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At our end-of-year staff ‘do’ in May,
I was wandering through the Victorian
splendour of No. 28 Clyde Rd.,
mumbling to myself in another vain
attempt to recall which way the old
saying went: was it ‘Beer before liquor:
never fear!’ or ‘Beer before liquor:
never sicker!’? In the end, I decided to
alternate beverages… just to be safe. I also
had an eye on the Jack B., hanging as it has for
decades on the wall furthest, unfortunately, from
the window, and indulged in my recurring fantasy
of spiriting it away on the 23:40 from Pearse and
seeing how much I could get for it at the town
market on Saturday morning in Drogheda… when I
heard CEO Tony Kilcommon’s voice wax as
eloquently as it ever did during any half-time
locker-room rousing of Athlone RFC. The fellow
being praised seemed a decent fellow, indeed, if
even half of the tributes being paid were true but I
pitied him, too, for having reached that milestone
of ‘25 Years of Service’… I mean my math(s) ain’t
great but he would have to be, at least… me? Yes,
the reference to ‘Fulham supporter’ sealed it and I
dutifully (and gratefully) received my stylish mantle
clock and generous gift token. Still in shock, I
garbled something distinctly unfunny to overly
generous applause and soon took refuge in one of
my favourite activities from my Conlethian years: a
late-night train ride home with the great Pat
McGrath. Fears of impending retire ment, dotage
and death were soon soothed by the Oracle of
Balbriggan and we chatted and laughed, flashing lights
and reflections into the northern darkness, about
what I am not sure, but I reckon
it included the 1970’s
Liverpool defence and
the Rolling Stones.
continued on
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Alan Gilsenan
Alan Gilsenan (1980), writer and director, had the premiere of his film ‘Ghosts of
Baggotonia’ at Dublin International Film Festival this March. It has been described as “an
evocative film-poem exploring the literary and other ghosts of the bohemian quarter
bordering Dublin’s Baggot Street during the mid-20th century.
“Baggotonia” was both an area and a cultural movement, populated by writers, artists
and other intellectuals living an anarchic life at odds with the conservative mores of the
time. Inspired by photographs from artist Nevill Johnson, it draws on the writings of
Kavanagh and Beckett among others.” Since starting his career, Gilsenan has received
three Irish Film & Television Awards (IFTAs) and six IFTA nominations as both director
and production designer.

Masters of the Universe

Caríosa O'Farrell
wins the Galileo Thermometer
for 2022
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Never mind The Skull and
Bones, The Bullingdon and The
Stonecutters: the most
exclusive and powerful club in
the land is the St. Conleth's
Past Pupil Debating Society! No,
it is not officially listed
anywhere, and charter
members such as Ian Hastings
(2006) and Michael O'Dwyer
(2010) may well deny their
membership, wary of alienating
the Trumpites and the
Sorosians (respectfully), and
slowing their inexorable climb
to world power, but the club
certainly exists: just wander
into the lobby of the
Steigenberger Grandhotel
Belvédère in Davos in late May
this year and you may well run
into those two sipping Gibsons
at the bar and... oh, look who
just walked in? It is Conor White
(Captain, 2015)… I wonder what
he is doing here?
Ah yes, Conor White, he who
ruled the Class of 2015 with an

iron grip and velvet glove,
before being selected for Ad
Astra at UCD and completing a
Master's in Law at Cambridge,
has officially joined the party.
Conor leapt the last rung by
being crowned (with Ross
Merriman) Team Champions of
the 2022 Irish Times Debate… or
should we call it the St.
Conleth's Alumni Debate? Conor
joins fellow Conlethian Past
Pupil winners Daniel Gilligan
(2016), Kevin Roche (2013) and
Liam Brophy (2010); all of
whom, needless to say, are also
in 'the club'. Conor and his
partner argued convincingly in
support of the motion 'That this
house believes that COVID-19
has shown that Ireland is not
up to the challenges of the 21st
century.' Probably true, but
perhaps also just setting the
stage for a coup d'état by the
boys during the next
emergency? Stay tuned…
Charlie Lativis
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My time in
St. Conleth’s
Lucy with Ms. Speller

Lucy
We have had Leinster rugby tennis players
and Irish fencers, golfers and basketball
players but this is certainly our first
Leinster hockey player, and a tribute to the
remarkably quick transformation into a
‘hockey school’ which we have undergone
since Ms. Speller’s arrival a few short years
(and several trophies) ago. Lucy, of course,
earned the honour, herself, and if anyone
is lucky enough to have Lucy in class, they
know of the talent, spirit and leadership
skills she shows in every field of endeavour.

Lucy with her Leinster teammates.

Saoirse

Gerard Ellis (1972) former winner of the Kinlen Cup
presenting it to this year's winner Saoirse Corry.

I started in St. Conleth's way back in 1977
after leaving Milmo Penny‘s school on
Ailesbury Road. I arrived in 2nd form with
pressed trousers, smart blazer and lots of
excitement mixed with fear. I was a shy little
fella but after a while made a few friends.
In 2nd Form where I was a slow reader I
was educated by Mrs Sheppard and indeed
Heidi the school dachshund. In 3rd form I
was taught by Mr Kelleher and I loved
English lessons and the stories we read
together in class. Other memorable teachers
were Mr Kerry who tried to teach me rugby
and Irish. Mr Sweeeny, Mr Gavin, Mr Murphy
all made an impression on me in their own
ways. Then in 6th form we had OB gosh! We
learned a lot from him! We had no choice
but to learn or face the consequences.
Senior school for us was a lot more
relaxed but we did have some characters
teaching us. One teacher, Mr Feutron, used
to stick a pencil in our mouths to help us
pronounce French words. I remember he
pointed at his nose and said looney. (Le
nez - nose ). I did respect him even though
he might have been a looney. Oh and by
the way he was not French but indeed a
Breton but that’s another story.
Some of my favourite teachers were Pat
McGrath who taught me economics, Ann
Sheppard who taught me Spanish, which
has come in very handy as I am writing this
from Spain. Peter Gallagher inspired me
with his passion for history. John Rooney
did the same with his love of English. I was
not great at science but I learned a lot from
Michael Manning, so much so that his
lessons in computer programming and the
old Apple II computers led me to
eventually start my own IT Company.
The years flew by and I was introduced
to an Alexandra girl by a Conlethian friend.
We settled down and sent our son James to

Conleth's. It was here that I got involved
with the junior school parents association
and worked closely with Tony Kilcommons.
They were happy but busy times.
Roll on a few more years and I was
asked to join the Past Pupils Union. I
considered this an honour but I thought
this was for old boys and girls. I looked in
the mirror and realised I was turning into
an old Conlethian. I flew to New York to
have a dinner in February 2020 with some
of the American past pupils. Little did we
know what was coming with this strange
virus that would change the world.
So my job since then has been cancelling
dinners, chatting online but it is changing
and slowly returning to “normal”. The
dinners are returning, we have set up a
Linkedin page (please connect to us on it).
Ellen Long is playing a blinder with the
SCAN publications. I can’t wait to meet
people again at the dinners or social events.
I will finish on my thoughts on being a
Conlethian. We are a small school where
people’s individuality is encouraged. I have
made true friends for life. Even though you
might not think it initially, remember to
keep in touch with each other as you have
shared precious time together and will
connect again as the years go by. In my
opinion a Conlethian is an honest, decent
person, kind and loyal to their friends and
the School.
Until we meet in person
Yours faithfully
Peter O’Neill
PPU President
Lordoneill@gmail.com
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Finally after four years since our last expedition, a
group of 24 5th year students and three teachers plus
a True Adventure Leader went on an expedition to
Slovenia. A two week expedition where students
worked at a mountain Hut, Paddle board
and mountain biked around Lake Bled, Trekked the
Julian Alps and went white water rafting.
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Even though shortened in length, the expedition was run the same as any
other in the past, where students take the lead each day looking after the
budget, cooking etc. These expeditions are where students mature and grow,
build social skills and resilience. They have become part of St. Conleth's
College. Where to next? Well next year's 5th year are off to Morocco to climb
Mount Toubkal, the highest mountain in North Africa.
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continued from page 1

Of course, every milestone spurs cloying
nostalgia, but even more so when it
coincides with the release of another
season of Stranger Things. My own high
school years were 1982- 1986 and I, though
I would like to claim that my life, dating
habits and hairstyle resembled those of
Steve Harrington back in the day, I admit
that I would definitely have fit in more
comfortably in the Hellfire Club. Comic
books, walkie talkies, 3-speeds with
banana seats, sci fi/fantasy movies and
role-playing games, and cheap Sony
Walkman knock-offs… actually life has
not changed all that much for me in the
intervening years, except that those gift
tokens enabled me to purchase an
authentic Sony WMSXF-30 (with matching
MDR-E215 earphones). If my fellow warriors
in the 59th Drive Ninja Club could just see
me now! The fictional Hawkins High
actually offers me a suitable segue into a
Conleth’s reverie, and it quickly becomes
apparent why I have fit in so well here
over the years. If a high school canteen
hierarchy can stand for the greater
community’s social structure, as all
Americans fervently believe, then Hawkins
can be used as a key to understanding St.
Conleth’s place in the South Dublin
Private School firmament;

Andrew Cosgrave
2008

David L
oftus
2018

Aviral Shukla
2019

Kealan Rowley
2019

Carlos Quinn
2006

arlon Marishta

dM
James Tempany an
2019

The Hellfire Club 2022 in the pub
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CL 25 David English
2006

however, whereas public school Hawkins
High must accept everyone in its
catchment area, D4++ can segregate by
school, not just by lunchroom table:
fashionable, athletic and well-coiffed,
but not too sharp, Steve Harrington is
a Blackrock boy (perhaps hidden in
the ‘other’ LC stream); Jason Carver,
point guard/scrum half supreme and
supremely overconfident, would love
cosying up to a St. Michael’s scrum and
squeaking into BESS on a DARE for his
ankle (busted against ‘rock in the SF);
Billy Hargrove, habitually doubledenimed and uncouth, is definitely a
north-sider, so we will leave him out;
the short-lived but incredibly annoying
Fred Benson is a classic Gonzaga bully

nerd, as is the main baddie Henry/Vecna
(I swear he captained their Leinster
Campion Chess team in 2006!); and
Eddie Munson? Close to Conlethian
quirkiness, but the love of herb sends
him to Newpark (public but protestant),
along with the affably stoned, and suitably
named, Argyle. And the girls? Good girl with
a wink Nancy Wheeler is at Mt. Anville
whereas Angela smiles as she slays, as so
many do, at Alex.
And, yes, St. Conleth’s, takes the whole
Hellfire Club: smart but not necessarily
studious; cool but unconsciously so; and
most importantly, open-minded and fun,
with humour and friendship high on the
agenda. And if within greater St. Conleth’s
there is an even ‘quirkier’ heart, it would
beat, a fib, amongst the Classics kids. I
know, over the years, most students ended
up in there because they just could not fit
into Geography or Biology, or their IEP said
they couldn’t handle languages (or
language teachers), but I like to pretend
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Leni Adanov or Borat's Brothers

Mark Cosgrave
2004

Maurice Wright
2009

Michael Li
2018
that they were
drawn by our cosily controversial
reputation and edgy ethos… and frequent
classes al fresco and field trips. Will, Mike,
Dustin, Lucas, and Mad Max would have fit
in well on our rambles down to the Pepper
Canister Church or the amphitheatre at the
Herbo or our mock heroic campaigns at the

Ides of March Classics quiz: the energy, the
laughs, and the warmth are the same as
enjoyed in that enviable nerd circle of
fictional friends.
The last two years have reportedly been
tough on everyone, but I personally
enjoyed and exploited one particular Covid
protocol: the ‘take your classes outside for
fresh air and a mask break’ protocol. In
fact, I have been faithfully following that
provision since 1997! And an unexpected
consequence has been that I have been
running into even more alumni than
usual, the attached photos having been
accumulated since just last September.
With each chance encounter, a similar
plot developed: mutual greeting by name,
an exchange of covid appraisals (mine
doubtful, theirs usually more faithful), a
quick exchange of ‘what you doing now’
and then the most valued segment: a
warm and pleasant flash of shared
reminiscence. I did notice after a while that
very few of each alumni’s fond
memories involved actually learning
anything ‘syllabic’ in my class, but
they were pleasant nevertheless!
As the serendipities multiplied, a
couple of troubling questions began
to form deep in my AstraZenecafogged mind: why could I remember not
only the first, second and nicknames of
each of these random alumni, but also
significant moments from our shared
time at Conleth’s… when I regularly
forget where I parked my car at
Drogheda Train Station and why and how
I started a sentence… like this very one,
for instance? And how could I keep
running into alumni whom I knew so
much about, when my Classics classes,
being as ‘highly selective’ as Cedarwood
State, could only account for a handful of
alumni each year and when I only taught
English to half of every other year?
Granted, Classics alumni may well be
more likely to be unemployed and
wandering down alleyways and around
parks during the day, but I still spent a
great bit of time fantasizing about
alien abductions, brain beneficial
growths and conspiracies involving Alexa,
Siri and whatever wishes me Slan Abhaile
at the airport parking lot, when it hit me
like a smoky tentacle of the Mind Flayer: it
is not me, boomer, and it’s not them… it’s
just Conleth’s!
Earlier this year, when the rest of the
world returned to normal, and we seemed

to be lagging behind and, like Hawkins
after Season Three, stuck in The Upside
Down, a fellow wit on the staff coined the
phrase ‘#TIC’ (This is Conleth’s) to be used
in reference to anything that happened at
our school that probably would not
happen anywhere else. And, yes,
sometimes our wide casting net, openmindedness and encouragement of
individualism lead to inefficiencies and
awkwardness… and a laugh at ourselves is
a needed reminder and release. But if this
particular role-playing school remains the
dimension where Past Pupils are
connected, like satellites of a benevolent
hive mind, by memories and links that stay
vivid and vital long after points and
episodic problems have faded… then sign
me up for twenty-five more seasons!

den
Nina How
2020

Myles Cooper Reid
2011

Tim O'Gorman
2017
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Remembering Neil

Brian Beveridge

Neil Quinlan passed away tragically while on
a Transition Year hiking trip in April 2013.
Neil was only at St. Conleth’s for Transition
Year but in that short time he truly became
one of our own: his fellow classmates and
his teachers still attest to his infectious
enthusiasm and friendliness and a laugh
with which you could not help but join.
Earlier this year, Mr. and Mrs. Quinlan visited
St. Conleth’s to join us in celebrating Neil’s
legacy, with Mr. O’Dulaing and Mrs. Quinlan
both speaking emotionally and eloquently
about Neil and the suitable way in which we
are commemorating him with the planting of
a magnolia tree. Those of us who taught
Neil, especially his TY teachers Gav Maguire
and Ronan Bolger, will always think of him
when we see that tree in bloom and
remember the warmth and joy he brought to
those around him. And his classmates, many
of whom joined us at the commemoration,
will also see that tree on their visits to the
school, or maybe just passing by, and Neil’s
laugh will again be heard on Clyde Road.
C. Lativs

Brian Francis
Beveridge born
7th May 1933, Salisbury,
England; St Conleth’s
College; Ampleforth
College; UCD; NHS;
Married Victoria (nee
Wright) 1968 (three
sons); died 12th
November 2021.
Proud to be listed among St Conleth’s
oldest and longest lived old boys, Brian
Beveridge has died aged 88. He is perhaps
best known in the school for the Beveridge
Science Prize, the hotly contested Galileo
Thermometer awarded annually to the
school’s best-performing pupil in science.
Pictured on Page 2, Caríosa O'Farrell is this
year's winner of the Galileo thermometer
Brian Francis Beveridge was born in
Salisbury where his father, Major Arthur
Beveridge RAMC, was working as a Medical
Officer. His childhood was spent in Salisbury,
Singapore, and Colchester. When war broke
out, the family moved to Dublin. Following a
summer spent in Co. Galway, he arrived at
the year-old St Conleth’s, aged seven.
Headmaster Bernard Sheppard had
established the two-class school (Juniors
and Seniors) at 17 Clyde Road the year
before. Brian recalled recreation in both
the garden and nearby Herbert Park, much
to the Park keepers’ chagrin.
He was a pupil when the school moved
to 28 Clyde Road. The sombre school
buildings reflected the austere Dublin of
‘The Emergency’.

PAGE 8

Among annual highlights fondly recalled
were the annual garden parties held on
Saturdays late in the Trinity Term. The
afternoon would end with a drill display,
organised by the school’s PT Master, ‘Sgt.’
Kavanagh and a rousing rendition of the
National Anthem. Brian believed that St
Conleth’s thrived because Messers
Shepperd and Murphy were gifted, natural
Teachers. Mr Sheppard also promoted the
school effectively among D4’s resident
Diplomats, who sent their sons from other
nations. His final Garden Party was a very
special occasion. For the first time, fathers
who had been away on war service were
able to join (including his own). This lent a
fine, festive air to his final weeks.
His Conleth’s grounding served him well
when he moved to Ampleforth College in
North Yorkshire. Academically Brian thrived,
opting to study sciences at A level. He played
for the 2nd XV and swam for the school. He
left Ampleforth in 1951, matriculating to
University College Dublin to read a BSc. in
Chemistry, switching to Medicine in his first
term and graduating in 1958. Having qualified
as a Doctor, Brian became interested in
Ophthalmology and his first consultant
appointment in December 1973 was to the
Whipps Cross Eye Unit in East London.
He was much respected and loved
throughout his immediate and extended
family, deriving much joy from his five
grandchildren, playing a patriarchal role.
He is survived by Vicky and his sons.

Dr. Michael Buckley
Dr. Michael Buckley,
a proud alumnus of
St Conleth’s College,
passed away in
December 2021
aged 87. Michael
joined St Conleth’s
not long after it
opened. He was
always very keen to
show the family a framed photo hanging in
the school, which included himself, at a
school garden party in 1944! At St Conleth’s
he acquired a lasting interest in history which
gave him great pleasure throughout his life.
Michael graduated in medicine at UCD
and enjoyed a long, fulfilling career as
Consultant Physician at St James’s Hospital,
Dublin. He was Clinical Lecturer in
Therapeutics at Trinity College Dublin. He
served as Vice President and Director of
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Examinations at the Royal College of
Physicians and had a passion for guiding
junior doctors through their Medical
Membership. He had considerable
experience in Insurance Medicine and was
Chief Medical Officer at Aviva.
Michael kept busy during his retirement.
He returned to study aged 67, completing
an MA in Hebrew and Biblical Studies at
Trinity College Dublin, followed by an MPhil
in the Department of History.
He had a long and happy marriage to
fellow doctor Cliona McDonald and they
had four children. His only son Muiris
attended St Conleth’s Junior and Senior
School. Milo McKeown, one of Michael’s ten
grandchildren, attended the Junior School
and is returning to St Conleth’s Senior
School after a year in Ring. Michael took
great pleasure in having three generations
of Buckleys at St Conleth’s.
He is hugely missed by his loving family.

took off, running for the line, was about 10
yards away from the line when the suction
from the mud robbed him from his left
boot, he turned and looked back at it,
looked at the line and then back to it. He
went back for the boot. … An early indication
to the practical nature of the man.
In our late teen years Pierre called me
and asked if I could do him a favour…
—	Sure Pierre what do you need?
—	Could you get your mom’s car this weekend?
— Probably.
I went over to his house early evening on
the Saturday, when I got to the house,
Pierre was already outside, he wanted to go
out to Newbridge. I enquired,
— Is there a party, who else is going?
— No, just me.
He went onto explain…

Some cause happiness wherever they go
… others whenever they go.

Pierre Zakrzewski
Eulogy by Ronan Hingerty
When asked to be part of the eulogy as a
childhood friend, I thought about what the
collective ‘friends’ meant. It struck me that
everyone, that has met Pierre was his
friend. Everyone here today was his friend
and countless others that were not able to
make this trip were part of that collective.
I, upon meeting Pierre for the first time
when we were about 11 years old, was
slightly bemused and uncertain as to what
to make of this slightly darker, powerful,
energetic guy with curly hair who was
dropped into the class without warning by
the headmaster, Kev. To me, he definitely
seemed more mature than the other fools
around him. All that energy in one body.
I thought I had ADHD, but he was on a
whole different level. That was Pierre.
The following year, we persuaded our
new classmate to join the rugby team. We
figured we could use this unknown force in
our favour. One of his first matches was
played against a school who had the worst
team in the league. We weren't that far
behind them, being such a small school. We
took the bus to the match and despite the
pouring rain, we kicked off as scheduled.
The mud on the field definitely made it
tough to play any semblance of an
organized rugby match. Pierre came on in
the second half and towards the end of the
game there was an opportunity to get the
ball to him and get a score forthe team. He

and he needed to know if it could handle
the load and how it felt.
Pierre had an inate ability to gain entry
at check points in the most hostile parts of
the world. He believed that his biggest ace
was his Irish passport. The often receited
“Go n-éirí an bóthar leat” would catch
guards by surprise. He would then hand
over cartons of cigarettes and be on his way.
While Pierre thought that the passport was
the secret to getting through, the border
guards thought not only did they get cartons
of cigarettes but they also just met Borat.
The level of this exceptional human
being will not be measured in certificates,
degrees, merits medals or awards . Its not
what he had said, or what he accomplished
either professionally or personally that will
stay with us. It was how he made us Feel,
this was the essence, the life force of the
man who brought hope and light to the

To live is the rarest thing in the world
… most people just exist.

Love is always with you
… and love is stronger than death.

— I just bought a new rucksack.
He was very proud of the fact that it was
capable of holding up to 78 kilos. It was full
to the gills. I'm pretty sure there were a
couple of bottles of his mom's wine to
maximize the capacity. On the way, I
instinctively knew from all the years of
being with him, not to ask any questions …
It's Pierre after all.
When we got out there, he picked a
random spot outside of Newbridge and said
—	Yeah this'll do.
Early evening, it was dark, starting to rain.
—	Thanks Hingo you can go now…
See you later.
I sat in the car watching him walking back
towards Dublin. I guess no party. A couple
of days later he called me. He explained
then that he was testing out the rucksack

darkest places of the world. Trying to make
our world a better place, by exposing
bullies and tyrants. This was his purpose
his fate, I love you and will miss you my
true friend, my brother.
We remember members of
the St. Conleth's Community
who have recently passed.
Brian Beveridge (class⁄o 1957)
Michael Buckley (class⁄o 1952)
Paul Matthews (class⁄o 1965)
Frank Cruess Callaghan
Pierre Zakrzewski (class⁄o 1984)
Richard Holfeld (class⁄o 1971)
Ar dheis
Dé go raibh a n-anamacha

PAGE 9

St. Conleth's College Alumni News

class of

1971
On 27th May the
St. Conleth's class
of 1971 returned
to the school
to celebrate fifty
years since their
graduation.
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class of

1972
On 6th May the
St. Conleth's class
of 1972 returned
to the school
to celebrate fifty
years since their
graduation.
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From the Archives

Francis John
Barrett Plate
The Francis John Barrett plate
was presented to James Burke
on the evening of the Transition
Year Play 10 ways to survive a
zombie apocalypse.

Extract from Reader's Indigestion 1981

2022 Graduation
The Francis John Barrett award was presented
by Fracis John's brother Richard to James Burke
(in uniform and in costume).

Hot off the Press
Andrew O'Brien, (soon to be 5th
form) creator, editor and chief
of the newly established St.
Conleth's Times. Andrew is the
son of Rory O'Brien (1992).

(L-R) Rory Clarke, Julia Huckfeldt, Eva Stylianides and Eliza Flynn

Hannah O'Sullivan and Evan Power

Flying the Flag

Gregory Harrington
In March, Gregory Harrington (1993)
was featured in the Irish Times where
he spoke about his successful career
as a violinist and the role clothes
play in his performances.
https://www.irishtimes.com/life-and-style/
Fashion/gregory-harrington-on-striking-theright-note-through-clothes-1.4814413
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St. Conleth's College at Lansdowne Road

