty of room around
the Christmas tree for your
presents and threaten to send
FATI ( Free All Toys Immedi-
ately ) Inc. afterhimif he doesn't
fill the space provided.

4) Don't leave any cake out for
himand under nocircumstances
give him alcohol. someone else
will most likely do it so why
waste the cake and more impor-
tantly the alcohol.

5) Life is hard, so don't make it
any easier for anyone else.
Christmas is a time for yourself
so make the most of it. I firmly
believe that the shops have the
right attitude, " getin quick and
make the biggest killing possi-
ble " so if someone asks you
what you would like for
Christmasdon't be afraid to re-
place the verb 'like' for 'want'
and list off everything you can
in 30 seconds, say thank you

No sane
shepherd would
be tending
sheep in De-
cember

and beat a hasty exit stage left
before they can refuse you.
Now letme explore afew myths
about Christmas.

Jesus Christ was born on
Christmas day.

False; experts disagree. No sane
shepherd would be out tending
sheep in December. They fig-
ure Christ was bomn earlier in
the year.

Santa is a fat man in a red
suit.

False; this popular image was
invented in Americaintheearly
twentieth century. The real

Santa Claus was a social worker
who saved children from being
cooked by Inn-keepers ( pity he
missed our own catering serv-
ice ) as the special of the day.

Santa Claus
was a social

worker

Prince Albert imported the
Christmas tree to England
from Germany to give the
countries a common cultural
link.

False; timber processing costs
were rising in Germany so he
and Bismarck decided to ex-
port whole trees to England ata
higher price and Brits were
dumb enough to fall for it.

Now thatI've totally ruined your
Christmas let me take my leave
from you and say Merry
christmas to one and all and to
one and all a very Merry Christ-
mas.

P.S. Don't hassle the barmen or
women this Christmas. They
have feelings tooeven though it
might not seem self-evident.
I'look forward to communicat-
ing with you in the new year.

By M. Hennessy
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