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EDITORIAL.

““The present meets the past:
The future, too, is there.”

N

1 UR Annual, published last Christmas for
) the first time with the design of uniting
N present Mungret with her past chil-
dren to our mutual benefit, has been accorded
i welcome which gladdens our editorial heart
and mantles our editorial cheek with blushes,
for modesty tells us that we have been praised
by our own and by the public press far beyond
our merit,

One characteristic fact, which relieves us of
serious anxiety concerning the ultimate success
ol our enterprise, has been brought out by the
publication of our first number. That fact long
known to us at Mungret, though not to the
world at large, is the singular devotion of past
students of Mungret to their alma maler.

This appeared in the warmth with which most
of them entered originally into the project. It
was manifested still more by the tone of their
literary contribufions, and, above all, by the
enthusiastic welcome which they accorded to
THE MUNGRET ANNUAL.

All this has been most consoling and re-

assuring, and has served besides to make the
labour of the editors a labour of love.

@ @@

For the mere editorial success the advantages
of THE MUNGRET ANNUAL are perhaps unique.
Its principal contributors are devoted friends of
the College, eminently able to describe their
experiences, who are scattered over the face of
the earth, and work in the midst of the most
varied circumstances and conditions of life. No
wonder that many have already predicted for
our humble magazine a great future—a future,
indeed, which we, for our part, scarcely dare to
hope.

Though we know that our past students are
ready to prove their attachment by greater sacri-
fices than the labour of penning an-article will
cost, still a word on the subject will not be out
of place here.

Some seem to think that in the abundance of
matter at our command their contributions are
superfluous ; many complain of want of leisure
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some of want of matter, and a few, of ability to
write such articles as we require.

The twe last objections have little weight.
When matter is solid and interesting, sufficient
literary polish will rarely be wanting in any past
Mungret student. And how many phases of
life, striking episodes and incidents, will be found
in our own country, in America, in Australia, in
Africa, in the far East, which, though familiar to
those who narrate them, will be quite new and
interesting to most of their readers?

Want of leisure for literary matters is frequently
a serious obstacle with zealous men who are
employed in the work of the ministry and find
themselves able to garner but a small portion of
a mighty harvest,  Opportunity, however, will
seldom fail a good will ; and besides, it is a work
of zeal to disseminate wholesome and elevating
knowledge afnong a class of readers whom it
cannot fail to influence for good.

@ @ 9

But besides the past students of Modern
Mungret, a union with whom we are now work-
ing to accomplish, there Is another past Mungret
with the spirit of which we must still more
emulously strive to unite, for in such a union a
future is assured bright with all the glory and
greatness of our country’s best life.

The students of Modern Mungret embody
the revival of a great university which had a
European reputation in the golden age of Ire-
land’s culture and Ireland’s truest greatness ;
and Mungret, besides, is the centre of a locality
consecrated by as many sacred and historical
memories as any spot in Ireland.

If the conduct and character of a people or
community are always influenced by the heroes
of their past history, it surely does not become
us to neglect such a fountain of the brightest and
purest inspiration.  Hence we shall strive in our
Annual, from time to time, to bring our readers
into touch with some of the grand memorics of
the historic locality of our College.

In this number we open a set of columns
devoted to the work of our past students.  This
is of the highest importance for the primary end
of the magazine, and we now appeal to past
students, both lay and ecclesiastical, not to be
niggardly of their knowledge A letter to the old
alma mafer, from time to time, will not be much
of a drain even on a busy life.  For information
concerning the doings and success of past stu-
dents, in any field whatever, we shall always be
most grateful.  Clippings from local newspapers
or extracts from foreign or colonial publications
bearing on the same subject shall be welcome.
Nor need modesty hinder anyone from telling of
his personal success ; for from the pleasure it will
give to others charity commends it.

@ e @Q

Many of our contributors are too modest to
affix their names to the articles they send.
Some have complained, and we think justly,
that such an omission detracts very much from
the interest of the article. We like to chat
familiarly with old friends, hear their experi-
ences, dive into their thoughts, and instinctively
compare the present mature thinker and writer
with the still unformed, perhaps romantic, boy
we knew., All this clearly cannot be realized if
we are not sure of the identity of the individual
whose thoughts are before us. Let our past
students pause before they deprive their old
friends of such a pleasure.

Q9

To all our past students we again send kindly
greeting and sincerest good wishes. And as our
message of love circulates amongst them, may it
draw them together and to us in spirit and in
heart. It is our ambition and our prayer that
our humble Annual may help to stir up in each
of Mungret’s children something of the spirit of
Ireland’s grand old past, for in that spirit is to
be found the highest promise of a great future.

R PR R AT A AT e

VOICES FROM AFAR.

Photo, by Guy, Limerick.)

VIEW OF COLLEGE FROM THE CRICKIET GROUND

VOICES FROM AFAR.
By A Past MUNGRET STUDENT.

Voices from scenes afar, where glows the field,
Rich harvest whitening for the reaper’s hand,
Greet thee, dear A/ma Mater, back they yield
Thy children’s homage, and from many a land
Eyes look with yearning love, to where doth stand
Thy queenly structure as a jewel set
In Ireland’s academic coronet.

We see thee throned queen of the regal vale,
Fronting the wild brown hills that bound the tide,
Where lordly Shannon gleams with many a sail,
The decp woods slumbering by his placid side.
Smooth lawns and tangled meads, above, the pride
Of all thy carven beauty looking down
On field, and stream, and wood, and ancient town.

Hard by the glory-crowndd ruin lies,
Shrining in peace thy dead saints' hallowed mould,
Whence in new majesty didst thou arise,
As rose the Pheenix in the tale of old,
The lamp of learning high aloft to hold;
With Faith and Truth to feed the sacred flame,
Which burned so bright around old Mungret’s name.

God guard thee, A/ma Mater, evermore ;
God keep thee by His might, in lasting prime.
Thy saints, whose lot it was to bear of yore
Fierce persecution in an iron time,
Shall shield thee; while thy sons 'neath every clime
Keep bright the fire of Kaith, in times grown cold,
Till future Mungret’s fame shall e’en outshine the old.

M. MacMamnox, S.J. ('87).
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CHAHTA - [ MA.

PRIEST, POET,

AND SOLITARY.

By A PasT MUNGRET STUDENT.

AR~

g %HAH’I‘A-IMA ! Chahta-Ima! what a
A5\, strange, yet what a sweet-sounding name,

=% you say, yet stranger still and sweeter far
was the story of the one who bore it.

Chahta-Ima (Choctaw-like) was the name
given by the sons of the forest, who dwelt in the
pine-woods of Louisiana, to one who for years
ministered both to their temporal and to their
spiritual wants, to Adrien Rouquette, the first
priest of Creole birth after the cession of Louis-
1ana to the United States.

Buried deep in the heart of the pine-woods,
three miles from the old-fashioned village of
Mandeville, in St. Tammany parish, lies the
spot called by the Choctaw Indians, Chinchuba.
Every inch of this spot is hallowed by some
recollections of Peére Rouquette. Last Novem
ber, during a period of enforced leisure brought
about by His Majesty “ Yellow Jack,” I visited
Chinchuba, and for the first time heard in detail
the history of Adrien Rouquette,

Let me describe the scene before me.  Stand
with me beneath a giant oak, whose trunk meas-
ures full thirty feet around. Near by are other
giant oaks, but none to rival the one that is
fondly called by the people “ Le chéne du Pére
Rouquette.” Close at hand is his chapel, a log-
hut just large enough to shelter an altar and a
would-be confessional. When the Indians were
present the door was thrown open, and they
knelt outside in awe and reverence, with no
shelter from the burning sun of Louisiana but
the shade of the giant oak. The pulpit was a
fork in the oak tree, and as I stood on that fork
my imagination played havoc with my intellect.
I scemed to see before me stolid warriors and
their toil-worn squaws, with their papooses hang-
ing on their backs. Many and many a time had
they stood there listening to the helpful words of
Chahta-Ima. The missionary’s room is under
the same roof as the chapel. It is twelve feet
long, twelve feet high, and five feet wide. What
a palace! vet it sufficed for Chahta-Ima, for was
he not, Choctaw-like, more at home in the open
air than ’neath the protection of a roof. A
small unpainted pine table still remains in the

room. A little unglazed opening on one side
lets in a few feeble rays of sunshine. The sur-
roundings and the story impressed me much,
and some further research induced me to tell
the story to others.

Adrien Rouquette was born about 1813 in
New Orleans, in a quaint old house still standing
in the Rue Royale, a street round whose every
building cluster legends of the past, of the days
when Bienville ruled the city, of the days of the
sway of a descendant of the “ Wild Geese,” the
iron-handed Irish-Spaniard, Don Alexander
O’Reilly.

Adrien’s childhood was spent on the banks
of a stream called by the Choctaws *The
Buchuwa.” He here learned to love that soli-
tude which was afterwards so dear to him, and
to appreciate the noble simplicity of heart of
the now few remaining children of the forest.

A few years of his boyhood were spent at the
Jesuit College of Bardstown, Kentucky. He
was afterwards sent to the Royal College of
Nantes. Thence he went to Paris to study law,
and there made the aquaintance of the intellec-
tual lights of the French capital. Lamartine and
Chateaubriand, Deschamps and Barthélemy were
his friends. He listened to the burning words
of Lacordaire and Ravignan, to the eloquent
language of Berryer and Dupont. A brilliant
career as an advocate was foretold for him, but
he would have naught to do with it

He yearned for the pine-woods of his beloved
Louisiana.  “Oh! for the clasp of a rude rough
hand! Oh! for the glance of a copper brow ! ”
The Indians might be uncouth and untaught,
but they were honest and upright in their native
wilds, great in their dignity of truth. He
returned to Louisiana and studied for the
priesthood,

A few years after his ordination, the Arch-
bishop allowed him to devote himself to the
scattered remnants of the once powerful Choctaw
tribe.  He built three small log-houses at the
places where the Indians were wont to gather
together, at Bayou Lacombe, Ravine aux Cannes,
and Chinchuba. The last is the one I have
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described above, It is preserved as a memorial
ol him, but the others have disappeared. His
head quarters were at Bayou Lacombe, where he
established a small Indian village. He here
petitioned to be admitted as a member of the
Choctaw tribe.  All night long the sachems
discussed  the question, and at dawn Adrien
Rouquette, Chahta-Ima, was a Choctaw among
the Choctaws.

In solitude he devoted his life to the Indians
and to the muse.  One instance of his devotion
to the Indians may be of interest.

During the Civil War, New Orleans was in-

inglish and in French. They were praised by
critics of both languages. Of his English poem
on Catherine Tegahkwita, an Indian maiden,
whose cause for beatification is now, I believe,
before the Holy See, William Cullen Bryant,
himself no mean poet, says, “I have looked over
your poem with deep sympathy in the enthusiasm,
both for nature and for religion, by which it is
pervaded.” Of his “ Les Savanes,” the eminent
French critic, Sainte-Beuve, speaks in very eu-
logistic terms. Another work of his is “La
Thébaide en Amérique ou LApologie de la vie
Solitaire et Contemplative.”

N e %

FR. RENE AND GROUP OF INDIANS FROM ROCKY MOUNTAINS,

vested by the Federal forces under Admiral
Farragut, and quinine, a drug almost a necessity
i the South, was declared contraband of war.
I'he Indians were suffering much from want of
it, when Pére Rouquette resolved to get through
the IFederal lines and procure some. ‘Those
whom he met tried to dissuade him, saying that
Farragut was a stern, unyielding man, who would
never grant his request.  Grant it he did how-
ever, for he could not resist the entreaties of
I"ore Rouquette.

I'bre Rouquette’s poems were written both in

A Louisiana writer says of him, “From his
carliest years he held the lute and the lyre in his
hands, and in old age the language of poetry
was natural to him. He lived in Bonfouca, in
the magnificent pine-forest watered by those
romantic streams, the Tchefuncta, the Bogue
Phalia, and Bayou Lacombe.”

He died in 1887. At his funeral an old wiz-
ened Choctaw woman walked in front of the
funeral cortége, bearing aloft a cross of wild
flowers gathered and twined by the few remaining
Choctaw Indians.
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Since his death the Indians seldom; if ever,
visit Chinchuba, but they dwell in the dark
recesses of the pine-forests, or in the almost
impenetrable cane-thickets.

I hope I shall be pardoned if I give a speci-
men in English, and one in French, of Chahta-
Ima’s verse.

THE WILD LILY AND THE PASSION
FLOWER.
Sweet flower of light,
The queen of solitude,
" The image bright
Of grace-born maidenhood.

Dark coloured flow'r,

How solemn, awful, sad!
I feel thy pow’r,

O king, in purple clad !
With head recline,

Thou art the emblem dear
Of woes divine ;

The flower I most revere.
The lily white,

The purple passion flower,
Mount Thabor bright,

The gloomy olive-bower.

Such is our life,

Alternate joys and wocs,
Short peace, long strife,

Few friends and many foes.

One example in French and I have done.

The subject is one dear to every Irishman.

A L'IRLANDE,

Emeraude des mers, mystique diamant,
Irlande, gloire a toi! gloire a ton peuple aimant.

Tirin, verte Hibernie, 6 eatholique Irlande,
Malgré tous tes malheurs, si fidele et si grande !

Pour embléme portant la harpe & ton cbté,

Ton cceur vibre toujours au cri de liberté ;

En tes saints amours toujours, enthusiaste,

Partout ton sang celtique est resté toujours chaste.

Avec la foi divine, Emeraude des mers,

On trouve en tes enfants tous les talents divers.
Salut, Ile des Saints ! salut, terre bénie !

Au souffie harmonieux qui toujours tinspira,
S'¢veillera toujours la harpe de Tara !

Dans tes pleurs, le front ceint d’une blanche guirlande,
Tu seras toujours belle, enthusiaste et grande !

T. E. Strrrey, S.J. (91).

AN EYEWITNESS'S NARRATIVE OF THE MIRACLE OF THE
LIQUEFACTION OF THE BLOOD OF ST. JANUARIUS.

By A Past MUNGRET STUDENT.

EARD”

T is a very common saying in Italy, and
B:[}’ one with which all tourists are familiar :
®  HSee Naples and die.” And I think that
notwithstanding its dirty streets and dirtier
inhabitants, its noisy thoroughfares, its impu-
dent and pestering cabbies, its vast society of
rogues whose scle occupation in life is to fleece
the stranieri or foreigners, everyone who has
been there will readily agree that it is well
worth while to live and see Naples. The
beauty of its bay is world famed. Its parks,
public buildings, museums, churches, and pal-
aces cqual if they do not excel those of any
other city in Europe, not excepting even the

Eternal City. And then when one has ex- .

hausted the sights of the city proper, he can
retire to Bagnuoli and enjoy its famous baths,
he can cross the bay to Sorrento and refresh
himself i this beautiful seaside resort, he can
sail to Capri and explore the wondrous blue

cave, or drive to Pompeii and musingly recall
the past in the silent and deserted streets of
this * City of the Dead,"” and make the ascent
of its dreaded destroyer, Vesuvius. But of all
the sights and wonders of Naples and its sur-
roundings that which makes the greatest and
most lasting impression on strangers is beyond
deoubt the yearly recurring historical miracle
of the Liquefaction of the Blood of St. Janua-
rius, or San Gennaro as he is called in Italian.

Before I proceed to the narration of the
miracle as I saw it, I will, for the information
of some of my readers, tell briefly who this
San Gennaro was. During the reign of the
Emperors Diocletian and Maximian, Januarius
ruled the see of Beneventum. When the per-
secution burst forth he was one of the first
sought out by the tyrants,and after undergoing
every species of torture he won the martyr's
crown by being decapitated along with several
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companions,  His body was recovered by the
Christians and buried at Beneventum, whence
it was alterwards removed to Naples, where it
v venerated at the present day beneath the
altar of the side chapel dedicated to the Saint
in the Cathedral of Naples.

Along with the body the Christians pre-
wrved another very precious relic of the Saint

A small phial of the blood he shed in testi-
mony of the Christian faith. It is this relic
and the miracle connected with it which has
made the name of San Gennaro famous the
world over.

Italy before I had seen the miracle of which I
had heard so much. In August 1897, my
long-cherished desire was granted. I applied
to my bishop for leave to travel, and having
obtained it I set off with several companions
for Naples.

After a few days sight-seeing we retired to
Sorrento to enjoy the sea bathing. The
approach of the 19th September, the date of
the Ifeast of San Gennaro, ¢n which the
miracle happens, brought us back again to
Naples. On the evening of the 18th Sept-
ember, the eve of the Feast, the Via del

—

NAPLES.

When I was studying Philosophy in Mun-
gret I remember one day a discussion arose
regarding the true nature of a miracle. Our
professor told us that frequency of occurrence
was not against the nature of a miracle, and
as an historical example he cited the annual
Liquefaction of the Blood of San Gennaro.
This was the first time I heard about the
miracle, and little did I then dream that Pro-
vidence would so arrange events that I shopld
be an eyewitness of the wonder.

In the summer of 1893 I went to Rome, and
being so near Naples T determined not to leave

Duomo, in which the Cathedral is situated,
and the facade of the Cathedral, were brilliant-
ly illuminated and decorated in the fanciful
Ttalian style. Arches of many coloured little
lights spanned the strect at intervals, and a
continuous line of bright gas jets ran along
on either side. The facade of the Cathedral
was covered with frescoed canvas and paper,
representing scenes taken from the life of the
Saint. From an elevated stand near the
Church, the municipal band discoursed sweet
music to the numerous crowds who passed to
and fro along the broad Via del Duomo,
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Next morning, which was Sunday, we all rose
carly and hurried to the Cathedral, in order
to secure a good place. 'We heard from some
of the students, who had been there formerly,
that the best place was to be had by going
in by a side entrance to the sacristy, thence
to the chapel of the Saint, it being impossible
to get a near place from the body of the
Church. To reach this side entrance we had

to pass through a private garden owned by an.

old womdn. Having made our arrangements
with her previcusly, when we presented our-
selves at the gate we had no difficulty in
getting through. We were in high spirits in
having succeeded thus far, because for the rest,
our American pluck and the training at
jostling we had learnt in the Roman churches
would carry us through. Passing through a
number of winding passages, we were ushered
into the ante-room of the sacristy, where we
had places assigned to us. We were not the
first, several others had arrived before us,
while more were continually streaming in,
until at last there was scarce standing room.
How long we remained there I could not tell,
but it seemed, in our impatience, several
hours. At last those who were necarest the
sacristy door passed the word that the pro-
cession was about to start. At once there
was a rush for places by the door leading out
to the sacristy. Some Civic Guards, who
were there to keep order, tried to keep the
people back, but in wvain. Thanks to our
Roman education, most of us got in the
front line, ready to move out close after the
procession.  Very soon the master of cere-
monies gave the signal ; the procession moved
slowly out, followed by the immense and
animated crowd.

When we came to the chapel where the
relic was to be exposed, we tried to get as
as near as possible the centre of the gate at
the altar rails, in order to get a good place
around the altar when the people were
allowed to pass through. Meantime the relic
was brought forth, candles lighted, and the
gilt bust of the Saint set up in a conspicuous
place near the altar, This was the signal for
a burst of invocations from the people who
thronged the nave of the chapel and the
centre of the church. The name, “San
Gennaro ! San Gennaro!” was heard repeated
in imploring accents. The ceremony of the
exposition of the relic now began ; the gates
were thrown open, and there was a rush for
places around the altar. I happened to be far
back this time, so giving up the gate entrance
as impossible, while the attention of all was
rivetted on the relic, I slipped unnoticed across

the marble altar rails, and by dint of pushing
won a good place at the altar steps.

While preliminary prayers were being re.
cited I had an opportunity to turn and observe
the crowd who were packed against the rail-
ings erected to keep them back from the altar.
There was a sea of anxious faces all directed
towards the relic. Every age, sex, and con-
dition of life was represented. The poorer
inhabitants of Naples however seemed to be
in the large majority. Quite close to the
railing I noticed a group of women and a few
men belonging to the lower classes ; these
seemed to be particularlyinterested in the relic.
They stretched forth their hands and uttered
appealing cries to the Saint ; tears were run-
ning down some of their faces, and all wore a
look of hopeful expectation and deep rever-
ence. I learned afterwards that these were a
family who claim to be descended from the
Saint. Owing to this real or imaginary connee-
tion they had the privilege of being nearest to
the rails, and of being the leaders in the
popular liturgy of litanies and other prayers
recited in the Saint’s honour. Their familiarity
with the Saint gave them more privileges,
among others that of gently scolding him
when the miracle did not happen or was de-
layed. They used to call him such pet names
as “faccia gealla,” or ““ yellow facg,” a name no
doubt derived from the yellow colour of the
gilt bust of the Saint.

Inow turned my attention to the reliquary.
The officiating bishop was holding it high
above his head, so that all could see it. Tt was
of a circular, drum-shaped form, with glass at
both sides. Inside could be seen two phials—
one, tube shaped; the other an ordinary flat
little bottle. The tube-shaped one contained
nothing, but had its sides slightly discoloured,
which could be caused by dried blood; the
other was almost filled with a very dark red
solid substance. The reliquary was provided
with two handles—one above and one below
—to facilitate its being turned round and
round. Having exposed it on high for sonie
time the bishop proceeded to move slowly
from the Epistle to the Gospel side of the
altar, and back again, turning the reliquary

from time to time, while an assistant pricst -

held a candle behind, so that the very first
motion of the blood could be plainly seen. At
the Epistle side stood the Mayor and other
public officials in the capacity of authentic
witnesses of the miracle, and at the Gospel
side was a Monsignor in the same capacity.
I was very close to the reliquary, so close that
I could touch it with my hand, and as the
Bishop turned it round before my eyes there
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was not the slightest movement visible. Up
md down the Bishop went, at intervals
itopping to recite the Credo or Litany and
other prayers, while the congregation from
below kept up a regular fusillade of prayers
mnd piteous cries.

This went on for a half-hour, an hour, an
hour and a half, and still no apparent change
in the phial.  More prayers and. Credos and
litanies, and still no move. The Bishop
became anxious, the people impatient and

|
|
|
|
|
!
|

but the Saint remained obdurate. One would
think that Heaven itself should open before
this assault of fervent faith and devotion on
the part of the thousands there assembled.
A short consultation was held by the bishop
and the attendant priests, the result of which
was that they decided to carry the relic in
procession to the High Altar and begin the
Solemn High Mass, hoping that through the
all-powerful intercessory help of the Holy Mass
God would be moved to work the miracle.

SHRINE OF

afraid. It was a bad omen for the fortunes
of the fair city of Naples. This delay was
almost unprecedented, the liquefaction usually
taking place about half an hour or an hour
after the exposition. Two hours had now
gone by, and the blood was as solid as at the
beginning.

The people redoubled theircries and prayérs,
hands were raised in supplication ; “San Gen-
naro, San Gennaro,” was heard on every side,

ST.

JANUARIUS.

Before starting the procession however, they
gave the relic to be kissed by those who were
inside the altar rails. The movement this
caused among the people was mistaken by the
crowd who thronged the church for the ex-
citement consequent upen the occurrence of
the miracle, and the word flew from mouth to
mouth that the miracle had happened. This
mistake was however soon rectified, and the
people remained in the church awaiting
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patiently God’s own appointed time for the
working of the miracle. The procession
started for the High Altar, and I tried to follow,
but in spite of my utmost efforts Iwas left far
behind 1n the body of the church. Imagine
my disappointment. For two long hours I
had kept my place, though almost fainting,
owing to the excessive heat, expecting every
moment that the miracle would take place
under my very eyes, and now all this exertion
had gone for nothing. In despair I had
turned, and was making my way out of the
church, when an unusual commotion in the
crowd attracted my attention. I turned again,
and looked towards the High Altar, The pro-
cession had just reached the steps; I saw a
priest wave a white handkerchief; a sigh of
relief passed like a wave through the immense
congregation, followéd by a burst of enthusias-
tic thanksgiving and joy ; the cannon of the
city forts fired a salvo ; the great organ pealed
forth the Te Deum, the congregation joined
with their thousand voices in this grand old
hymn of praise and thanksgiving—the miracle
had taken place.

It was a sublime moment. A thrill of some-
thing never experienced before ran through
my whole being. Itrembled in the immediate
presence of the supernatural.

The people now surged towards the High
Altar, where at the rails the Bishop was ex-
posing the relic. I made my way slowly, and
at last gained a place at the rails. Soon the
Bishop came towards me, and I could see, as
he came nearer and nearer, that there was
something stirring in the little phial. At last
he came in front of me, and, fearing that he
would allow me only a cursory glance, 1 told
him that I was a stranger who never before
had the opportunity of witnessing the miracle,
or probably never would again. This had the
desired effect. He moved the reliquary slowly
round and round and up and down before my
eyes, an attendant holding a candle behind
all the time. The solid dark red mass which I

had seen a short time before was now a per-
fect liquid, filling about two-thirds of the
phial, moving with every motion of the reli-
quary. Having reverently kissed the relic, I
withdrew, adoring the Omnipotent Power
Who holds the laws of nature thus under con-
trol, and Who deigns to interest Himself in
the paltry affairs of this miserable little world
of ours.

As the miracle occurs every day during the
octave of the feast, some of our number went
to see it the next morning. The liquefaction
took place in a few minutes after the exposi-
tion. I went again the next day, and wit-
nessed a curious phase of the miracle. I‘rom
the very first the blood moved around in the
phial, but more like a jelly than a perfect
liquid; gradually, however, it became thinner
and thinner, until in a short time the whole
mass was liquefied. With regard to the mir-
aculous character of the liquefaction, there
can be no doubt in the mind of the candid
inquirer. The tradition which asserts that
the phial contains the blood of San Gennaro
comes down uninterruptedly from the very
age of the martyrdom of the Saint. Moreover,
the analysis of competent scientists has proved
that the substance contained in the phial is
human blood. Considering again that the
liquefaction takes place only on the feast-day
of the Saint and during the octave, it is ap-
parent that it transcends all natural causality.

For everyone,unbelieverand Christianalike,
the liquefaction is a strange and naturally
unaccountable fact. For the Christian who
believes in a Lord and Master of Nature, it is
a miracle, that is, a manifestation of super-
natural power in the visible elements of our
creation. The unbeliever sees and goes away
puzzled and wondering ; the faithful believer
sees, and goes away wondering, adoring, and
pouring forth praise and thanksgiving to the
All Powerful and All Merciful Lord Who
deigns to reveal Himself to His poor creatures
in so touching and human a manner.

James Nunan, DD,
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By a Past MUNGRET STUDENT,
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“I'was Springtime in those good old days that
were,

Her smile hung o'er the fields and wimpling
streams,

And to her queenly train each chequered bow'r

Sang liquid notes.  And we were of the Spring,

Lusty and blithe and free, e’en as

I'he roe that sniffs his native mountain air,

Carcering where he wills—so with her flush

We coloured in the sport, and with her voice

Our merry laughter echoed in the dells;

Dirinking, unconscious, thro’ those vacant hours

I'he deeper, truer draughts of spirit-life,

Ne'er learned in the lumber-land of books :

The life of our dear Isle, deep-welled of truth

And beauty and the sacred lore of saints.

Now, where the storied Cratloe Woods run down

I'o meet the Shannon’s tide, or swooning bow

I'heir heads above Bunratty’s castled ruin, -

Now, where that “loveliest village of the plain”

In sylvan grandeur smiles—Oh, sweet Adare!

() mid the varied glory of that loved

Ketreat in Castleconnell’s peaceful bow'rs

O where the wooded mound of sacred green,

Under the hill and by the silent flood, =

I'¢lls to the prayerful pilgrim of the seat

Of Kings,—Kincora of great Brian’s pride.
Now, where the listning groves of Curraghchase
Away amid the peasant roofs enjoy

The purest voice in all the choir of song

Within our time, the Voice of Eire’s Faith,

Her golden years—her sainted ones of yore—
Too great to catch the tawdry modern sense
De Vere, the singer unto nobler days.

But oftener did we muse along those ways
Thought-laden with the glory of our dead ;
Where Thomond and the perjured Treaty Stone
And Sarsfield’s lofty spirit still survive:
While old St. Mary’s bells their silver notes
Send forth from out the flood.

Yes, oft we've mused
Mid every broken arch and rent of ruin
That mark in Limerick’s ancient battlements
The Saxon tread, that with’ring tread of worse
Than Danish hordes,—the tread of Strongbow’s

men,

The tread that’s burnt deep into our plains.
And oftener still, while playing in thy shade,
Oh, dear old Mungret and thy martyred shrine!
Thou relic grand of our own Patrick’s years,
And lovelier far in death than all that gold
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:

Of tyrants builded to their priestless creed—

Walls of a barren faith, a loveless God—

Thou chronicle, the firebrand could not burn,

Writ with all the ruthless wrongful past,

And holding out in thy prophetic store

A golden promise ot the golden years

To come—a promise clothed with living stone

Grown high from out thy ashes consecrate,

And Apostelic with thy primal fire,

Already crowning all thy blessed height—

Another Mungret dowered with thy strength

And glorious name ]
And so we passed the Spring,

Amid the riches of those dreamful fields,

Where robber hands have long to leanness

growI.

il

i

|
|

Boy hours we spent together side by side,

In freest mood, nor thought of holding aught
From others’ ken, so minded were we all

Of th* ampler good of fellowship sincere.
Those days can never die, so great the fruit
They yield us down the years, that makes our life
A harvesting of all our former good,
Giving to Winter's fellest moods the while
The freshness of the Summer’s cheerful mien.
Then all was new, for life itself was new,

And faith had wings where’er the fancy fled.
When lo! into the fever of those days

A blessed spirit stole, and cunning snatched
Each pause and pensive rest to hold devout
Communion with the soul and make it think
Full oft of what the future years might bring.

GROUNDS OF MUNGRET COLLEGE—LOOKING EASI.

And so the courses of our bleod ran strength,

Nor choked nor coffined in the stranger’s mould.
. The starved exotics of the law-propped school

Can never taint the breath while these are left

To give the mother-milk to thirsting lips.

What seeds of noble passion then were sown !

What visions bright and schemes of wild romance,

And hope outstripping all the cares of thought !

Then, too, the ties, that bear no rust of age,

In friendship’s youthful fire were finely wrought.

We felt the pressure of the brother’s hand—

No formal measurcd rite.

‘O fondest dreams !

That make us live with all our former selves,

With all the best beloved of those bright scenes

That flow’red around the morning heart of life.

The noon is brighter, happier, for those school-

This was the twilight of a glorious morn,

That creeping softly o'er the ardent mind,

Like fragrant mists upon the garden bloom,

Cooling the freshness wild to mellow tint,

Did soften all the passions that it fed.

Oh, blessed memory! Lord, how good Thou art !

We then were weaned scarce from the world’s
career,

E'en as the fishers by the sea, whilom of

Galilee—tho’ led as by the hand

Of grace into a land apart, we scarce

Knew why or how—when Jesus came and spake

To us in whisperings so silent, meek,

And called us to Himself—all breathless first,

As little children playing run in sweet

Surprise into their mothers’ arms—so we

Into the arms of love.
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We felt the word,
And turning knew Him for the Lord.
Oh, joy ! how we did gaze on that dear face,
Our souls more captive than our sense in bliss.
How light did stream from out those sacred eyes
T'o open clear the purpose of our being !
What power, what virtue in those lips to wake
Within the soul harmonious numbers sweet !
lLoved voice, forever calling in our vales—
Irin responsive ever to her Lord
Giives Him a'virgin and a levite race—
T'he prize of Patrick’s wrestling on the mount.

And in that solemn hour when duty warred
With all the powers of sense—when patriot fires
Aglow with brave aspirings, and the ties

Of nature’s adamant that bound us fast

T'o home and hearth, and all the fleshy threads,
I‘orsooth, of love to which mankind is heir,
Were leagued against the higher call of grace,
And fam would hold us closer to the earth—
God’s Holy Spirit came and breathed, and all
The chords of sense, struck to a higher key.
And catching up our little loves in His,

Made them His own—God’s love was all in all—
Duty then was love, and friendship love,

And fatherland was love—the love of God
That giveth all a meaning and a power—

How wonderful is God in all His ways !

How beautiful the ways of Christ’s sweet Heart !

Oh, Blessed Lord ! in quest of aught that we
Hold dear—Who doth not use His Lordship’s
right
Divine (for we are Christ’s, and Christ is God’s),
But wins it with a tender, pleading suit,
In lover's guise —by plighting all Himself.
“ My child, give me thy heart and I shall give
Thee mine,” —God’s own betrothal to the sons
Of mortal men!
And He, well pleased that all
Our powers to Him were consecrate—tho’ we
But rendered Him what was His own withal,
And by His grace—received the vows we made,
And, smiling God-like, gave them back again,
And bade us keep them pure for His dear sake,
Making them live in holy deed and noble
thought
And word—
We beard the sweet behest love spake
And here we stand and wait upon the Lord.
T. J. Sueavy, S.J. ('86).

CARRIG-O-QUNNELL.

AR

““ River of chieftains, whose baronial halls
Like veteran warriors watch each wave-worn steep ;
Portumna’s towers, Bunratty’s regal walls,
Carrig’s stern rock, the Geraldine's grey keep.”

has ever been our favourite walk.

Facing the Shannon, some few miles to
the south-west of Limerick, a stupendous rock
rises sheer above the plain, and on its summit
stand the ruins of a grand old castic—(the
whole bears the title of Carrig-o-Gunnel). The
castle in its prime was handsome, thongh very
irregular, as it had to adapt itself to the shape
of the rock, and in many places the natural
crag forms part of the walls. Tt was a noble
pile in those bygone days when its chiefs pos-
sessed the vast domains around, when the poor
and the stranger met a cead nille fuilthe at its
hospitable gate, and the great hall resonunded
with the clang of battle-axe for war preparing,
or rang to the joyous strain of some bardic song.

To-day, shorn of all its beauty, weary after the

r@}\ RRIG'S stern rock and ivy-mantled ruin
-
"

—Aubrey de Vere.

long and dreadful battle which the forees of
nature have for centuries waged against it, it
stands desolate and abandoned. Bowed down
by the weight of the thousand weird memories
which cling with the ivy to its ruined walls, it
would long since have sunk away were it not
sustained aloft, clasped in the iron arms of the
rock  Far up on the pinnacle of the cistled
keep I am perched this autemn evening. My
companmons are below. The lazy ones are still
climbing among the elm trees up a steep incline
which leads to the entrance on the land side.
A few of the more light-headed and flect-footed
have gone to chase a hundred rabbits into their
barrows on the green slope of a neighbouring
hillock.

In the centre of the inner court, where
the grass grows high among the fragments of
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shattered rock and ruined masonry, stands the
remnant of a round tower, some eight feet high,
its spiral staircase of stone still intact. A preco-
cious youth is striving to convinee some dubious
comrades that the huge fragment of tower is
upside down. Two of the older and wiser heads,
who have visited the ecastle many a time, and
ken its every cosiest nook, are seated beneath
the overhanging ivy on the old stone bench,
near the main cntrance.
climb up the seventy steps to the giddy height
of the watch-tower is being rewarded by a superb
view of land and river.

The broad and winding waters of the Shannon
are easily traced up past Tervoe’s wooded shore
to where the turreted towers of the ancient city
are reflected on its placid hosom. There is
shipping in the harbour.  You can sec the masts
and rigging of the vessels tapering from the
water’s edge till they are lost against the dark
background, where Camailthe lifts its rounded
dome some two thousand feet and more.

Away to the south, the eye roams with
delight over an extensive, picturesque, peaceful
panorama. There are mountains in the dis-
tance—Galteemore, which rears its summit, wild
and high, far away in the Vale of Aherlow, once
belonged to the lords of Carrig.  Slieve-Reagh
stands ont boldly to the right. Ard-Patrick is
capped with a fleeey cloud, which develops into
a darker and denser mass over Seefin and the
Black Mountain, twin summits of the Bally-
houra range.

Between my castled-crag, on Shannon side,
and those lofty peaks lie a hundred thousand
acres of Limerick’s richest and loveliest plain.
In the foreground is a church, nestling amid the
trees. The handsome chateau, on an eminence
to the right, is the home of Lord Limerick.
To the left, over the outskirts of Lord Emly’s
demesne, the College is distinctly seen. About a
mile from the church are the well-wooded parks
of Clarina ; and further on, the splendour soft and
sweet of Adare’s lovely vale. Thro the heart
of that pleasant scene the winding Maigue comes
rolling on to pour its tribute of waters into the
bosom. of the mighty river.

Away beyond the Maigue rises the far, fairy
hill Knockfierna, and at its fect, among the
woods of Curraghchase, is the beloved abode of
Aubrey de Vere. Over the tree tops you may
often catch the glitter of the sun on the spire
of Rathkeale. But not this evening. The dark
cloud which we saw lowering over Seefin is
fast expanding and casting its sombre shadows
over the smiling plain. Some isolated frag-
ments have joined themselves to either wing of
the heavier mass. The whole now appears like
some huge vampire suspended over its sleeping

»

Meanwhile, my own -

victim. At its approach the rabbits fly for
refuge into the bowels of the earth, and the
Lunters themselves come racing for the shelter
of the castle walls. Our two wiscacres will be
caught hobnobbing on the old stone bench.
Across the river to the north the woods of
Cratloe are still beautiful with colour and
shade, a glorious sun bathes the land with gold
and gilds the incoming tide. Up from the west
where the Shannon’s banks ave a mile and
more apart, there comes dancing over the gilded
waters a white sail. There is a heavy swell
between Pilot and Grass Islands, where the
Bunratty river and the Maigue flow in on
opposite sides.  On comes that snowy sail over
the crested wave. DPast Grass Island, where the
waters are calmer, then on once more. See! that
sudden squall will bring her foul of the beacon
light on Battle Island. "Tis a steady hand that
grasps the rudder, and the little bark obeys it
well as she rushes swiftly past the dangerous
point, and heads for the south channel by the
Scarlet tower. Iiven while I gaze, the snowy
whiteness of the sail is dimmed into an ashen
hue ; the waters are darkened ; the gulls come
circling and shrieking over the corcass towards
the castle.

Overhead, the sky is now black as night;
below my companions have disappeared. My
heart within gave one big throb, and then stood
still in fear. At that moment the storm burst
in all its fury, one tremendous flash of blue
lightning quivered for several seconds on the
vast sheet of darkness; then, seeming to rend
it asunder, the whole mass broke up into greab
sweeping clouds, that rolled themselves dawn
on the earth and dissolved into torrents of rain.

The war of the elements was on in real
earnest. Heaven’s artillery now flashed, now
thundered ; great masses of cloud came whirling
and wreathing over the battlements around me ;
then the tempest sent its sheets of rain rattling
against the stout old walls, I waited no longer.
Deafened by the thunder, frightened by the
electric fire which leaped around me as I de-
scended, half-blinded by the mist which came in
throngh every loophele and window, I at last
reached the base of the tower. But where are
my companions ¥ Where am I to look for shel-
ter  The ruthless foec who blew that castle to
fragments must have been a practised hand, so
well “tis done. The little birds, which a few
moments since were chirping and gambolling
among the leaves of that big ash, have now
found a cosy nest where the ivy grows thick on
the ruins of the once great hall hard by, Ask
the neighbouring folk to explain a circular
opening in the face of the cliff, close to the
outer base of the donjon tower, and they will
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vour that a fox has its den in the caverns
| the castle.

e birds have their nests, the foxes have
T im‘lvs, man alone can find no shelter in the
o of his forefathers.

‘“"Tis now the raven’s bleak abode ;
"I'is now th’ apartment of the toad ;
And there the fox securely feeds,
Concealed in ruins, moss, and weeds :
While, ever and anon, there falls
ITuge heaps of hoary moulder’d walls,
Yet time has been, that lifts the low,
And level lays the lofty brow,

[las seen the broken pile complete,
3ig with the vanity of state.”

Of that bygone time, when the broken pile on
Currig stood complete, I have found some inte-

'

In tracing the history of Carrig-o-Gunrnell
you may stray with Gerald Griffin through the
pleasant bye-ways of legend and romance, or
plod along the safer, though more dusty high-
way of the State papers. I chose the” latter
route and encountered much bad spelling on
the way.

Between fonr and five o'clock, on the morning
of Tuesday, March 23rd, 1535, Maynooth, the
Geraldine stronghold, was captured by the troops
of Henry VITI. The fall of their chief fortress
sealed the fate of the Geraldines. Early in 1536,
Silken Themas and his five uncles were carried
to England to be exeented at Tyburn. By this
fell swoop, the race of Kildare was we]ll-nigh
exterminated.  Gerald IFitzgerald, a little boy

CARRIG-O-GUNNELL.

resting records among the State papers in the
College Library. Their perusal may give you
pleasure, gentle reader, and perhaps inspire yon
with a desire to view in person the historic spot.
In the latter event, should your visit like mine
be disturbed by an unwelcome storm fiend, turn
to the right at the foot of the old tower stairs,
take some twenty paces across the green sward,
pass in under a ruined ivied archway, then to
the right again along a narrow passage which
opens into a lefty spacious apartment. Roof
there is none, and the tempest will rage through
the shattered casements, but over in the rocky
wall to the left is the entrance to a gloomy,
winding, dungeon-like cavern. There yon will
find shelter. There also I found my companions
on that autumn evening,

of thirteen years, in saffroned shirt and bare-
headed, like the wilde Lrish, escaped into Munster,
and found refuge with O’Brien, King of Thomond.
_ Burke of Clanrickard, MeCarthy Reagh, and
James of Desmond rallied with the Dalcassians
round the youthful Geraldine. Lord Grey, the
Deputy and Butler, Farl of Ossory, to quell this
new revolt, “advanced forward toward Q’Brien’s
own country.  On August the first we arrived
at a manor of th’ Erle of Desmond’s, called
Loughgur, situate in an iland of fresh imter',
where that night th’ army forraged on the corns,
and took, the castell and iland, At that time
Donough O’Brien, O’Brien’s eldest son, who hath
married the danghter of me, th’ Erle of Ossory,
came and desived no other recompense of his ser-
vice against his father, than the King’s gratius

s
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favor and the keeping of a castle within three
miles of Limerick, called Carrick-o-Gynnell,
which hath been in possession of the O’Briens
this 200 years and more.”

Was Carrig built by an O’Connell or an
O’Brien? Did the white and black flag of the
Templars ever float above its twrrets? We
cannot say. From this letter, however, it is
evident that it belonged to the Dalcassian clan
since about 1300. N

Conor O’Brien, king of Thomond, had three
sons. Turlough and Donald would have been
playmates of the little Geraldine while he re-
mained in their father’s home ; Donough, whose
treachery is here recorded, must have been their
senior by many years, The corrupt wizards of
Dublin Castle had cast their golden chains
aronnd him ; beguiled by the luxury of the
English court and fascinated by the beauty of
Ossory’s daughter, he betrayed his father, his
country, and his religion.

We have a letter of Butler’s, written the pre-
vious year to Allen, Master of the Rolls After
declaring that the people of Munster “have a
cankerid, malicious rebellion rotid in them,” he
adds, “to my great cost and charge I keep
O’Brien’s son from joining his father.” Little
wonder then that Allen himself, when writing
to the king's commissioners in 1537, should
say—* Finally, because the nature of Irishmen
is ‘such that for money we shall have the son to
war against the father, and the father against
the child, it shall be necessary that the king’s
grace have always treasure here, as a present
remedy against sudden rebellion.” “ Becanse
I have married your sister,” says Donough to
Lord Butler’s son, “T have forsaken my father,
my uncle and my country to do the king’s ser-
viece. If it would please the king’s grace to win
and give me the castle of Carrig-o-Gunniel, 1
will put in pledge not to hurt any Englishman,
but only the wilde Irish who are the king’s
enemies.” His wish was granted. “The next
day,” writes Butler, “we marched to the said
castell, and after the deputy had wonne the
same we put an English ward of soulders in it,
which done we resorted to this cite of Limerick.”
This was on Thursday, August 4th, 1536.

¢« On Triday we marched with all tharmy to-
wards O’'Brien’s Bridge, and by the conduct of
said Donough and his friends we were brought
to it by a sceret and unknown way on this side
of the water, where never Lnglish host, nor
carts came before.”

«(On Saturday the gunners were shotynge at
the bridge and its castell all day, but the walls
were twelve fote thick and the Irish had one
big piece of iron which shot bullets as big as a
mannes head. By Sunday morning the shote

was spent ; the castell, however, yielded to an
assault.”

While breaking down the captured bridge,
we are told that the Mayor of Limerick and
some others fell into the water. ‘Albeit, thanks
to God, they were saved by swymmyng.’

Donough returned on Tuesday, only to find
the Dalcassian banner floating onee more above
the towers of Carrig. On Wednesday he set
out with Butler to Waterford for “‘another batry-
piece and more shots.” They returned on Sun-
day, the 14th.

“On Lady Day,” says Butler, “we marched
with all tharmy once again into Caryck-o-gun-
nell, which was fortified and manned by the
gunners of Desmond and the O’'Briens, who
wold nowise redelyver the said castel, but
defend it to their beste, Whereupon the orde-
naunce was bent on one of the gates of the base
courte, whereat such a batry was made that the
deputy’s men wanne the base conrt. Several of
th’ English were slayne and others sore hurted.
Then the ordenaunce was bent on the dungyn
of the great castell, but the Irish galloglasses,
harnessed in mail, sallied forth with their big
battle-axes, and again diverse of th’ English
were slayne and others sore hurted. Neverthe-
less, in the dead of night several of the Deputy’s
retinue entered a tower of the castell, keeping
the same until it was day, when others of
tharmy entered, and so did win the hole gar-
ison, with all that wer within to the number of
46.” The prisoners, were slaughtered without
mercy, Some gentlemen only, of the O'Briens,
were taken..fo Limerick, and had their doom
commuted into ““execution for highe treasone.”

The Deputy had no longer money sufficient
to pay his troops. Four days after the fall of
Carrig the army broke into open mutiny.

Loughgur was abandoned, and Grey retired on
Clonmel. Donough and his hundred English
soldiers, whom Lord Grey describes as the most
unruly he had ever scen, remained to garrison
Carrig-o-Gunnell and to war on the * wilde Irish.’
Kver and anon during the next six years, now
by day, now in the dead of night, Donough and
his lawless troop sallied forth from their eyried
fortress to plunder, ravish, and destroy. Their
route was easily traced. Here, the fences were
hroken and the cattle taken ; there, beside a

charred and smouldering pile, lay weltering in

its gore, the corse of a peasant, his right hand
still clutching the broken weapon with which he
had striven to defend his wife, his child, his home.
A letter among the State papers, bearing date
1539, contains a piteous appeal to Henry against
Donough and his garrison.

King Conor died in 1539, and was succeeded
by his brother Murrough, uncle to Donough.
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Henry VIII had tried to subdue the Irish chief-
tains by a costly army, and had failed. The
arttul monarch now endeavoured to secure their
allegiance by high-sounding titles which cost
him nothing, and by donations of civic and mo-
nastic property which did not belong to him.
Many preferred their ancient titles, founded on
the possession of centuries, to the new ones,
based on usurpation and tyranny. Others
bartered faith and liberty, and are supported
on the sacrilegious gain even to owr own day.
Murrough O’Brien stretched forth cager hands
to the dona ferentes of the British monarch. On
May 15th, 1543, at the Court of Greenwich,
amid a secene of unparalleled grandeur, he was
invested with the earldom of Thomond, and
created first Baron of Inchiguin; having pre-
viously requested that the laws and customs of
Ireland should be put away for ever, and that
there be brought into Ireland some learned men
from Oxford and Cambridge, not infected with
the poison of the Bishop of Rome, who might
preach the word of God in Ireland. °
Donough was made Baron of Ibrickan, was to
suecceed his uncle in the earldom of Thomond
and had his greed for British gold once more
satiated.
~Murrough returned with letters-patent en-
titling him to all the lands of the clan, Carrig
included, and to the spoils of many monusteric:.
'I‘L was a treacherous gift, and brought into
Thomond all the horrors of an intestine war.
I'he people saw the lands which had for ages
belonged to the individuals of the elan now be-
come the exclusive property of the chief. They
saw their monasteries looted, their sanctuaries
violated, and the sacred deposit of their faith
attacked. The annalist tells us that they were
s‘cmed 'with “abomination, hatred, and disgust.”
Early in 1551 the renegade Inchigquin passed to
his eternal reward. The suceession of Donough
to the earldom was the spark which fired the
smouldering revolt.
_ Donald, the second son of Conor, had grown
into a bold, warlike man, dexterous in hand and
kind of heart—* the favourite of his people,”
say the Four Masters. At this crisis they came
and implored him to be their king, to govern

them as his fathers had done of yore. Donald
yielded. For three decades of years the fair
land of Thomond became one wave of war, one
scene of contention. With cach rise and each
fall the fortunes of Carrig-o-Gunnell varied.

In the spring of 1553 Donough was attacked
and slain In his castle at Clonroad. The old
regime triumphed for vears, till Sussex came with
a powerful army, and restored the earldom to
the son of Donough.

Donald fled to the North with his son Teige-
an-Tsusain—Teige of the dishevelled hair. Tei@-;e
died in exile, but Donald returned to continue
the struggle. His efforts, however, were fruitless.
It is recorded by the Four Masters that “a fort-
night before the festival of St. John, in the year
1577, the President came into Thomond with a
great multitude of Knglish, and proceeded to
behead the chieftains and rebels of the district
adjacent to Limerick.  Among these was the son
of Murtongh, the son of Mahon, the most re-
nowned and noble of the heirs of Carrigo-
Guanell and Aherlow.” The castle was soon
after confiscated, and passed, at the Restoration,
into the hands of Richard Boyle, Archbishop of
Dublin.

My tale, gentle reader, is now well-nigh
finished, and the old castle also. =

It was the evening of Tuesday, Augnst 27th
1691. The English batteries, which all day long
had poured a raking fire into the old city by the
Shannon, were now silent.  Along under Cratloe
the watch-fires were already faintly twinkling in

the Irish horse camp. Wafted by the evening
breeze, a score of British ships were coming
slowly up on the broad tidal flood. The noble
pile of Carrig’s stern rock was still aflame with
the glow of the setting sun. Its embattled walls,
proudly towering to the sky, shone as molten
gold. Then suddenly, thro’ the stillness of that
autumn evening, there came a deafening roar.
The castle was shaken to its very base. A
thousand timbers were hurled high into the air.
The stout old walls lurched forward and heaved
and then collapsed in one mighty ruin.  Ginkle
had ordered it, for “to give the Irish their due,
they can defend stone walls very handsomely.”
J.
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“YouLL HEaAR From THAT Bovy YET"

BAsSED oN FacT.

By A Past MUNGRET STUDENT.

(L
EA% ND you did not know John Ryan?
— ““Well, no, sir, except as far asa little
&%  business '—— 2
‘Business! Why, that scarcely takes you
within the pocket of a man. But did you get
within his heart? Did you know him in his
home ? see him in the setting of his loved ones ?
I tell you, Mr. Arno, his very look would be

memory for you through lite. There was virtue

in the shake of his hand.

¢ ‘Indeed, Mr. Davis, I heard many people
talk about him.’

“ Now, Mr. Arno, you cannot paint for me a
man you did not know. I do not want dead
canvas. He must be living for me, breathing
for me, speaking to me. T'o do this you must
begin within—down in the soul. You cannot
do this—no man can do it, unless he knew him,
loved him. I knowit. I'm sick of things done
to dollar bills,

“‘But, sir, I may grow into that knowledge
under your instruction.’

“Do you think you will be able to feel the
heart throbbing in this little picture of him if I
tell you something of the story of his life ?

““Certainly, I do. Already you communicate
to me some of your own enthusiasm.’

“Take it then, and study it, and make it live,
even as I speak to you. I shall not dwell on his
strength of character, his full-hearted, prosper-
ous career, his many-sided benevolence. I shall
pick out one chapter of his life. Yes, one—to
me the loveliest and the dearest-—one chastened,
softened by the temper of sorrow, and showing
John Ryan in the sympathy and delicacy and
even noble weakness of his nature.

“¢1 shall be glad to hear it, sir.’

“When his brother died in the old land,
leaving two lovely chbildren, a boy, Willie, and a
girl, Maggie, doubly orphans, John Ryan’s heart
went out in pity. He crossed to Ireland, brought
them here, and made them the care and joy
and hope of his life. Everything was for them,
everything was centred in them.

‘“ After some years he thought of sending
Willie to college. Maggie was attending daily
the convent which was quite near their home
—and, indeed, all the sweet refining ways and
the graces of virtue so characteristic of the good
sisters seemed to flow from them to her, and
fit her as a garment. Mind well, everything I

say—you cannot know one in this group without
the others,

“The day came for Willie’s departure to St.
John’s. It was a sacrifice for all three. Mr.
Ryan actually lived in the light and presence of
‘those two children. Dear Maggie dreamed and
smiled, and loved on from one of Willie's letters
to another. Oh! she was a little angel! John
Ryan, as I told you, was a strong man—his
feelings were strong, his ideas and hopes were
strong, and he knew not what failure meant
Naturally he set the highest store by the virtue
of his own blood. Willie was to win honors in
college—in fact lead his classes—be to him his
pride and glory, and succeed to his name and
fortune,

“All this was a foregone conclusion. If he
himself had succeeded so well in business, why
not Willie at his books ? Years passed by how-
ever and no honors. The uncle bore up
patiently, but Maggie who was sensitive to his
every mood knew that it was a keen sting of
disappointment to him. How she prayed for
Willie’s success, and asked the good sisters to
make novenas.

¢ Mr. Davis, Willie must have been a dull boy.’

“Dull? not a brighter or better boy in a
generation. Have you ever been to college?
Do you not know that some boys, rarely do
justice to themselves in the class room. When
I was at college in Washington we had a young
Kerryman with us, the brainiest fellow in the
house, and he scarcely opened his mouth in the
class. But we, whenever we got an idea, used
to hit the professor in the eye with it. True,
they laughed at this boy once, and our people
are awfully sensitive, I suppose he thought his
Kerry brogue the greatest misfoitune in the
the world. How foolish we can be at times !

“Poor Willie was misunderstood. He was
misunderstood, and I bless God for it.

“ ¢« But how can you say this’—

“Youll learn—You'll learn—meantime be
patient

“ Graduation year came. Willie promised
that he would strive more than ever; and he
was always a faithful worker. There was no
doubt about his doing something that year.
Maggie was sure of it; good Father Tom, the
whole-souled friend of the family, had every
hope ; even Willie’s professor was somewhat
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mfident ; and of course Uncle John was satis-

v, or made himself satisfied for their sake
Maggic's wits were lovingly active in putting
wide sweet surprises for graduation day —several
costly souvenirs were in readiness.

“June 24th, the Commencement! It is
Jdready the 1gth, and yet no letter, What
wnixious suspense in that home ! It is the break-
fast hour—the servant enters with the mail.
I'heir eyes catch the handwriting of Willie. Tt
' breathless moment for love and interest
wich as theirs.  The uncle opens the letter in
luste and with manifest emotion. Maggie’s
cheeks are flushed, her lips are trembling be-
tween joy and pain.  Her eyes are set on her
uncle’s features —there she reads the whole
dory. A passing cloud- of passion, a stern
lance, a twitch of the brow, and all is told. In
+ burst of tears she instinctively seizes her uncle
Ly the arm and cries: ‘Oh! don’t, Uncle
John | for papa’s sake, don’t!’ and falls fainting
on the carpet. )

" ‘My God! Mr. Davis, what can have been in
that letter ?’

“You do not understand sir! Failure—
{silure worse than the ruin of all his business to
John Ryan. His heart-break is come. The
itle darling at his feet makes it doubly, trebly,
polgnant,  Despite his efforts at self-control she
roadd his heart. Poor hearts that cannot be

winlied with torturing themselves! He takes
her in his arms, and in a few moments she
pens her soft blue eyes on his, and the big salt
cars of the big strong man run down in streams
{ love to bless her.

" Maggie, Maggie, my dear child, what do
yon wish me to do for you?’

" Promise me, uncle John,” she whispered,
whibing, “to have no hard feeling for Willie.
Uromise me to love him as you love me, and to
oo with Father Tom and myself to Commence-
ment, and bring him the presents and make
Wim as happy as if he had won all the honors.’

" And the big strong man, despite his sense
# wounded pride, made answer—* certainly, my
child, T promise all—I promise all.’

“Very little breakfast was eaten that morning.
Maggie's love is not inactive. Why not tell
Pather Tom, she thought to herself—he will set
0 things right.  And a short note was soon on
i+ way to the good priest. A word was sufficient
Lo one from whom were kept no family secrets.
e responds promptly, and his hearty familiar—

toodl bless all here,” 1s soon heard in the dining
LR 1111

“Would that all visitors were as welcome !
Mapple watches her opportunity to withdraw,
o she wishes them to be alone.

“I'he moment she does so the pent up feeling

of John Ryan’s heart rises beyond his control.

¢ Father Tom, my heart is sad.’

“ ¢What is the matter, John?’ and he took
his big hand in his _

¢ ¢Years of hoping, years of proud expectation
and planning end in failure, disappointment,
shame. Tather Tom, my heart, my life was
wrapped up in that boy. Read this letter.

“ Father Tom was prepared—he felt it was
the time for the hot words of counsel.

« ¢\What,” said he with indignation, °¢this,
your failure! disappointment! shame! John
Ryan, you surprise me! You are not yourself.
You are unjust, cruel to your nephew, a dear,
good, noble boy, who would make any uncle’s
heart beat high with pride. Tailure, because he
does not win medals! Do you know what
you are saying? Is the winning of a medal
the all of education? Is it any part of true
education? Do you mean to tell me, John -
Ryan, that a medal is the measure of a boy’s
worth? Talse, false standard. Where are the
medal men who were in college with me? I
know not—who knows ?

«“¢Take my word for it, John Ryan, you’ll
hear from that boy yet. o

“ 1t was not easy to shake a rooted opinion
in such a man, but many other influences came
to the aid of argument, and the words of the
priest had their effect.

“ ¢ Father Tom, for God’s sake, enough!
enough! I am in the wrong—in the wrong.
Enough. I have promised all to Maggie. We
shall go to Commencement. We shall honor
dear Willie, medals or no medals.’

“ Commencement morning—a lovely, balmy
morning—shone brightly on the three travellers
as they walked briskly up the long and shaded
avenue to St. Jokn’s  They inquired for Willie
of the first boys whom they met before the Col-
lege, and were somewhat taken back by the
hesitation of the answers. The boys knew,
indeed, more than they had the heart to tell.
One of the seniors led them at once to the
Rector’s office.

«“ After the usual courtesies, the Rector, a
man of courtly bearing, as learned as he was
pious and amiable, made answer with much
pain and nervousness to their anxious inquiry.

“¢Mr. Ryan, I have a sad duty to perform
towards you this morning. Your Willie, a good
boy, an industrious boy, a boy of excellent

ise,’ e bright-
promise,—at these words Maggie’s face brig] t
ened up—*is no longer with us,’—-and Maggie’s
cheek turned pale as death. Uncle John stood
up from his chair. . o

« ¢« Mr. Ryan,’ the Rector continued, ¢ Willie
ran away this morning ; and what Is worse,
and to me inexplicable, his running away 1s
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connected with acts of violence and destruction
of house property. Isay ““connected,” for he was
seen by the watchman running down the avenue
about the hour when the damage was done.
Besides, they say he bore ill his failure in ex
amination.’

“By this time Maggie was as lifeless in the
arms of Father Tom, and poor Uncle John
stood there in that room the most mean
and miserable man in all America. Sure,
you know how Father Tom felt it. Mr. Arno,
I remember that morning with a vividness which
outstrips all description. I sec the whole thing
going on now before my eyes. How could
I forget it?

“Were you there on that day, Mr. Davis?’

“Why, I know the whole thing from a young
fellow popularly called Jack Trump, who was in
the college at the time. Jack was the great
friend of Willie. He took his part on many an
occasion, and when the lads would have made
him a victim of their tricks he was ever at hand
to interfere. Don’t forget Jack, he is a part of
the household.

““Is he, too, to be in the group ?’

“ Certainly.

“‘But, Mr. Davis, you gave me no picture of
him.

“You'll see the living picture—you’ll talk
with him and take him by the hand.

“Now, Willie was so troubled about his uncle’s
displeasure, that he begged him in that fateful
letter to answer and tell him whether he and
Maggie would not forgive his failure and come
to the Commencement. But no word came—
for, indeed, John Ryan did not finish the reading
of that letter. This decided Willie's mind—
which already was very unsettled because of a
secret resolution, which gave direction and
colouring to all his feelings and thought—you
will understand forthwith.  On that memorable
morning just while the mischief-makers were at
work in the class room, Willie stole to Jack’s
bed—

“*Jack, Jack, are you asleep ?’

““Why, Willle, what's the matter? What
are you doing at this hour ?’

“*Jack—I'm going away, good-bye ?’

“*What ! are you in your senses ?’

“f‘Hush—let me tell you—uncle has not
answered, he will not be here to-day—Maggie
will not be here—I am a thousand times an
orphan. TJack, you are my only friend.’

“He took both his hands —and could not
continue for his heart was breaking.

“*Willie, you are dreaming! Have sense!
Friends! if I had such an uncle—and oh ! such
a sister—and such a golden-hearted Father
Tom !’

“Poor Jack was a wild boy, but a genuine,
harmless boy, and the only child of a rather
worldly-minded father.

“*I'rue, true, Jack, but let me tell you another
secret—Jack, I have never hinted it to anyone,
not even to Maggie, 5

“*1 want to become a priest— God calls me—
I have prayed for years that God would open
the way. Jack, nothing else in this world wili
satisfy my heart.’

“Jack sat up in his bed and with great feeling
answered :—

““Willie, there was a time when I would
have said to this: “ You are a fool,” but T have
learnt better” Poor Jack was brought up a
Protestant.

“*But why not stay here and see your
friends ?’

“ ‘Impossible.  Don’t you see, my uncle is
very rich, T am his heir. ~ I hold his name and
his ambition.  He will never consent. O, no,
Jack. It is God’s will. Everything has led
to this. We must part. But there is one request
I have to make. You will hear from me con-
stantly. Tor God’s sake, keep my secrets, and
tell Maggie and uncle from time to time that I
am well, that I love them as fondly as ever, and
that they will hear from me yet. That’s all.
You were ever my best friend, Jack’—and he
tried to tear himself away.

“ “ Willie, you will ever remain so,” and they
embraced in tears.

“Poor Jack had not much heart to take his
degree that day. The rumors in the yard about
Willie’s running away, and the suspicion cast
upon his character, greatly aroused him. He
went before the Rector and Willie’s uncle, and
protested with all the vehemence of his nature
that Willie was innocent ; that he was incapable
of 2 mean or bad act; that he was the best hoy
in the College ; the brightest and most studious
boy in his class. Willie got no medals, but he
deserved them much more than Jack himself.
They would yet hear from Willie Ryan.

“ Despite his great affliction, John Ryan was
pleased, and shook the hand of Jack. And
sure, dear Maggie—oh, Mr. Arno, you will some
day look upon her, I promise you that—dear
Maggie, T say, went out with her whole heart to
him. She had never heard such beautiful words
in her life.

“ But Jack was not satisfied with this. He
rushed to the yard and into the crowd that was

discussing the strange events of the morning.
‘So here you are’ he said in passionate tones,
‘shielding the cowards and blackening the name
of an innocent boy. Shame on you! The very
fellows who sneaked around this morning, who
came out of their holes like a rat in the night to
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do mischief, are bere acting the heroic among
you. Iknow them. They are here. They are
loudest among you—black-livered cowards, to
see a dear sister and uncle broken-hearted in
the Rector’s office.  If they had one spark of
manliness, they would confess their guilt. Boys,
drive them from you. )

“ Jack’s carnestness and eloquence were resist-
loss,  His words overpowered them. Each one
looked at his neighbour and did not know what
to think or say. A few minutes later the three
culprits stalked into the office.  They confessed
all. Willie’s name was emphasized once more as
the most honorable name in the college roll. This
was another full breath for sore-afflicted hearts.
Surcly, Willie had, after all, borne off many
honors on that day. The truest and highest
honors—medals that never rust and never lose
their gold.

“The Rev. Rector was generous to the occa-
on,

“‘Boys, you have done a dastardly deed. Tt
merits expulsion.  Your coming here and con-
lewsing it is a worthy deed and merits approba-
tion.  But the consequent 'pleasure it gives me
and the loving friends of that sweet boy, Willie
Ityin, moves me not only to pardon you, but
o reward you.’

“Jack, surely, was rewarded ; and oh! the
roward, you will soon find out. )

“Years passed by—in longing, and hoping,
i searching—and Willie was not hgzml fm_m,

oxcept through the fond words of Jack’s promise.
Willie is well, and loves you as fondly as ever.
You will hear from him yet.” [t made Jack ery

wch time he had to send the message, simply
hecanse he could not say more. Oh! how he
wontld give the world to visit New York ?  They
mvited him over and over again. He felt he
could not keep the secret if he accepted ; his
hoeart was there, yes, and his—well, yo’ll know
lnter,

“John Ryan was ageing fast ; and Maggie’s

vos were full of dreamful longing, ever watch-
iy for the return of her loved one.

“But he was near the altar, and they were
ver present to his thoughts.  His lifted hands
| prayer would draw down Dblessings on all,
i, oh, for the conversion of his dear Jack.

*“ Lead, kindly light, lead thou him on,”

o would often repeat. .
“Do you know, Mr. Arno, Willic’s prayer
can heard 7 The kindly light did lead him on.

Willie stood by him at the baptismal font; and
hough he was thercby disinherited by his
{ather, ostracised by his people, there was not,

il there is not, a happler man in all America
tun Jack Tromp.

“Five years more! TFive years filled out
with the bitter-sweet of—¢Willie is well—he
loves vou as fondly as ever.  You will hear from
him yet’ Oh, when will that yef be changed
into “to day, ‘to-morrow,” even ‘in a .year,’_—
anything but the indefinite and torturing yet !

“TFive years more, and Mr. Ryan, Maggie, and
Father Tom are on their way to the South.
They were wont to take a long trip every sum-
mer, for the sake of some distructlﬂon as well as
with a hope of, even by blessed accident, meeting
Willie. This year everything was planned be-
forehand by Father Tom. He was let into the
secret of secrets in due time. It is ordination
day at St. Mary’s,and the little party are in town.
Father Tom snggests a visit to the seminary—
he knows some one there, of course he does.
The three are soon within the parlor of the
seminary, and lo! o ? )

« My God, John Davis, is this you ? exclaimed
Mr. Ryan. R

“‘Oh, John, John, where is W}lhe—whcre
is Willie 2’ cried Maggie, both pressing tenderly
his hands and breathless for an answer. ,

“‘Now I see, and so you are Jack Trump *

“Be patient, man, and hear me to the end.
Jack speaks not a word —he cannot—but his
eyes speak—his whole being speaks—and turn-
ing to the mantle-picce, he fixes their attention
on a beantifully-franmed and illuminated parch-
ment—all Jack’s doing.

“Tt reads, in large letters of gold and green—

¢ YOU'LL HEAR FROM THAT BOY YET.

“Then follows the honor roll of Willie Ryan
for five years of seminary life.  And what an
honor roll it is!  Oh, Mr. Arno, we must leave
that parlor—the thoughv of that morning 1s
burning my brain.  Who can look upon those
faces melting in love and gratitude, and not
melt himself. Lot us enter the chapel. r}_’es,
with John Ryan, and Maggie, and Father Tom.
Dear Father Tom you have a heroic part to
play this day ! o

“One of the attendant clergymen is just
binding with a linen cloth the ancinted hands
of one of the candidates. His full side face can
be seen by all in the chapel. .

“One f'j:linting scream,— Willie, Willie !’

“One strong outburst of tears from the strong
heart. .

“A strange shudder in all present, and Willie
Ryan returns pale and trembling to his place.

¢ Blessed reunion ! blessed ordination morn-
ing! If sorrow had no other purpose but to
sweeten our joy, as the joy of this morning,
then blessed be sorrow !

“Need I say more about John Ryan? Do you
not now know him and love him ; and Maggie,
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and Willie, and Father Tom, and even poor
Jack ?

““Mr. Davis, I am bewildered ; are you Jack
Trump ?’

“I am Jack Trump, and the angel of my
home, the joy of my life is Maggie.’

“¢ And Father Willie—where is he ?

“Willie is President of St. John’s, and it will
not be Father Ryan’s fault if any boy is again
misunderstood within its walls.

“<Nr. Davis, all this is a revelation to me.
You have taken me into a new world—an un-
known world of beauty, and love, and goodness
in the heart of our city ! DBut where am T to
begin or end in such a field of inspiration ?’

‘“ Paint, sir, the grateful poorin prayer beside
the tomb of John Ryan.

“ Paint the procession of veiled charities going
with joyful step from his door.

“ Paint him in the setting of his dear ones—-
with Maggie, and Willie, and Father Tom and
Jack.

“Yes, paint him in that happy morning when
he read in letters of gold and green—

“You'LL HEAr From Tuat Boy Yer.””
T. J.S.
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"0 GRAVE, WHERE Is THy VICTORY.”

By a Pasr MuxNGrRET STUDENT,

(Translated from the German of Karl Landsteiner.)

The sinking sunbeams dart the word,

The fading flowers each year record,
Thou must die !

The graves do voice it loud and clear,
Thou must die !

The Future's false, wherein thy trust,
For surely tells thy too frail dust,
Thou must die !
And tho’ thou know'st nor day nor year,
Thou must die!

But hark | one voice o'erwhelms them all,

That from the Cross in grace doth call,
Thou shalt live |

Nor tomb nor death shall teach thee fear
Thou shalt live !

]

WILHELM VON DER BREITWEIDE.

OOSTAKER—THE LOURDES OF FLANDERS,

By A Past MUNGRET STUDENT.

SEARSS

N\ NE beautiful morning in August I found
: myself in Ghent,—city picturesque and
7

quaint—with its canals spanned by a
hundred bridges. The Flemish women, dressed
in bright colours, were hurrying to the market
with the produce of the week, and chattering
away in a solemn-syllabled language. The noise
of many barrows, faithful companions of every
farmer, was broken ever and anon by the click-
clack of the sabots. The children screamed and
played about the baskets filled with cheese.
Every face was plump and bright—no line told
of care or misery. If I had come earlier I
should have seen the church filled with those
pious people, asking a blessing on their day’s
work.

The streets of the town are badly paved.
The country roads are full of ruts, foul with
mud in winter and thick with dust in summer.

But the Fleming’s house is a gem, bright and
glittering under every facet. A loamy soil and
assiduous labour have clothed his lands with a
varied and luxuriant vegetation. On every side
waves the golden corn, glancing and sparkling
beneath the risen sun. The women, simply
dressed, on the head no coiffure and on the feet
the wooden sabot, are as numerous and as
diligent in the fields as the men, For miles the
view extends without a wall or hedge to arrest
it. Verily, they are an industrious people, whom
God is blessing a hundred-fold in this life.
Quite charmed with this simple scenery of well-
tilled fields, I soon reached Qostaker, a small
village, where I found I had gone too far. I
had to retrace my footsteps, till lo! a vision
arose from,out of the ground—a vision in this
country of plain manor-houses—a pretty chiteau
with a still prettier history,

00STAKER—THE CHURCIT.

About 1772, Francois, Baron of Pletho,
despised riches and honours to bury himself in
the solitudes of a Trappist Mon-

|

in another land. However, to give employment
to the workmen, whom he saw reduced to
poverty by the revolution, he had the aforesaid
chiteau built, In the background stretched a
park, robed in varied beauty, showing here in
the tender form of flowers, anfi there In tbe
majesty of beech trees. Irangois chose a quiet
spot, where he passed the rest of his days in
solitude, penance, and prayer. He died in 1811,
considered as a saint by his family and held in
reneration by all. .

‘el}jlis sistery married Amedée, Comter dp Cal-
onne, Marquis de Courtebourne, and Knight of
the Order of St. Louis. Their son Alphonse,
Marquis de Courtebourne, 113amed Marie
Thirese Thicle de Nedondee. The Marquise
de Courtbourne determined to follow the fash-
ions of the time by the construction of an
aquarium in her park. By a happy con]unct}on
of circumstances the aquarium was erected-on
the site of the hermitage of her uncle, J%‘aron of
Plotho, and over it was built a grotto. "T'o unite
piety and pleasure the Marquise resoived' to
place a statue of Our Lady in the grotto. The
Curé highly approved of the project, suggesting
Our Lady of Lourdes. The aquarium was
finished in 1871, and up to 1873 had nothing
miraculous or remarkable cor'mecléed with it
‘The members of the family visited it frequently
to see the gold-fish gambol in the clear waters,
and the sticklebacks sweep round in pursuit or
ﬂlg(?;:l- June 29, 1873, Feast of SS. Peter and

astery. But his health was unable
to bear the austerities of the cloister,
and compelled him to abandon the
monastic life. He returned to his
family, and was scon after ordained
priest.  An enthusmstlg lover of the
hidden life, he determined to trans-
form his chiteau into a monastery,
when suddenly Europe was shaken
to its foundations by the I'rench
Revolution, that, in the sacred name
of liberty, dethroned kings, over-
threw altars, and exiled priests.
Some Trappists came to Oostaker
and asked the hospitality of Frangols,
Baron of Plotho, who received them
most cordially. But the chaotic
anarchy of France passed over the
Belgian frontier, before it the sun-
shiny places of opulence and peace,
behind it the smoke of desolation.
T'he Baron of Plotho was forced to

renounce his projects, and the
‘I'rappists had to seek another home

OOSTAKER—TIIE GROTTO.




28

THE MUNGRET ANNUAL

Paul, thf: statue was to be solem
the Curé of Qostaker.
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Sunday after Sunday thousands flocked to the
grotto, moved by some mysterious power or
heavenly attraction, till what was erected for
pleasure and ornamentation became a place

This little Lourdes of
numerous

of public pilgrimage.
Flanders has bee%l

blessed with

v .is more
e Flemish mind,

miracles, which atheistic scientists have tried
to explain away. But their subtle fluids and

complexus of nervous fibre,
vanic stimulus, h
that sciolism and
in others.

$en from the different provinces of Belgium
ere scen in prayer before the statue. The

mtt'arlor of the grotto was tapestried with ex-
votos and begrimed with the smoke of candles

impelled by a gal-
ave only proved them dupes of
hallucination which they found

The 17th May, 1875, about 25,000

nly blessed by

The pious inhabit
O . ants
asked permission to assist at the ceremony

persons followed their pastor to
of the most famed pilgrimages of

It was here, in a place that
: jestic beauty
ating fields, its valleys,

S s ters, that the Blessed
Virgin chose to manifest hers’;elf, not indeed in

?Od."y form, but by the testimony of miracles.
t Is a scene, like many others in Belgium
suited to the simple religious tastes of the

If it has not vistas of pine and

offered by the pilgrims.

the grotto.

ful Gothic church, the munificen
Marquise.

pilgrimage and church. The
the Marquise most

of the College of Tournai
same holy man.

Europe;. Not alone is it foremos
and faith, but also in the throbb
modern civilization.

Its arteries of railways, channels for a thousand
pulses of life, and ‘its towns are number‘le

factories, showing that religion does not trammii
human progress or seek to arrest the onward
march of science. p.C (’9;)

THE GHOST OF His GRANDFATHER,

A REMINISCENCE OF MUNGRET.

By a Past MunGrET STUDRNT.

) 3

AW (e I-lI.E'l HER a respectable, well-estab-
ished college ghost has found a place

o among the many recent improvements
ungret, 1s a point concerning which I

am, untortunately, ignorant. But I know that
some eight or ten years ago, the want of some
such shadowy appurtenance to the establishment
was distinctly felt by many among the younger
members of the community. Of course F::ve
were not altogether destitute in that line ,]ack
]1<)1110n, who was then (and is still, for z;lught I
now) a sort of carpenter and general factotum

round the house, used to speak in solem

whispers of a ghost in the farmyard, and 5
Jack lived somewhere near the old ChL,ITCh '1:;3
he was regfnrded as an authority on such yr;rlatj
ters. Jack’s ghost was a defunct blacksmith

who used to come from the churchyard ’
particularly stormy nights, and hammer a‘wa grr;
an old anvil in the farmygrd for hours toget{; r

Questions as to how and why and other -Iitfl.
minuti were treated by Jack with -contem i
He didn’t know anything about “Tayology,” lt)]t-
said, and if we wanted any more informagg’n w:

| Year after year in-
creased its fame and brought such nun‘):bers to

pray before the shrine that the Marqui
a u
Courtebourne proposed to build a chu?cl’isieii

The 1r1th September, 18 i

) er, 77, Monsei
Vannutelli, Papal Nuncio, consecrated a bizsltlif
: t gift of the
1 April 8th, 1878, the Jesuit Fathers
settled at the residence to take charge of the
" y were chosen by

probably in memory of h

solrll, who entered ,the Society of Jesus gs coufll:
selled by the Curé d’Ars, and who died Rector

, as prophesied by the

| [hus did Mary manifest herself to a pious and
rard-working people, to solace them in their
labours and cheer them in their troubles. Look
mnto those big, bright faces, radiant with the
light of faith and love—a people characterised
by their generosity in spiritual things as they are
open-handed in their dealings with men—God
is blessing with increase and progress a little
nation unheeded in the diplomatic battles of

t for its piety

i ing energy of
From great centres ramify
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could go and get it from the blacksmith himselt
the next night he came; but he advised us to
say good-bye to our friends first. After that
there was no more questioning. I remember
wondering why the deceased tradesman did not
come on fine nights, and so escape a wetting,
and also where he got the hammer, but I kept
such enquiries to myself ; it was just possible
that they might somehow or other reach the ears
of the ghost, and that he might come to answer
them in propria persona some night, and I was
not at all anxious to receive a nocturnal visit
from a blacksmith who had been goodness
knows how many years dead.

At last a few of those inquisitive spirits who
spoil so many ghost stories and other such
matters by their over deep investigations, hid
that old anvil in the coal shed and waited for
developments. That spoiled everything. After
the next stormy night Jack declared as usual
that the blacksmith had been “kicking up terrible
ructions entirely last night.” The radicals went
to the coal house and found that the anvil had
not been disturbed, and the blacksmith-—and
Jack—were voted a fraud. After that there
were several other candidates for the position of
family ghost, but, like Paul Dombey’s nurse
they were all only temporaries, and during my
time at least the permanent stage was never
reached.

But all this is a digression, and has nothing to
do with my story, which by your leave [ will
now begin in proper orthodox fashion.

On a wild night in December, a good many
years ago, a little circle of six or seven, mostly
members of the grammar classes, sat round the
fire in a room which in those days did duty for
the infirmary. Who they were does not matter
now: one of them has since gone to another
world, and the rest are fairly scattered over this.
Still, as two of them play more or less important
parts in this narrative, they must be accommo-
dated with some sort of names, so we must call
them the Storyteller and X. You must not be
surprised that I have given the Storyteller a big
S, for if ever storyteller deserved a big S, he did.
The way he told stories, and especially ghost
stories, was simply perfect. There were no
weird descriptions, no long-winded attempts to
work upon the imagination of his listeners,-—no,

everything was plain and simple as Truth itself. -

The Storyteller would sit quietly before the fire,
gazing straight into the coals, as if he saw the
whole thing going on there, and, in a plain,
matter-of-fact fashion, spin yarns of the living
and the dead that would put Baron Munchausen
to the blush. His stories were none of the
once-upon a-time class ; his characters had in-
variably a local habitation and a name. They

I

were generally relatives of his own too, a few
generations or so back, probably to put them
beyond the reach of modern scepticism, and
were always remarkable for their piety and
veracity. When he had finished his story the
Storyteller would stand up, and, putting his back
to the fire, wind up with the emphatic declara-
tion, “and that’s as true as I'm sitfing here.”
Whether this last assertion was merely the un-
conscious effect of habit or a sort of saving
clause dictated by the tender conscience of the
Storyteller is a point on which I have never been
able to make up my mind.

Well, on this particular December night the
Storyteller sat as usual in the centre of the semi-
circle, and by the flickering firelight (for he
always put out the lamp on such occasions),
told a story of the ghost of his great grandfather.
He had not gone far when he was interrupted by
X. He had been telling how his respected
ancestor had a favourite chair which in his old
age he used to drag around the house in
peculiar little jerks, and X. remarked that Az
grandfather who had lately died had exactly
the same habit. This remark was received by
the Storyteller with frigid silence, he looked
upon it as an attempt to raise X’s grandfather
to the level of his own favoured ancestors and
treated it with the contempt it deserved—he
remained silent for a few moments and then
continued his story as if nothing had happened.
He told how his great grandfather having been
gathered to his fathers at the age of four score
and ten and some months (the Storyteller loved
to be accurate), returned in ghostly guise to
console his sorrowing relatives, and advertised
his presence by dragging around his own
peculiar chair in his own peculiar fashion.
Having developed his narrative in his usual
masterly style, and having stood up to make
the customary declaration as to its veracity, the
Storyteller remained for some minutes standing
with his back to the fire to answer any questions
that might be asked. Generally these questions
were eager and serious enough, and showed the
interest with which the Storyteller’s narratives
were listened to, but tonight the spirit of
unbelief seemed to have taken possession of
the company. They were far too cheerful to be
serious, for the Xmas holidays would begin in a
few days and they could not think of anything
else. One of them asked in a tone that was
decidedly sceptical, what reason the Storyteller’s
great grandfather could have for coming back
from the other world, and what possible pleasure
he could find in dragging round that old chair.
The Storyteller had but one answer to all such
questions, and it was generally sufficient to
silence, if not to convince, his interrogators,—
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shrugging his shoulders and casting a pitying
half contemptuous glance on the inquisitive
individual, he would say in a solemn monotone :

““ There are more things in heaven and earth Ioratio

Than are dreamt of in your philosophy.”

But to-night even this time-honoured quotation
had no effect on the group. One suggested that
the old gentleman had come back to frighten
his sorrowing relatives out of their grief ; another
that he had an unghostly hankering after “his
ane fireside ” ; a third said that he had returned
simply and solely to add another true story to
his great-grandson’s reperioire,; and a fourth put
the climax on the Storyteller's wrath by irrever-
ently suggesting that his departed ancestor
had come back because he had not found his
quarters comfortable in the other world. This
was more than flesh and blood could stand, and
with a few gentle remarks about donkeys the
Storyteller strode out of the room, and the door
closed behind him with an indignant bang. A
few minutes afterwards the others also took their
leave, just as the bell was ringing for the end of
recreation (for it was a free evening). X alone
was left. He was the only legitimate occupant
of the sick-room, the others being merely visitors
who had come to pass the after-supper recreation
with him.

Left to himself, X’s first care was to lock the
door. He had as much faith in human nature
as most people, but he thought it just possible
that his friends who had left might endeavour to
get up a ghost for his amusement, and it was
best to keep all temptation away from them—so
he locked the door. Somechow or other, when
he found himself alone in the darkened room, X
could not help thinking of the story he had just
heard. Try as he would, he could not get the
thing out of his head, and he began to wish the
Storyteller had not been quite so graphic in
the telling of it. Then he thought of his own
grandfather, and wondered how he should feel if
he were to pay him a visit, chair and all, during
the night. "The thought was not a pleasant one,
and X shuddered as it occurred to him, and
added a special 4ze Maria to his night prayers
to be preserved from all such visitations. Having
finished his prayers, he slacked down the fire,
and in a short time was sleeping the sleep of the
Just

He had been asleep for some time, he had
no idea how long, when something awoke him ;
what it was he did not know exactly, but he had
a sleepy recollection of having  heard some
noise in the room. He rubbed his eyes and
looked around, but he put so much slack on his
fire that it gave no light, and the room was in
total darkness, While he was still wondering
whether he had really heard a noise or whether

he had been dreaming, something stirred in the
room. This time there could be no doubt
about it, and X’s hair stood on end as he
distinctly heard a chair down near the door
coming in short irregular jerks towards his bed.
Now, it is all very well to laugh at ghosts and
ghost stories in the daylight, or when there is
plenty of company, but it is quite another
matter when you are sleeping alone in a great
big room, and when someone like the Storyteller
has been making your flesh creep with tales of
the other world before going to bed. Add to
this the fact that a few weeks in the infirmary
does not leave ones nerves in the best possible
condition and you will be able to form some,
idea of what X's feelings were, as that dreadful
chair came slowly towards his bed. Big drops
of cold sweat rolled down his face as he lay
huddled up under the bedclothes. The beatings
of his heart became so loud and oppressive that
he could scarce breathe, and it seemed to him
as if some heavy weight was lying on his chest,
but he dared not move a muscle to relieve
himself. For some moments he lay there in
silent agony, and then a bright thought like a
light from heaven broke upon his mind. He
had often heard the Storyteller say that a ghost
questioned in the name of God must answer,
and he determined to speak, anything was
better than the torture of lying there motionless,
Slowly and fearfully he removed the bedclothes
from his face and tried to pronounce the words
of the interrogation, but terror had parched his
throat and mouth, and no words would come.
He tried again and again, and at last found his
voice, but it sounded so strange and far away
that X stopped terrified after the first word.
Again he tried, and this time trembling with
excitement and expectation, he succeeded in
saying: “In the name of God, who are you?”
The only answer was a long, moaning jerk from
the chair, and X fell back half unconscious on
his bed.

For some minutes there was silence, and as
he gradually recovered from the shock X began
to think for the first time since the arrival of
the ghost. The only ghost with a chair, he
reasoned, who could have any interest in visiting
him was his grandfather. Now, his grandfather
had been a respectable, God-fearing man, and
no respectable ghost could leave that solemn
abjuration unanswered. There must be some-
thing wrong, that was clear. Perhaps it was no
ghost at all. The very doubt gave X courage ;
In a moment he had jumped out of bed, rushed
to the table where the matches were, and lit the
lamp.

Outside the door, with their handkerchiefs in
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their mouths to keep them from laughirg, stood
three of X’s late companions. They held a cord
in their hands which they had tied to a chair
and passed round the leg of X’s bed before they
left the room that night. Every now and then
they gave a pull, and appeared tol be enjoying
themselves immensely. But, alas! how fleeting
are the pleasures of the world. Suddenly the
door opened, and a figure in shirt and trouse\:rs
began belabouring them with a heavy crutch.
The tables were turned. Next day X had
three companions in the infirmary; they were
stif and sore, and were being treated for
“ rheumatism.” B
And now some practical critic may accuse me
of drawing on my imagination, and may ask me
how I can remember little detalls so dns‘tmctl’y
after so many years, and how I can describe X's
feelings so accurately. W e}l, I suppose I must
“make a clean breast of it,” to save L}le Anr}ual
from a charge of fiction. Even the “practical
critic” will be satisfied that I have reason to
know and to remember that December night
when I tell him that T am X.

|

A LoTos EATER.

Hot sun-floods burnishing the river flood—
The lordly lapse of Shanno, seaward swinging
Thro’ rich flat meadows with scythe-music

ringing '

And fringi?lg wealth of rush, where white-crowned

i i lden-hearted stud
And bloom of lily golden-hearte
The cool, gree?l—_shafted aisles,-—there the
close-clinging . . ’
Reeds stayed my boat, and with the ripple’s
singing ) .
The peace of Summer passed into my blood.
Afar, the measured stroke of oars; I rch
How fared the barge from Astolat ; mine eyes,
Dim with sweet sadness, watched the dragon-
flics ' -
Shuttles ,of green and azure winged with light,
That wove the warp of sunbeam overhead ;
And poet’s fancies lived awhile in sight!
J. Kearing, £.J

THE WAR AND THE WEST.

By A Past MUNGRET STUDENT,

SEARD

RGTOT that we have any particular reason
J \ for believing that  The War and the
‘ \i East,” though not so alliterative n
sound, would not be an equally good h{,'adllllg
as far as matter of fact is concerned, but that
our citizenship being of the West, an.(} 0;1[‘
dwelling place upon its prairies, we (105131]1 8 ?1
speak of what we have actually seen anc ‘hear
and in other ways perceived by our own
sersonal observation.

: L.—\t the beginning of this year of grace, 1_89«"15.
there were two main ideas agitating the minds
of those who have more care for the weal or
woe of mankind in general than for that par-
ticular section of the great human family comci
mitted by Providence to their charge, an

furnishing food for conversation to the leisure

hours of those who give due attention to tl—l(:ll:
own affairs,and these were the recent (llét"f)\ er_é
of gold in the Klondike region of Alaska an

the forthcoming Trans-Mississippi Exposition
in Omaha. From these two sources the news-
papers drew inspiration for announcements in

their largest type, for their leading art:clles,
and for sensational paragraphs of more or1 -
—generally less—reliable information. Tlnf,ble
two things formed the protoplasm from w hich
were evolved the most modern jokes a;}d p‘unts..
They gave names to the latest 111\'@11101115, o
the latest built houses, to the newest S(ile?]L:i,
of money-making, of phlianthropy,b_\\e‘tla:.s
almost said, of religion, for the ubiquitou :
Salvation Army mixesin a most ludicr 011;; :1'111;-
highly irreverent manner what is Oldrl:z\llil( 2 G
red with what is new and profane. e WL]
had not been pumped dry by any means, Sm
the memory of 1898 seemed to be debun}gl to
float down to posterity on the stream of on-
dike and Trans-Mississippi associations. Lo
But suddenly there gushed forth another
source of newspaper and popular infatuation.
First came the DeLome incident, which n}ost;_
people regarded as nothing L?l.lt a gﬁcu’?d
journalistic sensationalism, till it was fo OI\}LS
very soon by the explosion of tl}e o
S. % Maine,”” in Havana harbour, an =
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subsequent war with Spain, of which the whole
world has been an interested spectator. Since
then we have been called upon at every street
corner, and in every advertisement to “ Re-
member the Maine,” and to aid our memory
have been freated toasecond and rhythmic line
ending in “Spain,” to rhyme with * Maine.”
Our domestic pets have been named after the
military and naval heroes of the war, so that we
have Dewey cats and Dewey dogs, and even
Dewey diminutive specimens of humanity,
ushered into being in this momentous year of
battleships and great guns; while Sampson,
Hotson, Schley, and others, who have cut
some figure in the war by virtue of rank or
favourable opportunity are not less frequently
recorded by something animate or inanimate,
which is “named for" them, as the American
phrase has it. These names have been used
to consecrate, as it were, all things from the
humble five-cent cigar to the newest design
in meerschaum pipes, [rom the “harmless and
necessary” jack-knife to the noblest imple-
ments of agriculture, from the lowliest log-
cabin to the lordly manor of the nouwean riche;
in fine, the very patriotism has been impugned
of those who might refuse to patronize a show,
to purchase some article of merchandise, or
to subscribe for some publication which had
covered its nakedness with the sacred mantle
of one of these names,

Indeed, the outburst of unmistakable
patriotism, however questionable at times in
its expression, and mixed up as it undoubtedly
has been among many other motives of action,
is a source of legitimate pride and gratification
to every citizen, whether by birth or adoption,
who believes in the future of the country, and
who looks for its conservative progress.” The
ruler of no other great nation in the world
could have called together at such short notice
the large number of volunteers for military
service which President McKinley assembled
under the Stars and Stripes by a single pro-
clamation. No other great ruler would have
even attempted to do it. If a continental
monarch needs soldiers, it is by conscription
and military coercion, and not by invitation
that he must obtain them, and even the Queen
of England would receive but a languid res-
ponse to a call for zoo,ooo volunteer soldiers
for a foreign war. There the gun and the
bayonet are forced into unwilling hands
though for the service of the country, here
thousands rush forward to grasp them at the
first call, so that many had even to be turned
away. And the Volunteers were not, by any
means, all of the idle and thriftless classes—
the “loafers,” as is so much the case in the

British army. They came from all classes of
society, from all ranks in the community.
There was, of course, a fair sprinkling of
“corner boys” from the cities, but besides
these, and in greater numbers, there were
farm-hands, sons of independent farmers, shop
assistants (“store-hands’’ they would be called
in American phraseology), clerks, university
and college students, practising lawyers,
doctors, and cven clergymen.  The regiments
were in a very short time filled to their
allotted complement, and hundreds had to be
refused. The authorities were thus enabled
to be very choice in their selection of men,
and accepted only the best material ; and if
the enthusiasm was great, and the spirit of
sacrifice for the good of country remarkable
among those who actually donned the trap-
pings of war, no less pronounced was the
display of patriotism among those who
remained non-combatants. The recruits were
gathered into camps, first of all in the little
towns of each district, and were gradually
massed in the populous cities of each staté,
and wherever the soldiers were congregated
they were the lions of the day, and the citizens
of all classes vied with one another in min-
istering to their comforts and in doing them
honour, When the regiments were ordered
to the Phillipites or to Cuba, their progress
towards the different points of embarkation
was a triumphal march.

I have remarlked that this display of patriot-
ism was “mixed with many other motives of
action.” This was made apparent as soon as
the volunteer army was formed, in the scramble
for office which immediately began among
those who had the least “ political pull,” and
who had, therefore, the ghost of a chance of
success. Unfortunately, these were not always
the ones best qualified by character or training
for the various positions to be filled, nor were
they even thase whose social grade (for social
grades there are, even in America) or whose
wealth might seem a ground for preferment ;
for the word “ politics,” with all its derivatives,
which in Europe are highly respectable and
respected, in America mean little more than
the intrigues and wire-pulling of the brazen
and unscrupulous.  An office, whether in civil
life, in the army or the navy, is often regarded
not for the honour which it brings, not as a
sign of the esteem and confidence of one’s
fellow-citizens, but for the salary attached to
it, and the emoluments—greater or less ac-
cording to the degree of honesty of its holder
—that it implies.

Another motive which, no doubt, mainly
influenced many a young native of thesc vast
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and monotonous prairies was the desire to see
the world. This was especially the case with
those who came from the country districts,
and, though it is a fact much to be deplored,
it is not surprizing that it should be so ; for a
life more devoid of interest and variety than
that of a farmer on the prairie cannot very
well be imagined. Food for the body he has
in abundance, and money also, if he is only
sober and industrious, but food for the soul,
recreation of body or mind, beauty and diver-
sity of scenery—of these he knows little or
nothing. And to one who has enjoyed the
fuller life of European conditions, especially
at first, life on the prairies is dreary in the
extreme. But the priest, at least, besides the
consciousness of his divine mission has also
the human consolation of watching the effect
of his efforts to raise and te amplify this life
of routine and servile labour—a consolation

all-absorbing, and we had almost said, all-satis-
fying. But on these things we cannot now
dilate ; at some future time we may find
leisure to go more into detail, for we should
dearly love to sce many labourers‘iu the Far.
Western “vineyard of the Lord” recruited
from among the sons of our own Alma Maier,
whose earliest traditions of high-souled self-
sacrifice and noble ambition we feel confident
they have preserved and will carry forth with

them into the outer world.

And s0, as it is nearly midnight, and slumber
cometh on apace, we lay down our _]ZldEC}( pen,
though we might yet have said much of T'he
War and the West,” and with a hearty greet-
ing to the second number of ‘' The Mungret
Annual” and the best auguries for its long
and prosperous life, we make our bow and
retire into our original obscurity of private
life and the singular pronoun.

Crcr, BROADMEAD.

A GLIMPSE OF THE GREAT MATCH.

- AR

Early in February we received the tidings that
a great International contest was Lo take place
at Limerick. The prospect of an extra free day
put us in high glee. A football match, and above
all an International one, has ever arcused our
sympathy. A peculiar interest attached to the
present one.  Never before h_ad an International
Match been played in Limerick. )

No wonder then that we were all excitement.
In every nook and corner of the old halls we
clustered in ardent groups, and speculation was
rife on the coming contest. We well knew that
we had to deal with no mean adversaries. A
dozen fields had shown us what Wales could do.
We felt, too, that Erin’s champions had not all
been well chosen.  Party spirit, we heard it whis-
pered, had prevailed over merit, and certain it
was that some of the very best of the Irish team
were not to appear.

The rgth of March came round. - A he;],vy
and dull morning, preceded by a wet evening,
presaged a bad day, and a thick scud seemed a
harbinger of rain.  Before ten, however, the sun
burst forth in all its splendour, and dissipated
the gathering clouds.

A hundred and thirty strong we were on the

Stand some two hours before the appointed time.

We were not alone ; some of the Fathers accom-
panied us, and one could easily see that none

took a greater interest in the match than they.
A special Stand had been reserved for us. From
our elevated position we surveyed the field,
covered with its assembled thousands. Every
spot of Ireland, from the turgid Foyle to the
silvery Lee, had sent its contingent.  Many too
had flocked thither from England, Scotland
and Wales, and as the contest proceeded,
their cries of joy or encouragement resounded
over the field as the tide of victory rolled to
and fro.

Along the side of the arena sat a hundred busy
knights of the pen, attended by scores of breath-
less messengers. The Grand Stand was crowded,
and the grounds below still more so.  The walls
were black with people, and the adjacent trees
teemed with the gamins of the streets. Every
stage and occupation of life were here rep-
resented. Gray-haired men and romping chil-
dren mingled with the sterner type of middle
life. The hardy son of toil and the sleek pro-
fessional man were alike to be seen.  Aunt Sally
sold her apples; stewards and photographers
hurried to and fro. The policeman stalked up
and down, or chased the small boys that clam-
bered over the walls. .

The whole scene was one not easily to be
forgotten, The gay equipages, the dense crowd,
the bustle, the excitement, the brilliancy of the
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display, were all calculated to impress it upon
our memory.

Intense enthusiasm everywhere prevailed.
The Welsh were the first to appear on the scene.
They received the hearty applause that a gen-
erous race will ever bestow on an honourable
foe.  And here we may remark on the generosity
and good taste shown by the people of Limerick
during the whole of that eventful day. The
always gave skill and daring, even in the opposite

before the sun went down they proved themselves
the best that were ever called on to wear the red
cap for their country.

A deafening shout now told us that our own
were at hand. Never did victor of famed
Olympia receive a more hearty ovation than the
one that now greeted the champions of Ireiand.
Ten thousand voices united in ringing cheers to
honour her chosen combatants.

The Trish seemed of darker hue than their

e R ——

WALES 2. IRELAND—-AN ANXIOWS MOMENT.

party, its meed of applause. And so now, amid
loud cheers and waving of hats, the Welsh-
champions came into view.

Lagerly did we scan their faces, and anxiously
we estimated their strength. A galaxy of sturdy
men they seemed, men likely to possess thews
and sinews of iron, The hall-mark of vigour was
stamped upon their frames. But though for the
most part brawny miners, the sequel showed that
they were experts in the science of the oval; and

antagonists. We gazed upon them with admira-
tion and pride. Our hopes ran high, for surely
their spiritand dash would more than offset their
marked inferiority in build. On they came, their
green, white and gold blending together in apter
harmony than the red and black of their
opponents. ‘
Here came in sight the well-knit frame of
Louis Magee; and soon a bond of union seemed
established between us. The enthusiasm of the
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Jesuit boys evinced their sympathy for the old
athlete of Clongowes; and as the c_on,fe‘%t went
on, repeated cries of ¢ There's Louie,” *“ Louie
has it again,” betrayed who our favouritc was.
Here also was Gardiner’s well-known face, an.d
by his side the brave Purser. Conspicuous in
the band too were the Ryan brothers, the two
iants from gallant Tipperary. .
gnlr-lItgw our ghearts borzllnded at the sight of the
green jersey! A true Irishman, who has seen

od tingled with pride! T verily believe I
Icaclyczﬂd hav% embracedp the dark-haired hero who
shot the goal. The Welsh were not dismayed.
They seemed to unite a steady, unﬂl‘nchmg
courage with thorough organisation. I'he ab-
sence of the latter was conspicuous in the Irish
tear, and this it was that proved their banc.
Time and again did the red line charge down
the field in perfect order, and all too seldom did
their opponents’ resistance prove effectual.

A 7

WALES 2. IRELAND—A SCRUMMAGE.

a green banner unfurled, can sympathize Wit,h
our feelings. The remembrance of Ireland’s
glory and Ireland’s heroes flashed across our
minds. But our reflections were cut short, for
already the whistle has sounded, and the oppos-
ing teams line out on the field. _

I never knew how deep were my own feelings
of patriotism till I saw the Irish, a}ftqr about five
minutes play, rush on the enemy’s lines, and in
a few moments score a goal. How my very

Now behold this slanting line, in an instant
formed, and reaching almost right across the
field ; on they come, rushing at full speed for
the Irish goal ; the ball is flying backward from
hand to hand ; the Irish backs are d1s.orgamzed;
each Welshman as he gets the ball is collared,
but all too late, for his neighbour five yards on
the left already has possession of it and is speed-
ing on. The last Welshman on the wing has it,
and runs along the touch line within almost two
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yards of the goal line. Three steps more and
: Two of his opponents rush on
him from the right, but with dismay we saw
them miss their grasp, and fall spinning from
the shock of his shoulder. And now he wheels

it is passed.

round and rushes for the posts, when suddenly
he is embraced by the intrepid Louis, who has
taken in the whole danger, and has rushed at
almost lightning speed from his own position on
the field. X

Thus often would an Irish back save his goal,

genius to enlist the service of the torrent, to
harness the cataract, or to call the wild winds
to the service of man. Without an organizing
mind force can be of little use.

~And now the brave Purser is dealt a severe
kick, and is borne off the field. For a full half-
hour he had played with a broken collar-bone.
We now almost despaired, for the mainstay of
our backs was gone. Swift and daring in’ the
rush, fearless, undaunted he had withstood the
onslaught of Wales. And as we cheered him

SNAPSHOT OF GRAND STAND—.SHOWING MUNGRET COLLEGE BOYS.

and by a great kick send the ball far out of
danger ; but alas! his fellows would not be
where the ball dropped, to follow up the attack.
Had we had a little more system, I am confi-
dent that Wales would have met the fate of
England. .

But the wild rush of the Irish! How our
hearts bounded with enthusiasm as we saw them
again and again dash on their opponents’ lines ;
but weight, steadiness and organization were all
against them. Their fire and dash were not
sufficient, and seldom have been. It requires

again and again we little knew what agony he
was suffering.

Why dwell on our feelings of disappointment
as we saw the day now lost. The Welsh score
continued to mount, and when the last shrill

blast of the whistle made us bid farewell to
every gleam of hope, the Irish had but three
points to offset the eleven of their opponents.

Dolefully we wended our way homeward, longing

for another day, when better organization would
_crown with success the dash and spirit of the
sons of Erin.

Wat. V. O’'DoHERTY (1st Arts).
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THE NATURAL VIRTUES.

ONE REQUISITE OF A PRIEST IN AMERICA.

By a Past MUNGRET STUDENT.

NIRRT

The training of a young man for the priesthood
naturally follows a different method, and is
dominated by different aims, according to the
special department of priestly ministration for
which he is intended. His training should also
keep in view the character and the condition of
country which is to be the scene of his priestly
labours.

The contrast between the Irench seminary
and the institution which trains ecclesiastics in
Germany is remarkable, and the great National
College of Ireland owes a large share of its
undoubted success to its system of intellectual
and disciplinary training, which has always kept
in view the needs of the Irish people, and the
environment in which the Irish priest must
work out his own salvation, and the salvation of
the souls committed to his charge.

The modern seminary movement in the United
States recognises this principle, and takes its
inspiration from the study of the peculiar circum-
stances of priestly life in America. It is true,
the essentials of priestly duty are everywhere
identical ; but it 1s likewise true that the most
successful course of seminary training is that
which fits the individual priest for the one par-
ticular phase which priestly life assumes for him.

In America we are a peculiar people.  We
recognise it, and our friends across the water are
willing to grant our claim, though they do not
always understand our national traits as wez
understand them. Be this as it may, we have a
national character, and in 2 Journal like this it
may not be out of,place to point out some of the
lines along which an Irish student should
develope his character in order to attain success
as a priest in America.

In his attitude towards Religion the typical
American 1s very much inclined to look primarily
on the natural side of things. This is certainly
a defect ; it may be a limited view of an clement
whose chief use as a civilizing factor is its insist-
ing on the supernatural in human life. But, as
one of our distinguished statesmen once said, it
is a condition, not a theory that confronts us.
We must take American life as it is, and the
average American looks first and before all to
the natural side of the priest’s life, as well as to
the natural uses of the religion which he preaches.

It 1s clear then, that the young aspirant to the
priesthood, if he expects to make this country

the scene of his missionary labours, must cul-
tivate with special care the Natural Virtues.

Of course, here as clsewhere, the priests life
must be a supernatural life. He must see his
duties and obligations in the light of I7aith. He
must look upon himself as one lifted out from
among the people, and keep before his eyes the
dignity with which the priesthood invests him.
This will be the source of his zeal for truth and
holiness, his safeguard in temptation, and his
consolation in the trials to which he is exposed.
3ut he must alse show forth in his life the
common Christian virtues, Temperance, Truth-
fulness and Fortitude. These will be his titles
to the respect and esteem, as well of those out-
side the Church, who know nothing of the
supernatural side of his life, as of those members
of his own flock who insist upon their priest
being the model in things human before they
accept him as their teacher in the things that
are of God. These unpretending virtues are the
very elements of Christian perfection, but un-
fortunately, literature which for centuries has been
to a large extent hostile to Christianity, history
maliciously or carelessly recorded, and traditions
of Lluropean peoples who have laboured under
grievances real or imaginary, have spread far
and wide the impression that virtues so elemen-
tary in the Christian are not pre-eminently the
virtues of the Lcclesiastical state. Here again,
it is useless to arguc or theorize ; better far to
meet prejudice on its own terms, and confute
calumny by the sweet persuasion of a life which
is the mirror of the Natural Virtues.

The readers of this Journal do not require to
be instructed on the importance of the Natural
Virtues as a foundation for the edifice of spiritual
perfection.  Nor will anyone who knows how
hard it is, at times, to live up to his own ideals
of Truthfulness, Moderation and Christian
Courage, contend that the practice of these
virtues is easy. The writer’s intention is merely
to call the attention of the young man who hopes
to become the spiritual teacher of the people in
America, to the vital importance of so forming
his character as to make it the ground on.which
these virtues will take firm root, and grow to
their natural proportions, for the virtue which we
take to be ours, in time of sorrow and temptation
must become part of our very nature, and be as
intimate to us as the very marrow of our bones.
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What then is the tendency in our character,
which, cultivated and tended, becomes the
ground, generous and fertile, of the Natural
Virtues? It is a tendency threefold in its
direction, yet essentially self-originating ; it is an
clement present in some wise in the character of
every boy, an element which in early manhood
manifests itsell as self-respect, sclf-moderation,
and self-confidence. We know that it is a false
asceticism, opposed alike to reason and to the
teaching of the Church, which would crush out
by spirituality the natural portion of man’s char-
acter, the true source of all his abiding power
for good. We know Who it was who gave us
those powers of body and soul which we call
our own. We know that it is the.will of the
Giver that His gifts should be respected, that
they should be used with moderation, and that
we should rely upon them, as well as upon His
special favours, in our moments of difficulty.
Thus arc the self-centred virtues justified in the
view of all things as the free gifts of God, and
Truthfulness, Temperance and Fortitude are
grounded on the knowledge and proper appre-
ciation of those gifts; for from self-respect
springs the love of truth and the scorn of all
lying ; from self-moderation comes temperance
in its widest sense, and from self-confidence
comes the fortitude which no peril can daunt.

Those of us who see the work done by the
students of Mungret realise that these principles
of moral training were not neglected within the
walls of their A&na Mater, and we see clearly
how much of the success of our Irish-American
priest is due to the practice of the moral virtues
in a pre-eminent degree. The Irish boy’s char-
acter is in every instance willing ground for the
supernatural virtues. He has the instincts of
Faith, and developes an insight into things of the
soul, which, in this material age, is not so com-

mon in other countries. He sees, as he begins
to reflect, that the great glory of his nation lies
in her past achievements, and is contemporary
with the epoch of the highest Christian culture.
The traditions, the folk-lore of his people, the

ruins which dot the land, remind him that Ire-
land’s chief greatness has been and is her
adhesion to the Faith, A young man whose first
ideals are above the things of earth is instinct-
ively a Christian, and takes the supernatural
virtues and their practice as part of the plenitude
of his perfection as a creature of God. But if
he wishes to succeed among a people whose
shrewdness in things worldly is the keenest, he
must cultivate everyadvantage that nature bas
given him, and if he wishes to become  the
teacher and guide of such a people, his life must
be adorned with Truthfulness, Temperance and
Fortitude. Grace will thus fall on a nature well

fitted to receive it, and the priest, confident in
the assistance of Him who called him to the
priesthood, can make his own character the ful-
crum on which all the moral power of his talents
and acquired qualities will swing freely and
securely.

D.D. (88).

EQUANIMITY.

By A PasT MUNGRET STUDENT.

One silent night, upon the prairies broad,
In solitude I viewed the voiceless moon,
Pouring her placid light o’er town and ficld,
And clothing all with golden peace profound,
And to myself I said: Oh! tranquil orb,
Whilst yet once more the circling hands shall
run
Their changeless course o’er the recording dial,
Wilt thou the wide extent of Earth review,
With many a troublous scene on sea and land,
By man’s fierce passions or by Nature stirred ;
Yet thou wilt hold thy path, and still, whene’er
Nought interposed 'twixt thee and earth for-
bid,
Wilt thou the self-same calm and peace diffuse
As even here—thine influence benign.
Such, in my heart I said, the steadfast soul
Of him who yields not to the passing storm,
But, high up-lifted o'er all petty woes,
Walks his unswerving way towards life’s great
goal, '
Unmoved alike by fierce turmoil of fear
And panic dread, of fevered hope and joy,
Grief and despair, or what emotions else
Enslave the common heart and sap its strength.
Whilst he hears all and sees, and mayhap to
the crowd
Seems but as one of them—the sport of Fate;
But in his secret soul a holy light ;
Burns ever, and whene'er from others’ hearts
The clouds of passion clear, they too, may see
That sacred flame, unquenchable and bright,
Illume the darkness of their meaner souls ;
E'en as the moon’s rays from her higher
sphere,
When intervening clouds are rolled away,
Iight up with equal sheen the poor man’s cot,
Where hunger fell doth gnaw the master’s
heart,
The stately palace with its careless ease,
The bed of death and dawn of mortal life,
The strife of cities and the country’s calm,
The restless ocean and the desert drear,
And all the varied scenes which make our
Earth. :
Cecir. BROADMEAD.
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THE EVE OF THE CHRISTMAS Exobus,

OR MUNGRET READY TO MARCH.

=9

ﬁ‘ AVE you ever had a night-mare 7 1 don’s

il mean a virulent attack of ponderons

plun puddings, those monsters that
make the leaves of the comic papers shiver
and not infrequently harrow up the soul and
freeze the young blood of the home-on-holiday
schoolboy.  No! I mean another and milder
form—a ecomplete bewilderment that can scarce
be called oppressive, and which, without actually
abounding in animosity, would still be food for
fear to the timid,

Christmas is generally associated with night-
mares. If only you visit Mungret nearing that
happy epoch, you can treat yourself to a night-
mare in the daytime. =
~ Theorals are just over. So, too, is lunch Tt
is past mid-day ; and now the confusion begins
[f Darwin could only see some of our hoys let
I(.msc, it would furnish his most valuable illustra-
tion of the Law of Evolution. What a chatter
they make ! What a seeming delight in needless
confusion ! If rushing in and out, being in yonr
own way and everyoue else’s, piling up and
Icrm.cklng down again, be an index of thriving
husiness, Snow Hill or Billingsgate never did 3
more roaring tra le than our friends clearing out
th(,n‘r treasures from the study-hall. °

I'here goes the procession. The Battle of the
Books is over, and now the heroes of the ficht
return home. Not a few are tattered ———wuumﬁ;-l
we 51}101111{1_ say—and all hide their heads in vari.

ous habiliments, a g ¢
hud come indeed ’ ‘"Ef‘hhoc::'?th?hebda{ N

) i are books in rugs
hooks in pillow-cases, books in wash bags. Sm?né
have their wounds bound in large mufflers, and
one detachment, at least, sports a quilt. " But
this is not the Lady’s Letter on the fashions
and also I have no desire to be suspeeted of
ndvocating Teufelsdrockel’s theory that “Socioty
iv founded upon cloth,” or to be in any other
way taken as a “philosopher of clnthes,”

S0, farewell tc the books on their march of
captivity, some strapped and tied with cords
some out on parole, all poor wanderers, ¢ an
frignded, melancholy * now, as formerly, multo-
rum more, ¢ slow.” ,

And now passes the last of the procession—a
a._.m-.-llun?cms and ill-assorted company of Latins
Urooks, French, and English, with their lcudcr;
Laentenant Lexicon and Colonel Grammar. The

@A
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Joyous shouts of the vietorious Barbari die in
the distanee, and we are left wis-a-vis with tho
now solitary study-hall,

Have you ever passed through any of the
hucksper—lmuntetl streets of London on a Satur-
day night 7—wares, wares, wares in astounding
variety on all sides. To use a philosophi?;
phrase, “abstiact from ” the din and the ven-
dors—then yon have a modified Edeware or
Harrow Road in the study. The wares " are
still there, but the owners are gone. Jam-pots
B > gone. am-pots,
sardine tins, chocolate hoxes. and all else. till
we have a miniature Noah’s Ark provisiou
dcpawtmgnt; pencils, pens, blotters, theme-
].)o(‘Jkls, bits of string, hooks in hits and warin od
wnftnituimn,

Amid all this weedy Iuxuriance, the open
desks, gaping like coffins, full of emptiness or
derelict remains, bear quite a sepulchral air
which justifies the epitaphs inscribed on them
Posted to the inside of many a desk-lid may he
seen the paper tombstones of the term just
(Iepm'tud.' With charming regularity day fol-
lows day in those categories of the dead; and
1L1s a just testimony to the charitable zeal of
the Mungret youth that the deep stroke of
mourning is drawn with as regular a pen
through December 20th as through any day in
mid-antumn.  But, funerals and tombstones to
the graveyard ! This is Christmas, and Christ-
mas 1s a time of mirth.

Loud rings the langh that speaks the vacation
mind ; and, as a laugh as well as a yawn is
contagious, the old corridor cannot help res-
ponding with an echo. And that is nothing
new either : these are not the stern old walls of
the Abbey that seem to resent as much as a
\‘:’h]SpOI‘. “Many a time and oft” since last
September have these corridors prattled and
shouted. Indeed they have not been above even
a surreptitions word “in line,” as the writer
must reluctantly admit. But now their loqua-
city 1s “beyond bounds” (a heinous misde-
meanour), and their wrinkles of serious care
wear away into a benignant smile—so seems it
to ]ls—for to-morrow, to-morrow, even now.
]J(}g}lls the glorious Christmas vac. ’

There are pleasures like refined gold, and
pleasures with alloy of baser metal. To the
hard-worked student his holidays are always a
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God-send.  The writer has met one only, in his
college experience, who wonld be at all likely to
dispute this statement.  His name must stand a
secret, and his identity I shall divulge to his
comrades only of those days, who must remember
what the eyclist said that tried to ran him
down - That unpuncturable conglomeration

of benes and metaphysics {7 At which no one -

laughed more than the vietim himself. He was
such a good, kind-hearted fellow, I am sure he
; - ; P
would give ns others a vacation waz e e might
denvy it to himself.  Anyhow, there can be no
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and it may be for ever.” Still to claim for such
an occasion the tribute of a tear, might _be re-
garded by many outsiders as an affectation In
the writer. Paradoxical as it may seem, I can
pledge my word that, not once, but many times,
at the summer parting for vacation, h;n"e I secen
the sad, glistening eye, if not the fall.lng tear.
And it was not the oft-times squeamish senti-
ment of “Pius Aneas.” It was heart-felt: it
was natural and noble. _

What a bleak world wounld this be without

friendship? Man is by nature a social animal.

LAY BOYS.—I18¢8.

doubt what the great majority of Mungret boys
wonld say on the subject. I should like to hear
an anti-vacationist address them on the play-
ground some fine day. o
Yet, though the approach of vacation is a
golden dream, there is sometimes in it the dull-
ing alloy. Summer comes with pleaSl.u‘e,_lmt
not with the pleasure which Christmas inspires.
There is the leave-taking<f cvery school year at
the end ; the good-bye to some at least of your
friends, perhaps the good-bye to all of them and
to your College. You leave, or your friends
leave. As the song says, “It may be for years

He cannot help making friends and clinging to
them like ivy intertwined. A separation tears
the tendrils of the ivy ; a separation tears the
tender heart-cords, too. And the younger the
shoots that are torn asunder, and the younger
the friends that are severed, the severer the
strain on their tenderness. What wonder is it
that boys whose youth has grown together, like
flowers in the spring-time, should feel at parting
the bitterness of tears. Their’s is not a friend-
ship to shift with the sunbeam. It is the frank,
generous, genuine friendship of th(? boy, _whq is
not yet wily enough for the fine discrimination
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of the man—of the Uriah Heep, we should say,
for, thank God, manhood does not always bring
the heart of stone or the brow of duplicity.

“Friends meet to part.” 'Tis true, alas!
Still worse, @ fortiori, when you leave the dear
old alma, too—the alma mater, with its every
spot sacred to the memory of some never-to-be-
forgotten incident or person. How the heart
is bound to you, dear alma! and how it wells
up almost to overflowing when you must be
left ! The old story still. Told by past students
before, and now again fully endorsed by yet
another who has left the ranks of Mungret.
But enongh ! Summer is not Christmas, for, if
it has the rose, it has the canker, too.

There goes the bell for dinner; and such a
cheer greets it that a stranger might at once
put us down as poor starved savages who never
sav a refectory before. But we really did,
dear reader, and, far from being our first, it is
our ““last dinner.” All the chief functions of
the time are similarly honoured, especially by
the younger folk, beginning, as any college
seer will tell you, with the “last wash.” From
which date through the whole remaining week
there is always a “last class™ to clap. This
ovation is of course meant for the Professor,
especially if he Dbe the Ilucky teacher of the
favourite subjects—mathematics, physics, and
ontology. '

Well, dinner is soon over, and there is a little
stroll, after which comes packing time. The
stairs to the dormitory is literally alive and
crawling, not unlike a disturbed ants’ nest,
except that all the ants hurry their burdens in
the same direction. Some, indeed, as becomes
their size, carry their knapsacks on their backs
modo tortoise. The comparison is not meant as
derogatory to the speed men, for Msop’s racer
was overhauled and a new record put up, hill
and all. It might be better for visitors not to
venture into the dormitories just now. Therein
reigns chaos, and, perhaps, like Juvenal at
Rome, you might be safer away from the din
and turmoil.  But little somebody is crying at
the door !  What ails him ?  He says he is not
allowed home. Tom , & Nestor of the
school, told him hesheard it from Fr. Minister.
Wicked Tom ! Treacherous wretch! The dark
cloud wants but a ray of sunshine to show its
silvery lining, and soon our little friend is off
to the lavatory to wash away his tears—to
scrub them off rather, for such might the ablu-
tion be called that Mungret boys take, by
tradition, as a part of the packing routine—so
oxtensive a scrub, indeed, that one would think
most of us were to go home with shining skins,
bare to the waist, like Zulus.

And now the bell for the last supper, doubly

interesting because the programmes of the even
ing’s theatricals are served to cach one on his
butter-plate. The mystery is out at last. This
time, at least, we managed to observe to the
letter the customary secrecy surrounding the
name and plot of our play. To effect this we
had to perpetrate a huge fraud on the public.
Despite all our precantions, some busyhody had
ot on the trail, so a council of war was held,
and we decided to put our pursuers hors-de-
combal, by leading them dastray. The plot of a
bogus play was confided, of course in strictest
secrecy, to three individuals who were uni-
versally aceredited with a touch of the cacoethes
logrends ; and very soon we had indignantly to
protest against the undue curiosity that had at
last uncarthed our play.

Oh, yes, indeed ! we have found it though,
said many a one. But, alas! the programmes
told otherwise, and we had great fun at supper
when the last night came.  Still some invineibles
would stick to it that we had only changed the
name, and that the play itself was still the
same. I do believe they expected that burly
policeman and his captured thieves to shine
before the footlights till the curtain fell on the
very last act.  As the writer had the responsi-
bility of himself sustaining a part in the play,
and, hence, neither saw the performance nor its
effect on our baflled detectives, hie cannot speak
further of either.

The half-yearly veport was read before the
play by the’ prefect of studies. Bewigged, be-
whiskered, and otherwise decorated, 1 had the
pleasure of hearing, from behind the scenes, his
generous tribute to myself for getting first in
my class. The honour made me teel miles high ;
but, fucilis descensus averni, my contumacious
friend, *Mr. Slasher,” whispered into my ear
that I deserved no praise for first, because there
was no second.  Now, that was not fair, after
all my hard work.  But when the play was over,
Father Rector made up for the whole outrage hy
complimenting us all on the good report he had
heard, and by giving us in reward an extra
vacation day. Still, when the return day was
announced, somebody almost audibly hinted that
Father Rector was too fond of algebra, and had
mtroduced into the holidays that hideous spectre
of the class-halls-—a minus quantity.

I am told some individuals are, next year,
going to win over their old enemies X and Y,
and to make allies of them, like Cersar.

And now we are off to night prayers in the
chapel, and finally to the dormitory, to

¢ Knit up the ravelled sleave of care,”
and dream happy dreams of home, for
“To-morrow to fresh woods and pastures new.”

Joux L. McCartHy, B.A.



42 THE MUNGRET ANNUAL.

REV., MICHAEL ] MAHONY, S | Kev. TERENCE J. SHEALY, S.].

REV., MICHAEL M‘MAI[D.\', S.]1.

Our PAsST.

:;_7 LEVEN past Mungret students were or-
%E dained priests this year,—three for the
== Foreign Missions of the Society of Jesus,
and eight for the Secular Mission ; namely, seven
for America, and one for Australia.

Rev. T. J. Shealy, S.J., and Rev. M. J.
Mahony, S.J., were ordained at Woodstock,
Md., on June 28th. Both were among the small
band of pioneers who laid the first foundation of
the Apostolic School in the Sacred Heart Col-
lege, Limerick, and were afterwards in the first
batch of Apostolic students sent forth from
Mungret.  The following is one of two ballads
from the pen of Father Shealy, published in the
American Messenger of the Sacred Heart, on the
occasion of his ordination. It is purposcly
written in a loose ballad style, as in keeping with
the title.

“ FROM MY MOTHER IN IRELAND FOR MY
FIRST MASS.”

The joy is come, ** Alanna.”
That I wished for through the years,
And my heart is full of blessing,
But my eyes are full of tears.
The joy is come, ‘¢ Alanna,”
But I am far away :
The mother will not sec her boy
Upon his first Mass day.

Sweet days of all my longing,
Sure, why should I complain,
I'd bear, to have my boy a priest,

A thousand years of pain.

But oh, to see you with the cup,
In vestments gold and white ;
Dear Lord, this would be heaven

To a poor mother’s sight.

To watch you at the altar,
And hear you read the book,
And when you turn around to pray,
Observe your holy look.
But oh, my child, to bow with you
At that most solemn hour,
When our dear Christ is present
Unto your words of power.

Some say I would not know you now,
You are so changed **astore,”
Och ! T would know you, darling,
If an angel’s wings you worc.
Little they feel a mother’s love,
Wheo doubt when face to face
That twenty years of waiting,
Can live in one embrace.

Now do not feel alone to-day,
¢ Ma bouchal stor machree,”

IFor Christ is more than mother
And son to you and me.

Sure if I thought you'd shed a tear,
It’s o’er the seas I'd roam,

With a little shamrock and a sod
To make you feel at home.

Oh, darling, were I nearer,
I think my heart would break,
Such blessedness starts o’er me now,
And rapture for your sake.
Enough, enough to breathe my name
When Christ is in your hand ;
Oh, don’t forget your fathex’s grave,
And poor old Ireland.

The morn is come ¢ Alanna,”
And I'm kneeling where you knew,
The little shrine of Mary
Used to smile on me and you.
T’ve placed the flowers and candles,
For the mass that might have been,
But my eyes ““agra,” can’t find their rest,
My joy is all within.
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I'll make my heart your altar,
And my breast a house of prayer,
And Jesus at your holy word,
Will tabernacle there.
I’ll wait for you at morn,
And:I’ll pray with you ’till noon,
And every eve I'll dream of you
My own ‘‘ Soggarth Aroon.”

Born at the base of the grand old mountain, Galtee-
more, near Mitchelstown, and brought up amid its
scenes of wild grandeur and beauty, TERENCE J. SHEALY
entered the Apostolic School in Limerick on September
4th, 1880. When Mungret passed into the hands of the
Society, he read there a very successful course in Arts,
and graduated in 1885. During most of his time in
Mungret he was employed in the responsible office of pre-
fect of the seminarists and lay boys, and besides reading
for his University examinations, he taught a class for two
or three hours a day during the last two years of his
course. After getting his degree, he taught the Matricu-
lation class for a year, and finally, in 1886, cntered the
noviceship of the New York province of the Society of

esus.

! On finishing his philosophical studies in Woodstock, he
taught poetry in Fordham College, New York, and after-
wards taught poetry and rhetoric in Holy Cross College,
Worcester, Mass. It was in the latter college that Mr.
Shealy’s rare gifts as a master became conspicuous. The
literary taste which he imparted to his pupils and the
magical influence which he exerted over them were alike
remarkable.

We have before us copies of the Acroama, published in
1892, and of the *“ Eutropius,” published in the January of
1895, and newspaper accounts of the representation of the
““ Sibylla.” The Acroama was originally a class journal
which Mr. Shealy, then professor in the Holy Cross Col-
lege, Worcester, started in the autumn of 1892, to stimu-
late the literary ambitior. of his class. The beautiful
volume before us is merely a souvenir edition, containing
a short poetic extract from each contributor to the
Acroama, with a portrait of each member of the class,
accompanied by a racy epigram touching off some salient
point in his character.

To Father Shealy belongs the credit of being the first
master in the United States to attempt an original Greek
play. His “Eutropius,” written in Greek, and constructed
after the model of an Attic tragedy, created a sensation in
the learned world of the States.

¢ Sibylla,” Father Shealy’s next venlure, is an original
Latin play, in which the pagan King of Erin sends his
chief bard to Rome to investigate the Sybil’s prophecies
about the Virgin and Child.

This glay also was publicly represented bythe students of
Father Shealy’s class, and was highly praised at the time.

After the usual term of teaching, Mr. Shealy went in
1895 to Wogdstock, to enter upon his theological studies.
There he was this year raised to the sacred dignity of
the priesthood.

Father Shealy is now completing his course of theology
at Milltown Park, Dublin.

Most heartily do we wish Father Shealy many a long
year of holy work in the Society of his choice. ~May he
ever remain an honour to his country and to his alma
mafter.

MICHAEL ]J. MAHONY was, like Father Shealy, a
son of famed Tipperary, and entered the Apostolic
School with him.  They read their whole University
course together, graduated the same year, and entered
together the novitiate of the Society of Jesus.

Like Father Shealy, Mr. Mahony during his University
course, and for a year after its completion, filled the office

of prefect and master in Mungret ; and his manliness and
unaffected piety won the respect and love of those with
whom he was brought into contact. After his philosophical
studies he went through the usunal course of teaching in
the colleges, and entered Weodstock in ’gg5, where he was
this year raised to the priesthood, for which he has faith-
fully laboured during eighteen long years.

Father Mahony is at present in Milltown Park finishing
his theological studies. Golden opinions have often reached
his alma mater of the sterling worth and true religious spirit
of him upon whom she has ever looked as the eldest and
first of her chiléren. May he ever fulfil his sacred
ministry in accordance with the high ideal which she has
held before him.

Rev. MicHAEL MacManow, S.J., is the third
Mungret student who has this year been ordained priest
in the Society of Jesus. He, too, was a student of the
very early days. In Mungret he went through five years
of classical and philosophical studies, and in 1887 entered
the Linglish novitiate of the Society of jesus at Roe-
hampton, for the arduous mission of South Africa. Whilst
in Mungret Mr. MacMahon was prefect for several years,
and in addition taught during his last year the class of
first grammar. In Mungret he was always a favourite.
Ile scems to bave had a heart in proportion to his size,
and we know that he stood more than six and a half feet
in height. Stories are handed down of his feats as an
athlete and an oarsman, and the *‘ Mungret Anthem,”
still sung as the ““grand finale” of all our concerts, attests
that he even then had begun to woo the muses. After
his novitiate, Mr. MacMahon went to the S. African
mission, and spent most of his time teaching at Grahams-
town. Ile returned to England in ’g5, and entered St.
Bucno’s College, St. Asaph, where he was ordained
priest last September.  1le is now spending his third year
of probation in Tronchiennes, Belgium.

We have had this year the pleasure of
receiving the blessing and assisting at the mass
of three past apostolic students who had just
completed their theological studies. All three
are honour graduates of the R.U.I.  All there
read very distinguished courses in the University,
and afterwards in theology.

Very many at Mungret, both of the community and the
boys, have pleasant recollections of Father ANDREW
KrLiian as a student.  Ile entered Mungret in 89, and
graduated in ’94.  Though bardened for two years with
the onerous office of prefect, he always managed to secure
distinctions, sometimes very high ones, in different sub-
jects, in the University examinations. He went to Car-
low in ‘95 to study theology. Ilere he very soon became
noted for his piety, regularity, and industry. He was
again made prefect, and at the same time headed his class
all through his course. Last June he was raised to the
priesthood, and in October he left Ireland for his mission
in Wilcannia, N.S.W.

Rev. J. Nuxan, D.D., also entered Mungret in '88.
His whole course there was exceptionally brilliant. He
won exhibitions in First and Second Arts, and took his
Bachelorship in ’93.  He read a five year’s course in the
American College at Rome, and was ordained priest on
June 4th. e finished a brilliant course by taking his
Doctorate towards the end of the same month. His
mission is Florida, for which he left Ireland in November.
Here he has a wide field for his zcal and ability, May
Dr. Nunan’s career in America fulfil all the fair promise
of his student days.

Rev. Jamus W, STENSON entered Mungret before Dr.
Nunan m 1888, and read a course little less distinguished.
Though, like Father Killian, burdened with prefect’s
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work during a good portion of his course in Mungret, he,
too, managed to secure high distinctions in all the exam-
inations, and graduated in the honour course in 1894.
During his last year in Mungret he was entrusted with the
responsible post of study-prefect, in which he commended
himself by a most thorough and conscientious discharge
of difficult duties.

Pentecost ‘97, completed his course in June '98, and is
now labouring in the diocese of Omaha, U.S.A.

Rev. Fraxcis Rvan, D.D., had been with
Dr. Nunan at the North American College,
where he was recently ordained.

REV. J. WRIGHT, MOBILE.
KEV. JAMES NUNAN, D,D., FLORIDA.

REV. JOHN KELLY, MOBILE.
REV. JOHN NICHOLSON, GALVESTON,
REV. ANDREW KILLIAN, WILCANNIA.

REV. ]J. E. COYLE, MOBILE.
REV, JAS. W. STENSON, OMAHA.

e entered the Capranica College, Rome, in ’94, and
attended lectures at the Gregorian University. His
theological course was in keeping with his University
career. A long and dangerous fever, contracted at
Frascati, on vacation, during his third year, prevented his
studying for the Doctorate, e was ordained priest at

Frank Ryan entered Mungret in 1888. After gradu-
ating in 1893 he immediately entered the North American
College, Rome, for his Theological studies. He read a
very brilliant course, and to the end maintained his
place as leader of his class. IHe left behind him the
reputation of being a student of exceptional powers of
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concentration and application. He took the doctorate,
and was ordained priest in June, 1897. He left Ireland
about last Christmas for the diocese of Minnesota, and is
nowﬂattacherl to the Cathedral Church, St. Paul, Minn.
Four past Apostolical students have been

—

MICHAEL MALONE LEE, B.A.

I lhe:ir classical studies there, they went to Baltimore, for
philosophy and theology, in’94. Ilere they were ordained
priests shortly hefore Christmas, '97. They are now doing

| good work in Mobile under the Most Rev, Dr, Allen, who

i was their president in Baltimore,

JOHN WHITE.

MICHAEL |, SHEEHY. b

REV. PATK. J. CONNOLLY. 8.].
A GROUP QF

ordained recently in the United States :—

To the diocese of Mobile belong Rev. Josern WRIGHT
and Rev. Joux Kerry. John Kelly entered Mungret
i ‘87, and Joseph Wright in ’89. Having fnished

RAYMOND STEI'HENSON.

PAST LAY BOYS.

| Rev. J. N1cHoLsoN centered Mungret in ’89.  After a
| good University course he was called by his bishop to Price
i Hill, Cincinnati, Ohio, where he was ordained June 'g7.

He is now a zealous assistant priest at Galveston, Texas.
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THE CRUISE OF THE ~FRAM.

¢ Qui fragilem truci
Commisit pelago ratem

Primus.”

—(He ace, Odes I111., Bk r.)

5T, WONDER when again shall we have an
i opportunity of showing off our skill in the
“outsice edge” on the congealed surface
of Longh More. For the past two winters all
our prayers for frost have come to nought, but
we hope that this year they will come to zero.
Although last year we had to leave our skates
at the mercy of devouring rust, nevertheless we
profited by the favour of Jupiter Pluvius.

On New Year's Day when “the winds were
pillowed on the wave,” we launched a gallant
bark into the placid waters of our virgin lake.
For three months we had pleasant yachting,
so that some of us are as well up in nautical
terms as the Jack Tars of Her Majesty’s navy

The ¢ ¥Fram,” for such is her name, is a trim,
well-built boat, very clean fore and aft, and
capable of holding a crew of seven. Deeming
it too dangerous to spread our sails in unknown
waters, we furled our canvas for a few days and
plied our oars.

Some will deny that there are any fish in
Lough More, but we, to use a boatman’s phrase,
caught not a few crabs. As we left old Mun-
gret on our lee the first day, how truly might it
not be said that we, of navigators—

““Were the first that ever burst
Into that silent sea.”
The crumbling walls, visible beneath, recalled
to our minds the ruins of the Sunken City sung
by poets.

With a zest we set about the work of sound-
ing the deep ; and high-sounding, indeed, were
the names we gave to islets, creeks, and bays.
In two days we had drawn up a chart of the
whole expanse from Aylmer’s Creek to Emmet’s
Sound. All the rocks and shallows were marked
by buoys, lest, when rocking on the waters, our
boat should get too much of the chopping and
be smashed up entirely.

Everything being ready on the third day we
sailed forth with all our eanvas spread and our
pennant of national green streaming in the
breeze. The flapping of the sails as we cut
through the water gave us pleasurable excite-
ment, known only by those who have expe-
rienced it.

Ere evening came we found how well our own
Lough More could counterfeit the ocean’s wrath,
The wind—at first a gentle breeze—began to
blow in fitful gusts which told of the coming
storm. But though

¢ The rising gale and heaving foam
And shrieking sea-birds warned us home,”

we pursued undeterred our adventurous course.
No doubt our courage was supported by the
fact of our knowing that there was seldom more
than five feet of water beneath.

Liver and anon as the gale grew fiercer our
bark shuddered in her whole frame from stem
to stern, and then “plunged like a frighted
steed.” After every plunge the waves came
over our counter and fairly deluged us. At
length the jib was rent and we reefed our fore-
sail, remembering the poet’s advice of old—

¢ Contrahes vento nimium secundo
Turgida vela.”

Even thus the “Fram ” scudded along at an
amazing rate, and her bows frequently dipped
under the foam. We had to put out again
several times before we could effect a safe land-
ing at Burke’s Point. I need hardly say that
when we reached the College we did full justice
to our dinner.

During our three months on the water we
were occasionally amused by some unwary in-
dividual falling overboard ; but the unhappy
victim scarcely enjoyed the joke, though for
him it was by no means a dry one.

At the outset we ran aground now and again,
but after a few weeks our steersman became so
competent that we conld venture with crowded
sail through the narrowest straits. Early in
April the waters began to get shallow, and so we
entrusted our * Fram ” once more to the swell-
ing bosom of the Shannon. Soon the ruins of
the Sunken City assumed their old appearance
of bleak stone walls; the buoys, now buoyant
no longer, marked the gaps, which erstwhile
passed for straits; and donkeys gaunt, and
superannuated Bucephali “ picked the scanty
blade ” in the quandom romantic Lough More.

F. FAHY (2nd Arts)
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A FPILGRIMAGE TO GENAZZANO.

By A Past MUNGRET STUDENT.

BOUT twenty miles to the south-cast of
)' Rome, the high-road from the capital to
=25~ Naples, leaving behind the great tree-
less, sun-scorched plain of the Roman Campagna,
enters beneath the grateful shade of the olive
and chestnut groves that in the neighbourhood
of Palestrina clothe the lower slopes of the
rugged Sabine range. Then, under a leafy
mantle of ever-varying ting, it follows for seven
or cight miles a pleasant course throngh a rich
woodland conntry, past many a wayside shrine,
through busy village, and by secluded home-
stead. Ior the most part it fringes the mountain
base-—now winding along a romantic ravine,
now spanning a deep-bedded mountain torrent,
but ever and anon it dips into the open country,
when it affords an uninterrupted view of a
region as unsurpassed in natural beauty of land-
scape as in the richness of its orchards, vine-
yards, and olive-groves. From the point where
1t finally diverges from the mountain to cross
the Valle del Sacco, at no great distance to the
left, amongst the hills, is a compact little town.
It, sits on a slight eminence, with church-spire
towering above the houses, in a situation so
secluded and encompassed by the gaunt ribs of
the Sabines, that it might be described as
clasped in the heart of these mountains. This
little cluster of buildings, revealing its presence
almost abruptly to the visitor, as he rounds the
mountain-head, is the famous Genazzano, and
the church-spire, outlined against the back-
ground of grey, keeps watch and ward over the
world-renowned sanctuary of Our Lady of
sood Counsel.

Twice every year—in April and September--
thousands of pilgrims flock to Genazzano from
the country all around, to honour Our Lady at
her shrine.  On these occasions the modest Little
Sabine town decks itself out in holiday trim,
and the loud strains of litany and sacred song
\start a hundred tuneful echoes in these wild and
lovely hills. The display of religious enthusiasm
and devotion to be witnessed in Genazzano on
these popular festas is so unlike anything we see
incour own country, that any adequate deserip-
tion of it would seem exaggeration; perhaps
even the mere record of a few recollections,
oceasioned by a pilgrimage to this famous shrine,
may not be without some interest to the readers
of the Annual.

Now-a-days the idea of a pilgrimage is sug-
i{uabive of a journey by rail ; ours, however,

weing performed on foot, was, so far, more con-

formable to the ancient standard. A stout
walking-cane did the service of pilgrim’s staff of
the olden time, and in several other items we
carried out, through necessity or choice, the
traditional programme.  The journey was made
at a very favourable scason of the year, through
a most interesting part of Italy. One morning,
then, in carly September, found us—a party of
six —after stealing a march on the sun, already
four miles on our way through the Alban hill-
country before the first signs of dawn appeared.
The experiences of ‘that morning remain vivid
recollections ; the exhilarating influence of the
swift walk and the fresh morning breeze; the
splendours of an Italian sunrise ; above all, the
sense of that subtle spell which haunts spots im-
mortalized in classic, legendary, and historic
lore. The first beams of morning revealed, on
our right, the ancient heights of T'usculum, and
on onr left those of modern Monte Porzio. We
were treading the ground whercon was fought
the famous battle long ago—* What time the
Thirty Cities came forth to war with Rome.”
“And under foot was trampled,
Amidst the mud and gore,
The banner of proud Tusculum,
That never stooped before.”
Macaulay locates the battle-field, following the
narration of Livy, as
‘¢ — Where, by Lake Regillus,
Under the Porcian height,
All in the lands of Tusculum,
Was fought the glorious fight.”

The lake, as well as the city, have long since
disappeared ; the bed of the vanished waters is
hardly discernible, but the site of ¢ prond Tus-
culum’ is well defined by the grass-grown
mounds and ruined masonry cresting the hill-
top. Cardinal Wiseman, in *The Four Last
Popes,” gives a beautiful pen-picture of this his-
toric locality :—* The English College possesses
a eountry-house, deliciously situated in the vil-
lage of Monte Porzio. Like most villages in
the Tusculan territory, this crowns a knoll,
which in this instance looks as if it had been
kneaded up from the valleys beneath it, so
round, so shapely, so richly bosoming does it
swell upwards, and so luxuriantly clothed is it
with the three gifts whereby ‘men are multi-
plied’ (Ps. iv, 8), that the village and its church
seem not to sit upon a rocky summit, but to be
half sunk in the lap of the olive, the vine, and
the waving corn that reach the very houses.
The view from the village, after plunging at
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once into the depths of the valley, along which
runs a shady rpad, rises up a gentle acclivity,
vine and olive clad, above which is clasped a
belt of stately chestnuts, the bread-tree of the
Italian peasant, aud thence springs a round
craggy mound, looking stern and defiant, like
what it was—the citadel of Tusculum. Upon its
rocky front the English students have planted a
huge cross.”

The cross, visible from afar, still looks down
over the country of Cicero and Cato ; but we
must be on our way to reach Palestrina before
the sun’s heat grows too strong. We can dis-
cern it across the broad Campagna—a white
speck, gleaming in the blue of the Sabines.
Arrived soon at Monte Compatri, the counter-
part of the village described, a steep and stony
mule-path brought us down to the plain, across
which we sped, by lane and open, in the direc-
tion of that white spot in the mountains beyond.

This portion of the Campagna is not utterly
stubborn and unkind to the efforts of the tiller;
extensive portions are cultivated, close to the
hills vineyards flourish, with apple orchards, and
there are some strips of wood ; further on, there
are fields of Indian corn, and then the wilder-
ness succeeds, over which range herds of long-
horned oxen, cared by mounted herdsmen, and
great flocks of sheep, while here and there are
visible the results of only partially successtul
attempts at reclamation. Dwellings—that is to
say, beehive-shaped straw huts of the shepherds
and herdsmen—are few and far between ; the
tillers of the soil, fearing the nightly malaria,
descend from their mountain villages in the carly
morning, and return at nightfall. The busy
season being at hand, wheole families of them
were trouping to their work, a couple of mules
or donkies carrying panniers, and a canine
or two accompanying.

Except a fine view of the surrounding moun-
tain chains, the Campagna has little diversity of
scenery to offer. A vast corn-field, however,
that scemed to extend to the horizon, with
groups of harvesters dotted all over it, presented
a very pleasing picture. Some parties were
gathering the corn-heads from the stalk in their
respective lots, others laying out a threshing
floor at a favourable spot, others again leisurely
wielded the flail, or were winnowing the grain
through sieves by the side of their tent. The
methods of the Latium farmer have known no
advance since the day that Cincinnatus was
taken from the plough in these very fields and
constituted Dictator. They must have retro-
graded, indeed, a great deal, if this respected
ancient was in any way as good a ploughman as
he is said to have proven himself a Dictator.
The lives of these country people show much of

the prisca simplicitas ; they are content with little,
happy when not feeling hungry, of a religious
disposition, courteous and considerate towards
strangers. They deserve credit for their fidelity,
as well as patience, under all the bad influences
and abuses they have been subjected to within
the present gencration.  We had an instance of
their religious disposition and simple faith in
the fact that we found it usual in that part of
the country for grown-up folk to ask for a rosary,
medal, picture, or some littie religions memento
—a custom common amoungst children in nearly
every part of Italy.

The entive distance to Palestrina, nearly
twenty miles, occupied some five hours, the lat-
ter part of the journey under the hot sun along
dusty roads, and mostly up hill, left us tired
and travel-stained. Having secured quarters at
apparently the only “albergo ” in the town, we
had all the evening and next morning for sight-
seeing. Palestrina is a familiar place to the
“ Annual” readers—their old classic Prencste.
It shows to-day but few indications of its
ancient glories ; nor, on the other hand, does it
pretend to care anything for modern progress.
Besides the prestige of a classic past, it can
boast the dignity of being one of the seven
suburban sees, and the advantage of command-
ing a view of mountuain, valley, and plain that
may be pronounced unrivalled. The modern
town is said to occupy the site of a great temple
of Fortune, and nestles so closely to the moun-
tain side that from a distance its rows of houses,
one above another, resemble the steps of a
giguntic stairway. The principal street runs
along the mountain side through the lower part
of the town. It is the only one on which ordi-
nary pedestrians may venture with safety.
None but mountain-climbers should attempt the
others ; they consist of interminable flights of
roughly-hewn steps, of irregular passages and
narrow alleys, shooting up and down at
bewildering gradients. One passes over points
s0 elevated and precipitous that it requires an
effort to reassure one’s self against the possibili-
ties of making an aerial descent into the main
street, over the roofs sloping away beneath.

On the barren, rocky mountain crest that
overhangs the town, and that was crowned of
old by the Arx Praenestina, is perched the vil-
lage of Castel San Pietro. In the evening we
climbed up there, for the sake of the view,
which takes in the greater part of Latium.
To the west the Alban hills rose from the plain,
with numerous villages scattered amongst their
thickly-wooded heights. Away off their north-
ern slopes Rome lay spread out over the plains,
and beyond it the Mediterranean glittered in
the setting sun ; on the south the blue ridges
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of the Voleians and another pecp of the Medi-
terranean through the gap between them and
the Albans. On the eastern side only a narrow
defile separated us from the rocky walls of a
sister summit, surmounted by a corresponding
village. There is a tradition that St. Peter, on
coming to Rome, obtained his first view of the
great city from this mount, which now bears his
name and has a church dedicated to him.

On the eve of the celebration we approached
Genazzano by the road mentioned at the begin-
ning.  Already pilgrims were coming from
various directions—singly, in pairs, in dozens,
scores and fifties. The larger companies sing
hymns or the Litany, or recite aloud the Rosary
as they advance. In front is borne aloft a pic-
ture of Our Lady, followed by the men of the
party, the women bring up the rear.  This order
1s invariably observed, even on reaching their
destination the men and women keep apart.  As
we neared Genazzano the crowds became more
frequent, and when by sundown we passed be-
neath the ancient gateway, the narrow strects
were so thronged with people that we found it
difficult to make our way to the church.  What
most impresses a stranger to Genazzano is the
intense devotion of the pilgrims. It is most
edifying to see a party, perhaps the entire
population of a village —as happens in times of
calamity—travelling along so orderly and reeol-
leeted.  The first sight of Genazzano is hailed
with rapture ; the whole party kneels and recites
a special prayer : all the fatigues of a long
journey are forgotten ; lound and enthusiastic
cries of ¢ Fowiva Marie” rend the air, and a
hymn is started with renewed fervour, which is
kept up as they pass through the town to the
church. The crowds in the streets uncover to
the image of Our Lady, and sometimes welcome
the bands of pilgrims by the same cry of “Fwvive
Marie.”  On reaching the church door the sing-
ing is not discontinued but is kept up within the
church.  Many of the party procced from the
church door to the chapel of the shrine on their
knees, kissing the floor repeatedly the while.

After the Holy House of Loretto, none of the
many shrines of Italy attracts such numbers of
pilgrims as that of Genazzano. All the sur-
rounding districts and neighbouring towns send
in contingents, and it is not unusnal to find
some who come from distances of forty and fifty
miles. The most striking feature, after the
devotion of the pilgrims, is their attractive cos-
tumes. They display a great partiality for
colonr, and sometimes seem to aim at effective
combinations. From the style of dress alone
one can tell the locality from which a party has
come, as nearly every village has some tradi-
tional peculiarity of costume. The garb of the

men is at times picturesque ; that of the women
gives opportuity for a greater variety, and in
every instance unites simplicity with graceful-
ness. These peasants, mostly hardy and active
mountaineers, make no account of a couple of
days’ journey on foot. A pilgrim party, how-
ever, does not procceed at a very swift pace, so
as not to overtax the endurance of the youthful
as well as the patriarchal members.  Rarely do
any mishaps occur, which is singular enough,
considering the number of sick persons who
come to the shrine. Perhaps, in this connection,
an incident that oceurred last April may interest
Mungret readers.

On the morning of the fesfa a poor old couple
were on their way to Genazzano, a slight illness
of the old man not being deemed sufficient reason
to abandon a custcm observed for years.  Before
reaching Genazzano, however, he grew rapidly
worse, and soon knew that his last howr had
come. Deprived of all apparent aid, it seemed,
indeed, a providential ntervention that pro-
cured for him the absolution and blessing of a
priest. In this case, an old Mungret student
was the instrument of Providence. The Rev,
James Stenson, who had been newly ordained,
was on his way to Genazzano, and happened to
come upon the poor man in his extremity, who
died soon after reeciving his priestly ministra-
tions. It may be remarked, that it was the
first exercise of our young priest’'s absolving
p()\\'l‘.l'.

The extraordinary fervour of the pilgrims at
the shrine, and the touching simplicity with
which they manifest their devotion so engross
the attention that one hardly thinks of admir-
ing the beauty of the church itself, resplendent
as it is in its richness of polished marbles and
puintings.  Ifrescos illustrative of Our Lady’s
life adorn the walls; the great one over the
entrance door, depicting the miraculous transla-
tion of the image, is pronounced a master-picce
by eritics. At the end of the aisle, to the
gospel side of the magnificent high altar, is the
chapel of the shrine, divided off from the main
church by an iron railing from floor to roof.
Twelve lamps burn before the altar which has
been erected heneath the picture of the Ma-
donna and Child.  Art and nature have paid
the tribute of their richest products to the
worthy adornment of the spot where Mary dis-
penses her favours to her clients.

As long as we remained in the charch an
incessant stream of pilgrims came to pray
hefore the shrine, cach group, after a short
interval, giving way to the next. On passing
out of the town to the monastery of San Pio,
now the summer house of the Irish Augus-
tinians, we met group after group, singing the
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usual hymns, as they hurried on in the gather-
ing darkness. It seems the best voice is selected
to lead with the verses, and all join in with the
refrain.  We stopped to gaze on the touching
picture presented by a company, in which a
young boy sang from a hymn-hook in clear,
melodions tones, whilst by his side walked ene,
apparently his mother, holding a candle, by the
light of which he rcad. Two hymns one to
the Trinity and the other to Mary—scem to be
the gencral favourites. They consist of an al-
most unlimited number of verses, with the same
simple chorus, in which all join; that of the
former is :—
“Wiva! Viva ! sempre viva,
Quelle tre person’ divine,
Quelle tre person’ divine,
La santissima Trinita ”
while that of the latter runs:—
¢ Eyviva Maria !
Maria Evviva !
Evviva Maria !
E chi la creo 1™

All during the calm summer night the cadence
of these chornses conld be distinguished a mile
distant from the town, while at intervals one or
the other of them rang out from various points
amongst the mountains. In addition to their
unparalleled devotion to our Blessed Lady, they
apparently cultivate also devotion to the Blessed
Trinity. The stranger finds a further indication
of it in the picture of the Trinity which occasion-
ally replaces the more common one of OQur Lady
of Good Counsel over their gateways, in their
houses, and in the shrines by the wayside—a
curious representation of three grave men, ex-
actly alike in all particulars, clothed in flowing
robes, and seated side by side, an open book in the
left hand, the right hand raised in benediction.

On the morning of the festa, from early dawn
till almost mid-day, Masses are being celebrated
at several altars in the church; as on the pre-
ceding evening a score or more of confessors are
busy with penitents. Waomen’s confessions are
heard in the church, men’s in the sacristy and
corridlor. Lven the men’s confessors have fre-
quently to leave their seats to decide conten-
tions about precedence, and repress those who
insist too literally on bearing away the kingdoimn
of Heaven by violence.

A most edifying spectacle it is to withess the
reverence and devotion with whieh such im-
mense crowds come forward to receive our
Blessed Lord. Holy Communion is administered
without intermission from sunrise till noou.
Many of these poor people have been fasting
sinee the preceding noon, travelled all night,
and sustained a weary wait for confession during
the long hours of the morning. We were in-
formed that on the previous “festa™ as many

as forty thousand persons approached Holy
Communion.

It is, however, the scene before the shrine
that will most attract a stranger’s attention.
One accustomed to the silent worship and
whispered prayers in our home churchesis liable
to be shocked at the enthusiasm displayed.
Some are praying in a loud voice; many petition-
ing in silence and in tears; a Litany and a couple
of hymns are going on simultaneously, while
every now and then the entire multitude breaks
into a spontaneous cry of « Hvviva Maria” A
stranger may regard all this as hardly reconcil-
ablewith due reverence. It is, however, nothing
else than the natural outcome of the living faith
of these people, the sincere outpouring of the
heart. Tt is pre-eminently a grand public pro-
testation of a genuinely Catholic people, of belief
in Our Lady’s prerogatives, and of trust in her
intereession,

At ten o’elock High Mass was begun, a select
choir,including some notable singers from Rome,
assisting.  To secure silence during the ceremo-
nies, the village constable assumed his most
awe-inspiring air.  Whenever the private devo-
tion of an individual in the crowd was tempted
to give vent to its vehemence in sacred song, the
representative of Jaw and order straightway ad-
vaneced, sword in hand, and imposed a peremptory
silence.

About noon companies are re-organizing for
the return journcy. In the afternoon the crowd
becomes thinner and thinner, though a goodly
number remain in town over night. The leave-
taking at the shrine is a very beautiful and
touching sight. The entire party conies to implore
Our Lady’s blessing before departing. There isa
plaintive strain in their chanting of the Litany,
and many, in saying farewell, are moved to
tears. On passing out of the church they usually
go backwards from the altar to the door, then
fall into marching order, and set theiv faces
towards their distant homes.

The vast majority of pilgrims to Genazzano
are peasants from the country districts round
about. The ubiquitous cyclist is much in evi-
dence, however. The absence of railway com-
munication with the outside world cxplains the
comparative fewness of strangers, Railway facil-
ity would, no doubt, cause a greater influx of
outsiders, and promote material prosperity. Its
absence, however, has preserved to Genazzano
the beautiful religious customs perpetuated
through centuries of faith. There to-day the
stranger may witness the same strong and
simple faith, the same tender devotion to Mary,
as characterized and ennobled past ages.

Jades VEaLE, B.A.
North American College, Rome.

MOULDING GOLI’S MAN.

MOULDING GoD's MAN.

By A Past MUNGRET STUDENT.

L
Flow on, ye restless years,
Heave with cach wave;
Rocking to doubt and fears—
“Who is to save ™ ?
Soon must the voyage be o'er:
See, by the harbour bar
Gleams forth the beacon star,
Beckons the Pilot far
On to the shore.
11
Run on, ye fretful years,
Moody with strife ;
Breathing the breath that sears,
Smiling new life.
Yet, as your steps grow old,
Springtime of verdure rain,
Autumn of yellow wane,
Yielding the dues of grain,
Pay hundredfold.
Ir.
Work on, yve busy years,
Ply at the wheel ;
Temper the clay with tears,
Shape and anneal.
Fain would ye fashion me
Potsherd of vulgar make,
Metal to rust and break—
No—for the Master’s sake,
Gold must I be.
Iv.
Prove on, ye chast’ning years,
Test every vein,
While yet one flaw remains
In heart or brain.
Render the full accord
Of the mind rich with truth,
Of the blood strong with youth,
Of the whole man, forsooth,
Unto the Lord.
v,
Why should your plastic round
Through air or flood,
Darken the sky or ground,
Torture the blood ?
Run out your measured span,
Tracing the ordered line,
Op’ning the grand design
Unto the Day Divine,
Moulding God’s man,

ALUMNUS 86.
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U NIVERSITY ExasiNarions.—In the result
<4 of the Summer Examinations of the
2~ Royal University of ’98, Mungret Col-

lege more than vindicated its claim to the

highest place of all the Catholic Colleges .of

Lrcland, after University College, Dublin.

Its successes, in brief, were .—

Suceessful Candidates .. 40
IFirst-class Distinctions w3
Second-elass Distinetions ... 12
Number of Students who won
Distinetions ... v 1

JOIIN L. MCARTIY. B.A,

From the lists of the University successes
then published, it was clear that no Catholic
College in Ireland, except University College.
Dublin, could show all-round results equal or
even approaching to these.

As compared with the non-Catholic institu-
tions of the country, the success of Mungret has
heen still more remarkable. A writer in the
Freeman’s Journal of Monday, Angust 22nd, '98,
gives a full analysis of Catholic successes, and

|
\
|
|
'\

points out the injustice of the present distribu-
tion of public endowments. He then goes on to
say :— “ Note furthermore, that the success of
the Catholics is not confined to one particular
College, nor even to Dublin alone. We have found
at least one other Catholie College—Mungret
College, namely—with all-ronnd results superior
to the combined total of two richly-endowed
institutions.”

The high percentage of Passes is a further
proof of the thoroughness and efficiency of the
teaching.

In the examination for the B. A, DEGREE and
in the Sgconnp Arrs CoURsE, nine candidates
presented themselves, and Mungret has again
achieved the brilliant success of PASSING CENT.
PER CENT. OF 118 STUDENTS.  The names are:

B. A. Exayinarion—John L. MacCarthy.

SreonDd Arrs—Ionours Course—John Turner, Joseph
Stenson, Patrick Bresnahan, William Carroll, William
Moloney, John 11. Power.

Pass CoursE— Maurice Reddin, James G, Burke.

IN Fiest ArTs, cighteen presented themselves for
examination — FOURTEEN passed.  ITonours Course—
Patrick Turner, Francis . Fahey, Timothy O’Brien,
Michael Curley, Austin J. Hartigan, David C. Cronin,
Patrick G. Ennis.

Pass COUrSE — Daniel Daly, William B. O’Connor,
George 1. J. Horan, Richard C. Laffan, John . Power,
Patrick Burns, James I. Clifford.

In MATRICULATION, twenty-five presented themselves,
sEvENTERN passed,  Honeurs Course—Jerome OKeefle,
William V. O’Doherty, William Trwin, John R. Carey,
Edmund J. O’Neill, John J. Kelly, James Shiel, Gerald
V. Connolly.

P’ass CoursE—Joseph Horan, Richard Fitzharris, Fran-
cis O’ Farrell, Thomas F. Dalten, Michael Brady, E(!wnr(l
Moloney, James O’Connell, James S. Campbell, William
J. Kennedy.

DISTINCTIONS.

Ix FrrsT ArTs, Mungret secured One First Class and
Five Second Class Distinctions.

ExGLisH—TFirst Class Honours — Timothy O’Brien.
Second Class Honours—Michael Curley, Patrick Turner,
Auslin J. IHartigan.

LaTIN-—Second Class Honours—Francis P. Fahey.

Narurat Pinosorny — Second Class Honours—
Patrick Turner.

I MATRICULATION—Mungret secured One Exhibi-
tion, Two First Class Honours, Six Second Class Honours
— Exhibition—-] erome O’ Keeffe.

FrENCH—First Class ITonours—William V.O’Doherty,
Jerome O'Keefie.

LATIN—Sceond Class Honours — John R. Carey,
Edmund J. O’Neill.

ExcLisH—Second Class Honours — William Irwin
Jerome O'Keefie, William V. O’Doherty. John J. Kelly

VARITA.
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St. FrRANCIS XAVIER'S DAY was a great day
with us. At the First Gospel of the Missa Can-
tata, Fr. Rector, whom we all love to hear
preached the panegyrie of the Saint. Later o:;
we sat down to a sumptuous repast, and in the

evening, after Solemn Benediction, we adjourned
to the theatre.

THE Feast of the Immaculate Conception was
also celebrated with great splendour. It was
preceded, as usual, by a novena. On the day
itself we hod High Mass and a reception of
Sodalists.

out in the full and solemn manner usual in the
College.  Tr. Rector officiated as Celebrant at
the High Mass cach day, and presided at the
Office of Tenehre in the evening. Fr. P. Kane
preached the Passion sermon on Good Friday.

ON the Feast of St. Aloysins, June 21st, a very
tonching and impressive ceremony took place in
owr.College Church.  Fr. Andrew Killian, who
had just been ordained priest at Carlow, sang
L}m High Mass, with Ir. Rector as deacon, and
Fr. Forristal as sub-deacon.

Many of the hoys remembered Ir, Killian as

APOSTOLIC STUD?

For the Christmas holidays and Shrovetide
festivities we refer our readers o Qur Social
Gatherings.”

Ox St Patrick’s Day, Fr. Patrick Kane
preached an eloquent sermon at the High Mass.
And on Passion Sunday we celebrated with
great solemnity the twenty-fifth anniversary of
LEIO dedication of Ireland to the Sacred Heart.
F'r. Corish was the preacher on the occasion, and
very beautifully he put before us the history of
this dedication and the spirit which promptet it.

THE ceremonies of Holy Week were carried

NS, —1898.

school-fellow, and were overjoyed to hear the
clear, ringing voice, once so well known in the
choir, now chant the Sacred Mysteries from the
n'ltm' stone. After Mass, Fr. Reetor led Fr. Kil-
lian to the altar, and spoke to our hearts of the
sterling worth of our school-fellow, and of the
great dignity to which he had been raised. We
then approached the altar to receive, one by one,
the new priest’s blessing. It was a touching
ceremony, and we are not ashamed to confess
that we detected in the eyes of others the tear
we vainly strove to hide in ourown.

LarLy in June, John L. McCarthy, captain of
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the Lay Boys, was presented by his schoolfel-
lows with a valuable silver cup, in token of their
esteem. ITe had held the onerous post of cap-
tain for three years, and was now at the end of
his course at Mungret. .
In returning thanks, McCarthy spoke with
much feeling of the generous, docile and
brotherly spirit characteristic of Mungret boys,
of the self-sacrificing patience of the community
and of the pride he should through life con-
tinue to take in the welfare and the triumphs
of his alma mater. He concluded thus:—“ At
the moment we may hear the distant thunder
of the cannon and the cheers for the olive of
Spain, or for the Stars and Stripes. It is
fitting that we, too, should have our war cry.
Let it be—Long live Mungret, and this natu-
rally means—Long live our Rector with his
noble heart ; long live our prefect, so energetic
and so patient ; long live the community s0
zealous and so kind, and long live wishin the
walls of Mungret boys such as you, to be her
honour and her pride, and to carry her banner
to victory in every fight whether mental, phy-
sical, or moral.” )
John McCarthy took his B.A. degree in the
Royal University in October. Shortly after-
wards he left Ireland for Australia. John's
father, Dr. Charles McCarthy, is well known as
a man of great ability and G‘.YCCI)[ZIOHR]. .cqlt.ur_e,
and is- perhaps the most eminent physician in
Svdney. )
“Most sincerely do we wish our ex-captain
every success, and fondly do we hope that the
voice and pen of youthful promise may achieve
much hereafter in the noble cause of faith and
fatherland. .
DisTRIBUTION OF PrizEs.—On the evening
before going home for the midsummer holidays,
we assembled, as usual, in the great hall on the

KILKEE.
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ground floor for the reading of the report and
the distribution of the prizes to the preparatory
classes. Rev. Ir. Guinee, prefect of studies,
first read his report of the year’s work. A
prominent feature of it was the high encomium
he passed on the spirit of study which had pre-
vailed in the house during the preceding year.
The result of this spirit was afterwards partially
geen in the brilliant University successes.

In the gramwar classes the chief prizes were
won by In. O'Donaghue and W. Hyer in
1 Grammar; by C. Piler and T. Buckley in
1T Grammar ; and by T. Crook and M. Fitz-
gerald in III Grammar.

Rev. Fr. Rector then briefly congratulated us
on the work done, gave us some good advice as
to our conduct during the holidays, and con-
cluded by wishing us a very pleasant vacation
and a happy return with “ refreshed energy and
ruddier cheeks,” on the Lst of September.

PreEasaxT Davs.—Those of us who remained
in the College during the summer vacation had
some very pleasant cxcursions. Towards the
end of July we had an excursion by steamer
down the Shannon to Kilrush, from which we
went by train to Kilkee. The trip on the
Shannon was exquisite.  Decies vepetite placebit,
is more than true of our Mungret excursions on
that lordly river. We had several hours in
Kilkee ; bathed off the Duggerna rocks, in an
inlet, which we of Mungret have named ““Loyola
Creek ;” lunched in the amphitheatre; disported
ourselves on the Diamond Rocks, and climbed
Lookout Hill. We saw Bishop’s Island, and said
wesaw Hag’s Head.  'We wondered how anyone
conld tire of watching the veaseless dashing and
roaring and surging of the breakers as they
thundered against the base of the amphitheatre,
or rose foaming almost to our feet, as we stood
on the Diamond Rocks. Perhaps our pleasantest
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excursion, however, was a trip to Killaloe about
the middle of August. A drag, drawn by three
stalwart roadsters, took the whole party, exeept
five, who cycled to and fro. Some of the Fathers
of the community, of course, accompanied us ;
and two old Mungret boys, Willie O’Keeffe and
James Nunan, now the Rector’s guests as the
Rev. W. O’Keeffe, 8.J., and Rev. J. Nunan, D.D.,
rode the “glittering steed.” The weather was
ideal. We lunched beside Old Kincora, and we
thought—at least some of us did—on the story
of the great monarch who fell, in the arms of vie-
tory, far away, sharing the grave of his heroic
son and grandson on the glorious field of Clon-
tarf. The remains of Brian’s palace is about a
quarter of a mile north of the town. It is heside
the lake, at the foot of a magnificent hill, which
shoots up almost from the very brink of Lough
Derg. Werowed in the lake and bathed off the
boats.  We climbed the hill, and could see the
Shannon winding, through rich meadow and
grove, on to our own Limerick, which seemed to
rest peaceably a few miles from the foot of the
hill, nestling under the wood-covered mountains
which rose to the south-west. It was a day not
casily to be forgotten. Songs enlivened our
homeward drive, and we reached Mungret about
night-fall.

The Senior Apostolical students who had been
home for their holidays, returned to Mungret,
on August 22nd, for the Annual Retreat. Ifr,
Charles MecKenna, 8.J., Professor of Moral
Theology at Milltown Park, conducted the
exercises.

THE lay boys returned punctually on Septem-
ber 1st, and next day we had Mass of the Holy
Ghost and scholn brevis.

On September 7th three of our lay boys of
last school year—Austin Hartigan, Willic Ste-
phenson, and James O’Connell—entered the
Novitiate of Tullabeg for the Irish Province of
the Society of Jesus. May all three persevere
in their holy -vocation and live to celebrate their
first Mass in dear old Mungret

The usual three days retreat for the lay boys,
ending on Michaelmas Day, was this year con-
ducted by Fr. William OReilly, S.J. His
earnest manner and eloquens words wrought
much good. d

IMPROVEMENTS.—A small cemetery has been
tastefully laid out in the south-west corner of
the grounds. It is of semi-cirenlar form inclosed
by a concrete wall surmounted by a handsome
iron railing.

The upper corridor of the new building has
been adorned with many choice oil paintings on
religious subjects. One of them—the St
Jerome by Rotari, a master of the Venetian
school—is said to be of great value.

Report says that the College Church is soon
to be decorated on a grand scale.

AMONG our past students who visited us
during the ycar were the Rev. William O'Keeffe,
S.J., who was captain of the lay boys in the
years ‘91 and '92.  He entered the novitiate at
Tullabeg in September, 92, and on completing
his course of philosophy at Enghien in Belgium,
came back to Lrin. He spent a fortnight at
Mungret in August.

Dr. James Nunan, of whom a notice appears
in “Our Past,” spent a week with us in August,
and again paid us a farewell visit on the eve of
his departure for Florida in November. Else-
where we have spoken of Fr. Andrew Killian's
visit in June.

Fr. James Stenson paid us a short visit of
a couple of days on his way to Queenstown in
September-.

In October, Fr. Michael MeMahon, S.J., of the
Zambesi mission, passed a fortnight with us.

Among other visitors, Fr. Patrick Kane, S.J.,
was with us from February to the end of June,
and Father James Cullen, S.J., through the
month of September—each in search of health
and strength for work elsewhere. Ir. Daig-
nanlt, S.J., the procurator of the Zambesi
mission, paid us a short visit in the early summer,
Frs. O'Reilly, McWilliams, and Rochford, made
their annual retreat at Mungret.

W cannot refrain from publishing a few
extracts from the many touching letters that
came from past students on receipt of the first
number of THrE MUNGRET ANNUAL. A past
lay boy writes:—*“I am thankful for the
Annual. It has put me in a state of ¢ Wild
ixcitement’ I have not fel6 for wmany a
day.”

Another lay boy writes from London :—« Iy
revived many pleasant bygone memories of the
dear old alme maler. You may imagine how
many deep reveries, pleasant and sad, the
illustrations and allusions caused me. I look
on it as a great privilege of a kind Providence
to have spent my college days in Mungres.”

An Apostolical student of the very early
times writes from America:— For me espe-
clally it was a souree of great delight. Having
heard scarcely anything about Mungret for the
past ten years—my own fault, doubtless—it
was all the more welcome and enjoyable. My
spirit fled back in an instant and wandered
freely through every nook and corner, lingering
with pleasure on every scene, and conversing
with old companions now scattered over the
surface of the globe. What happy days these
were ! I may add that the Annual encouraged
me more than I can deseribe to fight the good
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fight, and so to live that old Mungret may not
blush——if she cannot feel proud—to have owned
me.” Taithful, huinble heart ! Mungret has no
need to blush for such children. They are the
brightest ornament in her erown.

Another writes also from America :—“1 am
confident that its genial pages will find a true
Irish welcome in the homes of all of Mungret’s
sons, and still more confident that the story of

untiring work, charity, and sacrifice, even to
death itself, which it depicts, will nerve to
higher efforts those of Mungret’s children who
shall read its touching sketches.”

Such cxtracts might be multiplied. But
though to the editors they are very music 1n
the ear, all of our readers may not have th_e
same interest, and we abstain from taxing their
patience further.

N.20..6.

SODALITY OF

WiLriam MOLONEY.
Epyvunp O’NEILL.
Janmps CLIFIFORD.

Secretary EpMuND O’NEILL.

Sacristan Parrick O'KANE.

Last year we briefly traced the history of the
Sodality from its cunonical erection in 1890.

In she election of Council for the year’97-98,
our popular captain, J. L. MecCarthy, B.A., was
chosen by Fr. Director for the responsible posi-
tion of Prefect, in the place of J. Tomkins, B.A,,
who had then entered the Society. Austin
Hartigan was made 1st Assistant and Secretary,
with W. Moloney and L. O’Neill in the respec-
tive offices of 2nd Assistant and Sacristan.

At the various clections for membership held
during the year, sixteen new members were
received, so that at the close of last term, of the
total number of students in the College, the
Sodality contained the unprecedented number
of forty-four members ! Considering the strict-
ness of the conditions necessary for membership,
this fact alone is a sufficient proof of the high
standard of piety for which the boys of Mun-
gret have ever been remarkable. _

Following the example of the previous year,

Prefect
st Assistant
2nd A ssistant

THE B.V.M.

three of our Sodalists from among the lay boys
entered the Jesnit novitiate last September.
Our esteemed prefect, having taken his degree
of B.A., lately sailed for his home in Australia.
T am sare all the Sodalists will concur with me
in wishing him a suceessful and brilliant carcer
“in that sunny clime beneath the Southern
Cross.”  T'wo other Sodalists have gone to dif-
ferent Leclesiastical Colleges to prepare for the
priesthood.

Our Sodality continues its onward progress,
and never had devotion to our Blessed Lady
decper root among the boys than at present.
We may hopefully look forward to the future
career of the Sodality. 7

The Apostleships of Prayer and Study are
still persevering in their good work. Devotion
to the Sacred Heart is every day becoming more
firmly rooted among our boys.  This is attested
by the ever increasing numbers who approach
the Altar on the first Friday of the month.

Seven boys suceeeded last year in obtaining
that envied distinction, the sixth and last
decoration of the Apostleship of Study.

Epmuxp O'NELL (1st Arts),
Sec. Sodality B V.M.

OUR SocIAL GATHERINGS.

¢ Dulee est desiperve in loco.”—HORACE.

first entertainment of the season was

] USICAL axp HistriOoNIC YEAR—The

&3 given on the Ieast of St Francis
Xavier, the 3rd of December.
PROGRAMME.
PART T.

PIANOFORTE DUET... “ Wocdland Flowers”.......Burns
Masters E. (’Neill and P. Burns.

SORG s iy ‘¢ The Better Land 7.....couvveiees Cowen
Master P. Kelly.
SONG .. eveeen ¢ Roses Underneath the Snow ”........ Banks
Master J. (F’Connell.
VIOLIN SOLO . vvvon S Irish Alrs e Barkley

Master W. McElligott.

SONG..... ¢ There is a Flower that Bloometh ”... Wallace
Master P. Burns.

OUR SOCIAL GATHERINGS. 5y

PART II,
Comedietic.
““HIS EXCELLENCY’S SECRETARY.”
Charocters

Steward (who is willing to oblige

everybody for a consideration) § Master T. Crook

Footman (slow, solemn, and stately)...
Sam Savoury (a cook noted for his sauce)

Master W. Curr

Master P. Kelly

Sir Geo. Courtiy(SpecwlAmbassadot:}' Master E. Molony

to Bombay)
Alderman Gayfore (Rich City Banker) Master J. Byrne

Charles Gayfore (his Son, determined
ongeltting to India by hook or by creat)

Harry Courtly (Sir George’s Son)

s Master C. Connolly

Master G. Perry
SCENE--Sir George’s Library.
GRAND FINALE :
“ God Bless Mungret.”

Paddy Kelly’s rendering of ““ The Retter Land *’ was
loudly and deservedly applauded. P. Burns made his
debat on the Mungret stage amid great applause. His
performance was loudly encored. In response he sang
““The Heart Bowed Down” with great expression,
James O’Connell sang well, but did not appear to be in
his usual good form, W. McElligott’s stirring Irish airs
roused the enthusiasm of all, and had to be repeated
again and again.

The success of the Junior boys last year warranted their
reappearance in a longer and more difficult piece. The
characters were admirably selected, and their acting sur-
passed our most sanguine expectations. P, Kelly played
his part remarkably well.  His witty and topical remarks
kept the audience in roars of laughter. J. Byrne and L.
Moloney sustained their old reputation in the respective
characters of Banker and Ambassador. Tom Crook sus-
tained the »ole of Steward in good style.

SECOND ENTERTAINMENT.

The entertainment on the eve of the Christmas holidays
took the form of a conecert and a very well acted farce.
““The Ilight of the Earls,” sung by P. Burns, was the
composition of ¢ne of the Fathers, adapted to a well-
known air. It was well given, but it was rather difficult
to catch some of the words.

J. Burke responded to an encore in ‘“(’Ryan, the
Poacher,” which was well received. The duet sung by
himself and . Burns was also well rendered. T. Buckley
might have put much more energy into Davis’s stirring
ballad.  P. Ielly’s songs in character were the items of
the evening. His topical song, ** I'se a-Goin’ in the
Mornin’,”” in which he made witty allusions to his ap-
proaching departure from his alme mater, evoked
thunders of applause, and was encored several timés.

Very few will disagree with us in saying that ¢ Slasher
and Crasher” was one of the best farces ever represented
in Mungret. The actors seemed to have studied their
several parts well, and threw themselves into their
characters body and soul. P. O’Kane’s impersonation of
the fiery dragoon left nothing to be desired. Ilis sudden
outbursts of passion actually sent a shudder throngh the
audience. The interviews between himself and the two
individuals after whom the piece is named, were very
finely acted. In point of humour, J. O’'Connell was

second to none. In the crafty, bragging, Crasher, it
would be indeed difficult, for one who did not know the
characters, to recognise our popular captain.
PROGRAMME,
PART I.

OPENING CHORUS,. ** Over the fields of clover ”....Giedel
Choir.

SONG.....°  The Flight of the Earls, A.n. 1607 7., ... —
Master P. Burns.

Master J. Burke.

P1aNoroRTE SoL0.. ¢ The Darkies’ Holiday ”...... Burns
Master E. O'Neill.

SoNG (in Character)—

“ Massa's sent a Tellygram ”...... Redmond
Master P, Kelly. .
Vocar Doer.. ¢ List to the Convent Bells”....... Blockley

Masters P. Burns and J. Burke,

SONG v The West’s Asleep™....o.il Dawis

Master T'. Buckley.

P1aNoroORTE DUET,. ¢ Washington Post” (March) Sowusa
Masters P. Burns and E. O’Neill.

SoxG (in character).. ¢ I’se a-Going in the Mornin’ .. Rea
Master P. Kelly.
PART II.
“SLASHER AND CRASHER.”
(A Farce in One Act.)

Mr. Benjamin Blowhard (a reti-
red Dragoon, with an irascible
temper and high notions of
valour) v

Mtr. Sampson Slasher (a sporting )
character, who ““takes a kick » Master J. O’Connell
as a compliment” ..,

Mr. Christopher Crasher (Presi-
dentofananti-duelling associa-
tion, whose courage is out- »Master J. L. McCarthy
stripped by his bragging and
cunning .

Lieut. Brown {of HI.M. Navy)....

Fred (Blowhard’s Nephew)

John (Blowhard’s Servant)

Master P. O’Kane

Master J, Horan
Master C. Connolly
Master F, McCarthy

SceENE—Blowhard’s Drawing Room.
FINALE :

““God Bless Mungret.”
The Choir.

THIRD ENTERTAINMENT.

Our kind friends, the Past Students of Jesuit Colleges,
re-visited us on Shrove Monday, and delighted us with a
larger and, if possible, more pleasing programme of music
than that of last year.

We take the following from the Munsier News of Feb.
26th, 1898 :—

““On Monday evening a party of gentlemen, past
students of Jesuit Colleges, gave a concert at the above
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well-known College, and afforded a most enjoyable even-
ing’s entertainment to the professors and students. The
party comprised vocalists and instrumentalists, whose
names are familiar to lovers of music in the South, and
the readiness with which all gave their services, at no

of the evening. This, however, could hardly be won-
dered at, considering the merit of each performance.

“ A word of s{jccial thanks is due to Mr. Hetreed, who

organized and conducted the concert, and to Mr. Tid-

MER. Ji P, HALL, SOLR.
MR. J. S. CAFFNEY, B.A. SOLR.

MR, . TIDMARSH,

MR. W, P. C. HETREED, D.1., R.I.C. MR. P. CRONIN,

MR. F. M NAMARA

MR. J. SPILL ANE,

OUR SHROVETIDE CONCERT PARTY.

little trouble and inconvenience to themselves, testified to
the esteem and affection in which they hold the Order in
whose colleges they have been educated. They were
listened to with great attention by an appreciative, if
somewhal exacting, audience, for encores were the order

marsh, to whose kindness and energy much of the success
was due ;3 whilst Messrs. Cronin and Mc_Namara, though
strongly pressed (and with reason) to aid a good cause
elsewhere, would not disappoint, the latter coming from a
distance to keep his promise,”

OUR SOCIAL
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PROGRAMME.
PART 1.
GrAND P1avororTE DUET.. “Tarantelle™.. V. Rubenstein
Messrs. W, P, Ietreed and J. Spillane.
BONG s i3 ‘¢ The Skipper’s Flag ”.............. Barri
Mr. I'rank McNamara.
““ A thing he had never done 1
before ™
Mr. James . Hall.

Comic SoNG

Vocal DuEeT...** The Larboard Watch”......... Williams

Messrs. P. Cronin and D. Tidmarsh.
SONG v w5 * The Two Grenadiers ”.......Schumann
Mr. James S. Gaffney, B.A.
VIOLINSOLO,..... ‘“ Fantasic Pastorale ”............. Siagelee

Mr. David Tidmarsh.

CoMIC SONG..........° Sister Mary ”......cooiviinnnnn. —_
Mr. W. P. Hetreed.

Humorous GLEE,.. *“ Mynheer Vandunek”......... Bishop
The Concert Party.

PART IL.

QUARTET .....“Go where glory leads thee” { Ariﬁjgfg 0.
Messrs. Cronin, Hetreed, Gafiney, and Tidmarsh,
SONGumsrnrin ““Queen of the Farth”,,... ...... Finsuti
Mx. Peter Cronin.

CoMic SoNG... I'm Not Myself At AUV, ———
Mr. James . Hall
SONG. o ¢“The Valley by the Sea”........ ... Adams
Mr. James S. Gaflney, B.A.

CORNET SOLO............. Selections from ** 11 Trovatore”
Mr. John Spillane.

SONG..., ‘COff to Philadelphia ™... ..., 5. Hayes

Mr. David Tidmarsh.

SoNG........ ““The Deathless Army ..., .. Zyetdre
Ir. Frank McNamara,

COMIC SONG...... ““The Toy Monkey ™. from the Geisha
Mr. W, P. Hetreed.
QUARTET....ovvoenn .. Good Night 7. Pinsuti
Messrs. Cronin, Hetreed, Gaffney, and Tidmarsh.
FINALE..............** Auld Lang Syne”............... —_—

Concert Party,

We take this opportunity of again expressing our sincere
gratitude to the above-named gentlemen for the delightful
evening’s entertainment they afforded us—many of them
at personal inconvenience. We hope their visit will become
a pérmanent featura of our gatherings.

FOURTH ENTERTAINMENT.
Last year we gave our opinion that plays such as

- Cardinal Wiseman’s *“ Hidden Gem,” should be of more

frequent occurrence.  Perhaps the Apostolics we reacting
on this advice when they worked so energetically to make
“If T were a King” a success. The piece, though long
and difficult, was produced in a very creditable manner.

T. Buckley sustained the role of the Shepherd King,
and notwithstanding his first appearance on the stage,
acted the most important, and by far the most difficult,
part of the drama, in a highly satisfactory manner. H.
Blackmore’s voice and action were well adapted to the
dignified character he impersondted. James Barry played
the part of Chief Shepherd fairly well.

The stage arrangements were perfect; no hitch oc-
curred to mar the beauty of the picce, while the scenery
and stage decoralions were very artistically selected.

PROGRAMME.

“IF I WERE A KING.”
(A Drama in Four Acts.)

Dramatis Persona.
Genaro (the Shepherd King)
Ferdinand (King of Naples) Master I1. Blackmore
Ruisco (cousin of the King) Master T. O’Brien
Don Gonsalvo (Spanish Ambassador) Master Joseph Corr

Master T. Buckley

Box,az]l)(ﬂ[a_]or Domo of the King’s | Master Frank Fahey
alace) .
Alberto (King’s son) Master David Cronin
Melchiore (a Courtier) . Master Michael Curley
Banquo (Overseer of the Shepherds) Master I, Turner
Cecato (Chief Shepherd)-... Master J. Barry
Stephano (Chief of Brigands) Master W. Carroll
Shepherds, Brigands, Courtiers, etc.
SYNOPSIS OF SCENES:
Act 1—Torest Scene near Naples.
Act 2-—Scene 1—Robber’s Cave. Scene 2—Torest Scene.
Act 3—Royal Court.
Act 4 Scene I—Forest Scene.  Seene 2z—Royal Hall,
Tneidental Music :

OVERTURE.....cvuvvenns g 1 Tl oot R —— Rossind
SHEPHERD'S CHORUSI.....m——..c00t treeiannne Offerbach
s s “Home”....... Master T. Buckley

BRIGAND'S Son

... The Outlaw ™., .. . Master J. Bourke
FINALE :
““God Bless Mungret.”
FIFTIH ENTERTAINMENT.

We now come to the last entertainment of the season,
given on the IFeast of our Patron Saint, the 17th March.
As usual, it consisted almost exclusively of Irish music,

P. Burns never appeared in better form. IHe sang
¢“The Minstrel Boy ” magnificently. In response to an
encore he again delighted us by singing *© When He who
Adores Thee” with great expression.  P. Turner’s recita-
tion was delivered in a real patriotic spirit.  James
O’Connell carried his andience with him in his comic
song. Never did he appear to greater advantage. D.
Kelly’s performance was loudly applauded.

Hayden’s Toy Symphony, though got up in a rather
hurricd manner, proved a great success. With a little
more practice, and a little less trumpet, it would have
been perfect. Some of the performers acquitted them-
selves very credilably. The violinists—after our redoubt-
able drummer, of course—deserve special mention.

PROGRAMME :

IRISH QUADRIELES s imiesivnsisssasvsanissnt o Farmer
: Piano and Violins.

SONG..c.ivviiininn . The Minstrel Boy 7., oo Moore
Master P. Burns.

VIOLIN SOLO......ev.u, “lrish Adrs e, Althaus

Master George Horan.
REcITATION., “The Blacksmith of Limerick”..,.. ... Joyce
Master P, Turner,

CoMIc SoNG......** Delaney’s Chicken ”... ........ weeney
Master J. O’Connell,
BONG ey Y Deat Band aeonennis O’ Hagan

Master Charlie McDermott.
PART II.
........................... Toy Symphony.................. Hayden
Allegro—DMinuet —Trio—Allegro.
Piano, 1st and znd Violins, Nightingale, Cuckoo, Quail,
Woodpecker, Bells, Trumpets, Triangle, Rattle, Drum.

SONG..vvveiiinennes ““The Exile’s Return ”......... Needham
Master P. Kelly.
SONE s CInnisfail @ . ..ol B LRams
Master T. Buckley.
Prano Soro...... ““Whispers from Erin”.......... Rockston

Master It. O’Neill.
SONG....vve . Who Fears to Speak of 98 7 ... Jugram
Master J. Burke.
{CoMIC SONG......... “Paddy Murphy”........coooenn.. Noréh.
Master J. O'Connell.
FINaLE
““ God Bless Mungret.”

These are the principal performances of the year.
Space will not allow us to notice the enjoyable divisional
entertainments held from time to time.

E. O’NEILL (1ST ARTS).
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ATHLETIC SPORTS.

COMMITTEE.

J. L. Mac CarTHIY.
W, MoLoXEY. T ke PEW -
J. Horax. J. CLIFroRrD.

Starter—]. CLIFFORD.
Timeleeper—J. KELLY,

HE appointed day for our Annual Sports was any-
thing but an ideal day for out-door exercise,
It was one of those dark days we are so often
favoured with in the beginning of April, when

winter seems to have returned once more. It was cold

and wet : dark clouds came rolling up the Shannon, then
seemed to rest a moment on the Cratloe Hills before they
swept down on us. But among the smaller boys some
were heard to say that we gained, not lost, by having the
appointed day wet, as we should then have another “*free-
day * for the Sports.

Next day we were more fortunate.  Tis true there was

heats.” In the former, Joe Heelan won a splendid race
amid great excitement ; and the enthusiasm was, perhaps,
greater when P. Turner won a slightly slower, but, per-
haps, more exciting race, in the Senior Apostolic Division.

Joe loran was certainly the best all-round man among
the Lay boys. His mile race deserves special credit, being
perhaps the best performance during the sports. Let us
hope that the duties of Seeretary will not prevent him from
giving an equally good display next Easter.  Joe Heelan’s
jumps were very creditable.

In the Second Club, Tom Cashin was too much for his
opponents, In fact the members of this Cluh were on
the whole very unevenly matched. Accordingly great
credit is due to the Sports Committee for making interest-
ing races out of such unproinising material.

In the Third Club, W. Coleman, P. Fallon, P.
O'Dwyer and P. Kelly divided the prizes between them.
W. Coleman’s half-mile was a surprise to many.

P. Bresnahan shone best among the Senior Apostolics,
with Frank Ilartin a very good second. IHartin’s mile

was really good, and since he was

100 YARDS—]OE HEELAN WINS.

a pretty cool eastern breeze ; but still the April sun shone
out inits fre-hness, and dispelled all traces of the preceding
day’s darkness. I need not say we enjoyed ourselves. It
would require too much space to give a full description of ihe
field, with its white tents and green flags. A book might
be filled with descriptions of the numerous amusements ;
while no amount of rhetoric however high-flown, no
simsilics however beaultiful, nor comparisons however care-
fully selected, no figure of speech in all Horace or Virgil,
could give an adequate idea of the choice dainties offered
for sale by a rising star, who must be nameless.

The running was good on the whole, and almost every
race was keenly contested. All the *“ hundreds” were
won on the tape. The finals in the First Club (Lay
Division) and the Senior Apostolics being almost *“ dead

not hard pressed, he may not have
displayed his full powers. The
jumping among the Apostolics was
far below their ordinary standard.

Among the Junior Apostolics,
Frank Fahey had by far the best of
the running, while in the jumping
and weight-throwing Tom O Brien
took the palm. Iahey ran every
race in first-class style, and in the
long races he seemed Lo come out
very strong towards the end.

On the evening of the second day
the most enjoyable part came on—
““Sack Races,” “Siamese Races,”
“Tug-of-war.” &c. The ¢ Tugs”
were amusing among the small boys,
but with the bigger boys they were
stiff and serious work, The Senior
Apostolics gave an excellent pull.

Some were seen relaxing their
hold from sheer exhaustion, but the
shouts of their comrades roused
them again, and this continued for
nearly five minutes - everybody
leaning on the rope. The ““ pull”
had to be repeated three times
before it was finally decided. The First Club gave an
almost equally good display, but the sides were not so
well balanced.

The Siamese races were very amusing. But the
Sack races were even more so, and a certain enter-
prising amateur photographer disclosed some truly
laughable items when he subsequently displayed some
“snapshots ” he took during the Siamese and Sack
races,

In the whole programme one item alone seemed un-
interesting, and that, one which might have been the best.
We refer to the Hurdle Races. Iew competed, and
fewer still finished. That should not have been so. No
race is so nice as the Hurdle, and none tends more to
muscular development.

ATHLETIC
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HIGH JUMP-—JOE HEELAN_CLEARS AND WINS.

We append the details :—
100 YARDS.--Lay Boys.
st Club--.1, J. Heelan; 2, J. Horan; 3, T. Pey.
Time, 11 secs.
2nd Club—1, T. Cashin; 2, E. Guilfoyle ; 3, W. Ilyor.
Time, 12 secs.
3rd Club—-1, P. Fallon; 2, P. Kdly: 3, . O'Dwyer.
Time, 12 1-5 secs.
Apostolics
Senior—1, P. Turner; 2z, M. Reddin; 3, F. Iarin.
Time, 11 4-5 secs.
Juniors —1, I, Fahey; =2, J. Ilchir; 3, T. O'Brien.
Time, 12 secs.
220 YARDS.—ZLay Boys,

3rd Club—-r1, . O'Dwyer ; 2, W, Coleman ; 3, P. Fallon.
Time, 78 secs.
A postolics.
Seniors—1, P. Turner; 2, F. Hartin; 3, P, Bresnahan.
Time, 04 secs. {
Juniors—1, T. O'Brien; 2, F. Fahey; 3, J. [Hehir.
Time, 68 secs.

ITavr Mg, —~Zay Boys.
1st Club—-1,.J. Horan; 2, P. Byrnes. Time, 2 min.

22 [-§ secs.
2nd Club—1, Patk. Fallon ; 2, T. Cashin. Time, 2 min.
0 secs,
3rd Club—1, W. Coleman ; 2, P. Fallon, Time, 2 min.
29 secs.
Apostolics.
Seniors—1, IF. Hartin ; 2, R. Fitzharris. Time, 2 min.
30 2-5 sees.

Juniors—1, ¥, Iahey; 2, T. O'Brien. Time, 2 min.
42 4-5 secs.
120 Yarps HurpLE.—Zay Boys.
1st Club—1, T. Pey; 2, P, Walsh. Time, 21 1-§secs.
2nd Club—r1, C. Connolly; 2, W. Hyor. Time, 22
4-5 sccs.
A postolics.
Seniors—1, P. DBresnaban; 2, W. Carroll. Time,
20 2.5 secs,
Juniors—-1, D. Cronin; 2, J. Hehir. Time, 20 1-5 secs.
Hicu Jumr.—Zay Bays.
15t Club—\Won by |. Heelan : height, 5ft. gin.
2nd Club—Won by J. O’Connor : height, 4ft. 6in.
3rd Club—Wen by P. Kelly ; height, 4ft. 7in.
Apostolics.
Seniors—-Won by P, Bresnahan 5 height, sft.
Juniors—Won by T, O'Brion ; height, 4ft. 7in.
LoxG JuMmre.—Zay Boys.
1st Club--Won by J. Hee'an ; distance, 191, 1in.
2nd Club—Won by T. Cashin ; distance, 16ft.
3rd Club-—Won by P, FFallon ; distance, 16(t. 6in.
A postol cs.
Seniors—Won by W. Kennedy ; di-tance, 171t gin.
Juniors—Won by T, O'Brien ; distance, 17ft.

st Club—r1, P, Walsh; 2, J.
Horan ; 3, P. U'Kane.
Time, 26 1-5 sec.

znd Club-—1, T. Cashin; 2, W.
Hyor ;5 3, E. Guilfoyle.
Timz, 28 1-5 sees.

3rd Club—1, W. Coleman; z, I’
O’Dwyer ; 3, W, M‘Llli-
gott. Time, 32 secs.

Apostolics.

Seniors--1, I'. Bresnahan; 2, I\
Hartin ; 3. P. Turner.
Time, 23 secs.

Juniors — 1, F. Fahey ; 2, T.
O'Rrien; 3, D. Cronin.
Time, 29 2-5 secs.

440 YARDS.—Zay Bays.

1st Club—r, J. Ioran; 2, IL
Keller ; 3, I O'Kane.
Time, 62 sccs.

2nd Club—1, Patk. Fallon; 2, T,

Cashin ; 3, G. Fitzgerald.
Time, 68 secs.

THE MILE—JOE HORAN ‘‘ COMING THROUGH.”
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SninGing tHE WEIGHT (3561bs) with follow.
Lay Boys.
15t and 2nd Clubs—Won by T. Pey; distance, 22(t. 6in,
i Apostolics.
Seniors—Won by W. Kennedy ; distance, 21ft 6in.
Juniors—Won by T. O’Brien ;-distance, 2oft.
ONE MILE.—Zay Boys.
1st and 2nd Clubs—1, J. Heran; 2, Patk. Fallon; 3,
C. Shaw. Time, 5 min. 3 secs.
Apostolics.
Seniors—1, F. Hartin; 2, P. Bresnahan; 3, P. Turner.
Time, 5 min. 7 secs.
Juniors—-1, F. Fahey ; 2,]. Carey. Time, § min. 40 sccs.
Turowine THE CRICKET BALL.—Zay Boys.
1st and znd Clubs—Won by J. Horan ; distance, 104 yds.
Apostolics.

Seniors—Won by M. Reddin; distance, go yards.
Juniors-—Won by T. ()’Brien ; distance, 87 yards.

!

. HANDBALL.

The proficiency displayed at the ‘handball tournament
was not very encouraging for lovers of that game. There
might have been a few good games if Dame Fortune had
been more gracious in the drawing of partners. Yet
Herbert Keller and Jerome ()’Keeffe showed some very
good play-in the finals.

In the first round there was nothing very brilliant.  In
the second round matters improved.  There was a very
good match between T Lynch and E O’Neill v. O’Keefte
and ‘Laffan. The latter pair won. Keller and Fallon
had a very hard fight for their match in the third round,
but won after a close contest.

In the finals, consisting of three matches, O'Keefte and
Laffan were pitted against Keller and Fallon. - The
burden of the play fell on O’Keeffe and Keller. © O’Keefte
played with more judgment, and availed of the few
opportunities he got.  But Keller was stronger and playing
a steady high game, finally tived O’Keeffe oat. Of the
three games ' Keelle won the second. Keller won the
other two—thus securing the medals which he certainly
deserved.

CRICKET.

CAHLE opening of the season was seriously interfered
i with by the rain, on account of which it was im-
possible for a time to make use of the regular
ground, which was in a very soft condition.
Higher ground had meanwhile to be resorted to, where
the eye was got into practice and the biceps into training,
until it was possible to return to our old field of contest.
When we did so, we found the extension of the enclosure,
which had been made since the previous season, a great
improvement. All the clubs of the First and Second
Divisions were now able to have their practice nets within
the enclosure, which meant for the newly-admitted less
trouble and better ¢ pitches ™’ than they were accustomed
to formerly ; while the hard hitters were rendered less
dangerous by being esconced within double-wing nets,
which obviated the danger to the person from swiftly-
flying balls.

When we had fairly scttled down to work it was found the
prospects of the season were satisfactory,  There were the
materials of a good team, and we had a couple of acquisi-
tions amongst the community who imparted great strength
to the batting and bowling departments, and indeed, to
cvery branch of the game. Although only five of the
previous year's eleven were available, the candidates for
the vacancies were promising.  With McCarthy, Pey,
Moloney, and Clifford to support the batting, and Horan
and Tey for the bowling, the remnant of the previous
season’s team formed a good nucleus ; while the progress
of the season marked out the eventual selections for the
vacant places. T. Lynch proved good behind the wickets,
as well as being a promising bat with nice style, H.
Keller plays nicely, but, being a little late in his strokes,
does not always score as well as his efforts and style
deserve, This defect, however, will be remedied by
practice. J. O’Connell showed that he could be as steady
as a rock when he liked, as well as make some runs when
there was need. C. McDermott has good hitting powers,
and when he plays with caution does well. Iie proved a
very cfficient bowler. J. O’Keeffe was useful with the bat
and in the field, while P. Ryrnes justified the choice that
was made of him as twelfth man in the cut matches, by
fielding well and knocking up some runs. The most
prominent piayers of the season were—T. Pey, who
headed the batting averages with 50°5 to his credit, the
number of times he was ““not out ” helping considerably
to bring the figures up so high. He hits with great power
round the field, but is especially strong when hitting to

U
)

leg, J. McCarthy came next. At times he gave a very
nice display, his cutting being particularly clean and
good. C, McDermott also did well, his long-field hitting
deserving notice.  Of the bowlers—speaking without the
aid of analyses, which were not well kept—]. Horan was
perhaps the most successful.  T. Pey was next in merit,
while C. McDermott also showed to advantage. Ameong
the Apostolics Burke was the premier bowler, with Red-
din a good secend, while W. J. Carroll gencrally dis-
tinguished himself with the bat.

The first match of particular interest was that between the
Eleven and the Community, when the latter had to sub-
mit to defeat; but it must be admitted that more than half
their team was composed of members who had had no
practice during the season.

The advent of the *“ Old Boys” for their match was
locked forward to with much interest, and though up to
the last moment it seemed as though it would be difficult
to get sufficient of them together for a team, as the notice
given was scmewhat shorl, yet when the day came, in
spile of a very threatening morning, the full number
turned up, and more would have been present were it not
for the heavy rain that fell in the early part of the day.
The match was a very enjoyable one, especially as the
Past showed to better advantage than they did the pre-
vious year, and had they but been practising together for
a little time beforehand, they would have given the
Present no small difficulty to secure victory. Subjoined
are the scores 1 —

PAST.

T. Roberts, b Horan

J. Bergin, b Horan

M, Spain, ¢ Pey

P. Kerin, b Pey

W. O’Keefle, b Pey

R. Stephenson, ¢ Horan

C. Stephenson, b Horan

T. Kelly, b Horan

I’. Ryan, b Horan

J. Purcell, run out

M. Sheehy, not out

C. Edwards, run out
Byes
Wide Balls

MO ~00NMKNOO0O WD O~

Total e

s
(=]

CRICKET. 63
PRESENT.
W. James, b Roberts . 15 our defeat. It may be remembered that in the month qf
J. McCarthy, b Bergin ... 3 June one of the popular magazines had an article, by 1.
T. Pey, not out . 36 W. Gilbert, on the intricacies of bowling, and tl_]e various
H. Keller, run out .. 3 methods of getting ** break,” ““spin,” and ** twist” on to
J. O’Keeffe, b Roberts ... 1 a ball when being delivered. The leader of our opponents
J. O’Connell, b Bergin ... 2 had a few days before tl'}e ma_tch, in the coursg-of a rail-
J. Horan, c and b Roberts I way journey, perused this article, and determined to try
W. Moloney, 1 b w, b Spain 2 and put its suggestions into effect on the occasion of the
J. Clifford, b Spain o match ! This he did with no small success. But we
C. McDermott, ¢ Spain I must let his letter speak for itself, while recommending
T. Lynch, b Spain 4 those who have not seen the diagrams there referred to,
E. O’Neill, ¢ Spain 4 to look up the number of the magazine in question, in
Bye I which they appeared.

e “ My Dear Captain,

Total s 3 Tt may possibly interest you and the members of your

The next match was that against past students of the
Jesuit Colleges, and here we met with a somewhat unex-
pected reverse. The tide of success against this team had
so steadily rolled in our favour for the last few years, that
the result scemed to be regarded somewhat in the light of
a foregone conclusion. But our anticipations were not to
be realised ; we suffered defeat in the first innings. Both
innings of the College team were an illustration of the
glorious uncertainty of the game, as on both occasions
the best bats were out for a very few runs, barely double
figures, while those who were least expected to do much
were mainly instrumental in bringing the score to a re-
spectable total, That the match was, in spite of the
defeat, an enjoyable and exciting one, is not to be gain-
said, for the closeness of the contest lent additional in-
terest to the struggle, and we hardly grudged our
opponents their victory after their long tide of ill luck.

MUNGRET COLLEGE.
1st Innings. 2nd Innings.

W, James, run out 1 b ]J Spillane 4
T. Pey, b M. Spain ... 4 b Spain... M (s
J. McCarthy, b J. Spil- ¢ O'Mara, b J. Spil-
lane .., TR lane ...
II. Keller, b J. Spillane o b J Spillane ... axe
J. O’Connell, ¢ T. Kelly ¢ Spain, b J. Spillane... 13
b Spain e 2
J. O’Keeffe, b Spain .., o ¢ McDonnell, b Spain.. 4
J. Horan, b Spain ... 19 ¢ McDonnell, b J. Spil-
lane ... 1

C. McDermott, b J. Spil- ¢ O’Gorman, b.él)aill .26
lane ... . 8
E. O’Neill, not out ... o b Spain... v O
T. Lynch, b J. Spillane o ¢ O’Gorman, bSpain... 2
P Byrnes, b J. Spillane.. 2 not out ... s 5
Extras wi T Extras Lo 11

-

Total s B2 Total v 1O

PAST JESUIT COLLEGES.
1st Innings.

W. McDonnell, b Pey ... wew TN
T. O'Gorman, b Pey ... s IT
M. Spain, run out :
J. Spillane, b Pey -
J O’Mara, ¢ James, b Pey
L. Kelly, b McDermott
F. McNamara, 1 b w, b McDermott
T. Kelly, run out
W. Hetreed, b McDermott
M. Egan, not out
G. Spillane, b MeDermott

Extras ... v

-

-
WD

Total ... 6
One interesting feature in connection with this match
was the receipt, a few days later, by the College Captain
of a letter from the Captain of the visiting team, in which
he kindly undertook to draw our attention to the cause of

~T ‘ OO O

XI to glance at the accompanying diagrams, I came
across them within the past week, studied each carefully,
and tried them for the first time on Saturday. On calm re-
flection, perhaps it was not a fair thing to take such an
advantage, and I now send them to you, with the hope,
however, that you won’t use any ‘of the ©treble spins’ at
our next match. Appended you have the different ‘spins’
marked with which I obtained wickets. .

T would call your special attention to the ball that
took W. James's wicket in the second innings (a & f).
This, when properly delivered (a by no means easy task),
is fatal to Ranji himself ! !

¢“ The one that took your own wicket (6 ¢¢) is also a
most puzzling ball.

¢ Hoping that our next match may be as pleasant and
exciting as Saturday’s, and with best wishes for your
success at the Exams. Yours, etc.”

Then follows a description of the various balls with
which the writer secured wickets, we suppose, with
apologies to the author of the article referred to.

FirsT INNINGS,

¢ J. McCarthy (2 ce¢). One of the two most difficult
to play of the ® weble spins.’

“ . Keller (¢ f) curls from leg and shoots. This,
when sent down after b & /, is almost always suc-
cessful,

“ C. McDermott {@ 7). Fully deseribed by Gilbert as a
“terrible ball to play.’

“T. Lynch (6¢). This is generally effective when
used as the last ball of an over.

¢ P Byrnes (a ¢ ). A most deceplive spin.  The Tall
assumes an oblong shape (the batsman fancics).

SECOND INNINGS.

W, James (@ & f). This is most trying on the
howler’s wrist, but is far more so on the batsman’s
temper. At one moment the ball seems to be
coming in from the ‘off’; at another from ¢leg,’
until finally it curls round the bat, and reaches the
middle stump off the pads. A truly marvellous ball,

¢ McCarthy (4 &). The 4 ¢ ¢ spin was again tried, but
being unsuccessful this time, 6 & was sent down, an
apparently simple, but very ¢ tricky * ball.

“ Keller (@ & ¢). This is a very fatal spin.  Two balls
are generally seen by the batsman, and sometimes
by the bowler, too !

¢« (FConnell (¢ ¢). This ball seems to hang in the air,
fascinating the batsman. He is rudely awakened
by the sharp click of the bails.

¢ Horan (6 ¢ /). With a good pace on, this is utterly
unplayable.”

Another match, the return to the one we have just been
speaking about, was to have come off in September, and
we were quite ready and willing ; but the recognised
organiser of the visiting team was away somewhere taking
a much-needed holiday, and was only discovered when
the football season was about to be opened.

Among the new arrivals who came in September there
is some promising lalent for next season’s work.
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FOOTBALL.

(0 o
g}hli’[‘r\lh LY the outlook at the commencement
=18
R

of last year’s season was anything but promising,
as, besides others, five of the previous year’s
eleven were gone, of whom notably we missed

‘Peter Gannon and ¢*Johnnie” Larkin, who helped so

much to equalize matters in the last inter-divisional
match (Lay boys z. Apostolics) which had taken place.
James Tomkinsg's presence was also missed greatly
from the touch line, his ““throw in* of the Lall being
always considered as good as a free kick for his side.
But although amongst the new material there could not
be found two such brilliant players as Gannon and

such a contest will be rémoved ! The inter-class matches,
however, were a decided success.

The previous year First University were invariably
successful, but this season they did not hold their own.

In the Lay Division the great match was * Matric 2.
The House.” T. Pey, always a dangerous opponent,
on behalf of the ** Matric ™ classes, issued a challenge to
the other classes, which was immediately taken up for the
rest by J. McCarthy. The day came, and ‘¢ Matric,”
contrary to expectations, won a rather easy victory by 3
goals to nil. It is hard te imagine the interest centred in
the return match, when McCarthy, not willing to give in,

P. WALSH, P. BY RS T.

J. O'KEE

FOOTBALL TEAM 1898-90.

Larkin, yet, taken as a body, the new additions proved
themselves well capible of forming a team equally as
strong as that of the previous year. Some also of those
whowere advanced from the Second Divisionshowed them-
selves quite worthy of the promotion, especially J. Kelly,
who is this year the * forward” of the right wing, and
W. Irwin, who has more than once distinguished himself
amongst the *“ backs.”

No Inter-Divisional match took place during the season.
We had hopes for a long time of showing some Limerick
football team what Mungret men could do; but in this
we were ultimately disappointed. When may we hope
that the difficulties which at present stand in the way of

PEY,

J. SCANLAN J. POWER. J. KELLY,
J. HORAN. W, MOLONEY (capt). J. CLIFFORD, T.LYNCH. 5

and attributing defeat to overcrowding of the field, asked
to have the mateh played with the regular number, eleven
aside. The ¢ Matric” representatives, not in the least
afraid to risk their former victory, consented, and alter a
most interesting contest, won for the second time through
pure determination, by the narrow margin of a goal, the
score being 2 to 1. We must not omit to mention that in
both these matches the Professor of Honours © Matric ™
gave willing and most able assistance to his class.

The next match in point of importance was that in which
the combined representatives of Cork and Limerick
appeared in opposition to the rest of the club, when an
old Limerick forward—]. Turner—succeeded in putting 2

OBITUARY. 65

goal: to the credit of his county, while the opponents
could only manage to get in one. Dut, perhaps, greater
energy than in the Class or County Match was displayed
in the Annual Patrick’s Day Match, which, besides the
honour attached to victory, carries with it the meed of
creature comforts for the victors,  In connection with this
match, it must be mentioned that on this occasion the
conquerors received the *“ promised reward.”

Throughout the season J. McCarthy and T. Pey were
distinguished for their play among the *forwards®™ ;
while J. Clifford and T. Lynch were prominent among
the ““backs ”; and J. Power acquitted himself with
credit in the goal.

Among the Apostolics, no single class had the hardi-
hood to oppose the “ House,” presumably for a good
reason, but Second University and Matric z. the House
furnished a good match. The famous Munster z. House
match was played on several occasions, especially during
the Xmas vacation; each time the Munster men were
successful,

Although as we have said no great match took place
within our walls, the outside world furnished us with a
rare treat in the form of a Rugby International Match.
Ireland z. Wales was played at Limerick in the Spring,
and we were fortunate enough to witness the game. 1
hope the adjective will not hurt the feelings of some ardent
patriots who were inflamed with wrath at Ireland’s defeat !

For some time after this great event there was a
decided tendency to indulge in a little extempore Rugby,
ITowever the new fever died out by degrees, and Associa-
tion again reigned supreme.

A word of praise is due for the good form and great
cnergy which was displayed in carrying on the game
throughout the season. Now yet another season has
come upon us, and gives every prowise of rivalling, if not
outshining, that which we have just been dealing with.

OBituary,

TERTY, ScuoL. 8.]J., Aug, 23, 1898,
OHN DOHERTY, 5 S \ 3, 1898

Joux DounerTY was born on the 13th of October,
1874, near Kanturk, Co. Cork. In the year 18go he
entered the Apostolic School, Mungret, for the New
Orleans mission. He made his noviceship at St. Stanislaus’
College, Vineville, Macon, Georgia, and died of con-
sumption, after three years of patient suffering, at St.
Charles’ College, Grand Coteau, La., on August 23rd, 1898.

In announcing the death of this pious young religious,
we cannot do better than transcribe part of a letter written
to owr Fr. Rector by a fellow-student of John’s, who accom-
panied him to America, and was with him at the ead :—

¢ John Doherty was one of a band of four who, six years
ago, bade a long farewell to Mungret to set out for the
scene of their future labours beneath the blue, sunny sky
of these Southern States. Little did we then dream that
death was so soon to deprive us of him whom we had
already learned to love. But such are the inscrutable
ways of Providence.

““ Some chosen souls have hardly entered on the battle-
field of life when they are called by the Master to the
reward which others atlain only after long years of toil.

““ Noble, generous souls ! Their stay on earth is short,
but it is enriched with treasures of holiness.

¢ Such was the privilege of our beloved brother. Con-
Ssumpmatus in brevi explevit tempora mulla.

““ They who lived with him in these happy days he spent
in dear old Mungret can never forget the quiet, gentle,
unassuming manner, which never failed to win the affec-
tion of those with whom he came in contact.

‘¢ His life was peaceful and joyous, but far more so was
his death.

¢ As his brethren gathered round him to commend his
soul to the great God, to whom he had so nobly con-
scerated his young life, time seemed to'glide imperceptibly
into eternity.  His end was like the sweet slumber of a
babz who falls aleep in its mother’s arms.”
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REV. JOHN DOHERTY, S.J.

May he rest in peace ; and may we, who looked upon
the bright innocence of his boyhood, be found worthy to
die, like him, the death of the just, (R.L.D.)

EXCHANGES.

We beg to acknowledge with thanks the
following :—

Al Hallows Awnnual, Alma Mater, Annals
of St Anthony, Castleknock College Chronicle,
Clongownian, Creséent College Review, Dial,
Fordham Monthly, Georgetorwn College Journal,
FHoly Cross Purple, Mangalore Magazine, Notre
Dame Scholastic, Sacred Heart Collegian, Tama-
rack, The Xavier, Zambesi Mission Record.

Littie Annals of St Anthony.—We have received an
advance copy of the * Little Annals of St. Anthony.”
It is a most attractive little volume, with well-executed
illustrations, and, containing names of such well-known
writers as Rev. F. Finn, S.J., and Rosa Mulhoiland,
should command a wide circulation. The * Annals”
may be procured for the modest price of 6d. (post free
8d.) from the office, 14 Temple Street, Dublin. We wish
itsell and the good work it promotes every success.
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UNIVERSITY COLLEGE, MUNGRET.

wi=—+ PROSPECTWUS. =%

The Jeswit Fulhers, who have the managemendt of this College, seek, above all things, to educate the
DPupils in the principles of the Catholic Religion, and to habituate them o the failhful observance of its
precepts.  Special attention is paid o the dmprovement of manners and the formation of charucier,

In the higher classes the cowrse of studies is specially arvanged lo propare the students for the
Muatriculalion and other Examination in Avts, veguived for the degree of B.A., in the Royal University.
In these Examinations Muneret has lntely tuken a high place among the Colleges of Ircland. A large
nagmber of the Students have obinined Honowrs and Exhibitions, and several have received the University
Degree of Buchelor of Arts.

In the Preparatory School the younger, or less advanced boys, ave thoroughly grownded in Clussics,
French, English, and Mathematics.

The College is beouttfully and healthfully situaled on o gentle eminence, « bittle lo the south of the
Shannon, and less than three miles west of the City of Limerick. A splendid swew wing, copable of accom-
modaling « hundred Pupils, and some other importont additions have lafely been erected at the cost of
£13,000.  There ave several spacious, well lyhted, and well ventilated dormitories, lecture halls, and class
rooms.  Also lavatories and bath rooms, constructed on the most improved principles.  The Natwral
Philosophy Department has o very lorge and valucble collection of instruments.  In addition to the play
ground and cricket field, there is an extensive ambulacrum for exercise and games in wel weather.

The Superiors will af anee vesign the churge of any pupil who seriously violates the Inles of the
College, or whose general conduct, or neglect of study, is such as to afford no reasonadle hope of amendment
or Progress.

The Acodemic Year consists of about ten months, beginning eurly in Seplember, wnd ending about
the Ist July, There are two short vacations, af Christmas and Fuoster, and during the former of these
intervals no pupil is allowed to vemain in the College.

Punctuality in veturning on the appointed days after vacation is required wnder poin of being
refused re-adimission. Lhose who enter during the year, or leave for just cause before ils conclusion, pay
proportionately for the time they are in the College ; but as a vule no one will be veceived for less than half
a year.

The Penston 15 £30 o Yeor, payable half yearly in advance.  Two pounds yearly uve paid for
washing. Al necessary books and stationery are provided by the pupils at their own expense.

Each pupil wrll bring with him at least two suits of clothes, a greal coat, sic shivts, esght pairs of
stockings, cight pocket handlerchiefs, siz towels, three puirs of sheets, four pillow cuses, three night shirls,
three pairs of strong boots, two pairs of slippers or house shoes, two hats or caps, and a furnished dressing-
case.

Purther particulars may be had on application to the Rector:
Tue Rev. Vincent Byrng, S.].

Mungret College, Limerick.

ADVERTISEMENTS. 4’5 8 f {"“J ,{

Johnston’s <
' Umbrellas.

Enormous Variety of Choice Goods.
Prices, 1/- to £5.

Q@) ELEGANT, USEFUL, DURABLE.  NO BETTER PRESENT.
Umbrellas made to order in Forty Soldeas /7 RE-COVERING (Equal to New).
Minutes. \ Prices, 1/- to 21/-.

IMPORTANT to COUNTRY CUSTOMERS.

Umbrellas may be sent by Parcel Post to be
Re-covered or Repaired.

2

X 14

PATTERNS ON APPLICATION.

Umbrellas being Re-covered have Sticks Re-
polished, Furnishings Renewed, and New Tassels
added, without extra charge.

REPAIRS SKILFULLY EXECUTED. Telegrams: © Fmbrella, Belfast.” Telephone No. 720,

31 HIGH STREET, BELFAST (0nly Address in Ireland).

AND AT NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE.

SPECIAL VALUE & CHASTE JEWELLERY.
BEAUTIFUL IRISH GOODS FOR PRESENTS.

Signet Ring in g ct. Gold, Hollow,
this design, 5/6, 6/6, 7/6; Solid, 21/-
15¢ct. 30/- ; Cross or Crest on stone
from 2/6 to 5/- extra
Set with Shannon stone, if ordered.
The Columbia Gold Ring, with
Dove on top, only 4/6, NEw. A
beautiful present for lady.
Beautiful Gaelic Namne
Brooch, with any name
in Irish letters, Silver, 3/-
Gold front, 5/6; Solid
Gold, 18/-
Other Name Brooches,
from 1f-; with Sham-
rocks and Harp, 1/6;
with Round Tower and
Shamrocks, 2f-

—

..Shamrg?}(;Sg:;).lrvfcinh-m Gold Wish-Lone Shamrock Pin,

Gold, 8/6 and 10/6

$
>
<

Cross in Solid Silver, 1/6;
Gold, from 66

Locket with Cross, all Gold,

from 7/6; with Cross set in

Pearls, Emeralds, or Rubics,
10/6

Celtic Crosses in Gold, from
8/6

ANY ARTICLE SENT POST FREE TO ANY ADDRESS ON RECEIPT OF PRICE.
MANUFACTURED BY

WIGHTMAN & CO., "Sieceissneer,” BELFAST.

_ N.B,—We have procured some beautiful stone from the Banks of the Shannon and are making Crosses of
it size of above Cross, 1/6 with Silver mounts, 4/6 ‘with Gold mount ; Hearts, 1/6 and 4/6. By post on
approval on receipt of the price.  These are Genuine Souvenirs of the Locality. [See adwt, at end of book.
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2 ENGRAVING v
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For all Illustrative and Advertising purposes executed with Neatness and Despatch by

LEWIS & McDOWALL,
PRACTICAL X-RAY PHOTOGRAPHERS

AND PROCESS ENGRAVERS.

Works: 64 Great Strand Street, Dublin.

) A p o T I & —
e B I AN

Works Divector : MILFORD LEwWIS. Business Manager @ 1TARRY 1. MceDowarr,

SPECIALITIES : Interior and Exterior Photography ; Three-Colour Photo-Chrome Blocks.

-+ Sketches and Drawings made by Special Staff of Artists. S

O’CALLAGHAN St Vincent's Sckeol,
GLERIGAL TAILOR. Dunmanway, (o. Cork

-—-—5’.%@#71 —

xdx
g 6[[ 1S School is conducled by the Sisters o
CUT  Charity, who aim at giving their Pupils
FIT a thorough Efz‘grlx'.f& education.
FINISH The Course of Instruction includes the
English and French Languages, Music, Singing,
ﬁf{, and Drawing, Painting, and Type- Writing.
All Cloths Guarantesd rMe VERY MODERATE.
ﬁé Gt

For further particulars apply to
THE SISTER SUPERIOR.

Lower Catherine Street.

- ADVERTISEMENTS,

CLERIGAL TAILORING

«J IN ALL ITS BRANCHES. D~

FIT AND FINISH GUARANTEED

IRISH, SCOTCH, AND WEST OF ENGLAND GOODS SPECIALLY
SELECTED FOR COLOR AND QUALITY.

ESTABLISHED 1872.

J.+d.« DELANY.

125 GEORGE STREET
LIMERICK.

HENRY WHITEHEAD,

THE ONLY PRACTICAL

Tubular Pneumatic
ORGAN BUILDER [N [RELAND,

(ESTABLISHED IN DUBLIN IN 1861),

Begs to announce to intending Purchasers and the trade, that in order to gain greater
ﬁmhly of export, and improved means of inter-communication, he has decided upon a
change of localily for his Organ Factory, His address in future will be—

35 THE /V\Al_l_ WATERFORD.

QObtained TWO Fxrst-class Medals and TWO Certificates for Hydraulic Organ Bellows Blowing.

H. WHITEHEAD wishes to call particular aitention to his improved Tubular Pneumatic Organs, which can bz seen
and tested at the above address by appointment. The keyboards can be taken to any part of the church, at a distance of
4oft. from the organ (repetition instantaneous), at the lowest pressure of wind, . WHITEHEAD'S Tubular Pneumatic can

¢ be put to any old organ or action organ without reconstructing it. Repairs and Tuning by yearly contracts, Organs in
A i i

Stock from £40 to £8oo.
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BENBTFINK & eo.

Catalogues sent.p.ost free. Th e G re at >
N Athletic Outfitters.

Complete Outfits

and every Requisite for
Cricket, Croquet, Tennis,
Swimming, Cyecling, Golf, &e.

IMMENSE STOCK KEPT.

A )
! LOWEST LOWEST
NET NET
ASH ' oSy
PRICES. PRICES,
pangrms Gatalogues
POg Do

fres.

Complete Outfits
and every Requisite for
Football, Running,
Hockey, Lacrosse, &¢., &c

CHESS DRAUGHTS &c., &c.

107108 89, 90 Cheapside, LondonEC

ADVERTISEMENTS.

OUR SPECIALTY:

- “INVALID - WAFERS”

-<
N s ae (REGISTERED.)

LIGHT,
CRISP,
DAINTY,
DELICIOUS.

STRONGLY RECOMMENDED,

—----{ui———‘:i —‘E %EE)'_‘-—b: P —

THOMAS GEARY,

BISCUIT MANUFACTURER,

LIMERICK.
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Convent of Notre Dame aux
Epines,
EECLOO, (Near OSTEND), BELGIUM.

BOARDING ScHOOL FOR YOUNG LADIES.

ARGE and commodious buildings ; modern sanitary
improvements ; large park and country walks.
Superior education ; French and German taught

by certificated natives, and usually spoken; Painting,
Drawing, Needlework, Domestic Economy, Singing,
Music (Piano, Harmonium, Violin, Guitar, Mandoline).
Calisthenics and deportment given by the best professors.
Teaching staff of fifty Nuns ‘with first-class diplomas.
Pupils have met with unvaried success at all public
examinations.

Pension inclusive, 18 guineas.
For particulars apply to the REV. MOTHER SUPERIOR.

The School is conducted by the Sisters of the Charity
of Jesus and Mary. This Religious Order is one of the
oldest and largest of Belgium, and has a great number of
boarding schools in other towns. At the invilation of
Cardinal Vaughan the Sisters have established a Convent
in Tottington (near Manchester). At the request of the
Belgian Government they went to the Missions of Congo
in Africa, where they have five important houses. In
1895 they opened three boarding schools in India, one in
Ceylon, and two in the Punjab.

Convent of Notre Dame des
Anges,

COURTRAI (Near OSTEND), BELGIUM.

Higu-CLass BOARDING SCHOOL FOR YOUNG
LADIES.

PLENDID and healthy situation; large pleasure
S grounds and extensive gardens; pure and bracing
air ; comfortable home ; modern sanitary improve-
ments.  High-class education ; French and German
taught by natives, and usually spoken ; Painting, Draw-
ing, Needlework, Singing, Music, Piano, Harmonium,
Organ, Violin, Guitar, Mandoline, etc.

Calisthenics and deportment given by the best pro-
fessors from Brussels. All the Sisters hold frst-class
diplomas.

In order that the most careful attention may be given
to each pupil, only a limited number are received.

Pension inclusive, thirty guineas per annum.

For Prospectus, apply to the REV. MOTHER SUPERIOR,

Convent of the Faithful Com-
panions of Jesus,

ST. MARY’S, NEWTOWNBARRY,
CO. WEXFORD.

Under the Patronage of the Lord Bishep of the
Diocese.

HIS Estallishment, healthfully situated, within an
agreeable drive of Shillelagh, Ferns, and Bagnals-
town Stations, affords every advantage to parents

who are desirous of procuring for their children, on
moderate terms, a good religious and solid education.

The Course of Iducation comprises the ordinary
branches of a solid secular English education, I'rench,
Latin, Drawing and Painting, Vocal and Instrumental
Music, Violin, Plain and Ornamental Needlework,
Dancing and Calisthenic Lessons.

Pupils are prepared for the South Kensington Science
and Art, and Royal College of Preceptors (London)
Examinations.

For further information apply to the VEry Rev. DEAN
BUSHER, or to the REV. MOTHER.

Convent of St. Louis,

BOARDING SCHOOL, LOUISVILLE,
: MONAGHAN.

Under the patronage of the Most Rev. Dr, Owens,
Lord Bishop of Clogher.

HE Course of Education comprises :— Religious In-
struction, Domestic Economy, Needlework, the
English, French, Latin, Celiic, German and Italian

Languages ; Mathematics, Music, Singing, Drawing and
Painting.

The Health, Dietary, Deportiment, and Manners of the
Pupils are carefully attended to ; no efforls are spared to
give the young ladies habits of order and neatness, that
they may return to their families not only accomplished, but
helpful and intelligent in all the duties of woman’s sphere

TERMS :—£20 per (annum) Scholastic Year.
Use of Books and School Stationery, 16s. the Term.
Laundry ... .. 185, do.

Musie, Singing, and Painting are extras, each £4 4s.
per annum.  The total successes of the ahove School at
the Intermediate Examinations, have been 55 Senior,
Middle and Junior Grade Exhibitions; 4 Gold and 10
Silver Medals ; g5 Prizes and 399 Passes.

Terms payable in advance on 1st September, or 1st Feb-
ruary (or day of Entrance); a Pupil can de admitted for
the Half Term, which begins 15th November, and 15th
April, respectively.  Vacation begins the first week of
July and ends on the 31st August ; a charge of £4 each
for Pupils who remain during vacation.

ADVERTISEMENTS.

OHAEL EGAN

9, 10 & 11 PATRICK STREET,

LIMERICK,

BEGS TO CALL ATTENTION TO HIS SPLENDID SELECTION OF

L0ST PELICIONS ‘GEAS

CHINA, INDIAN, AND CEYLON.

INVALID PORT A SPECIALTY.
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HIGH-CLASS SIiLK AND FELT HATS.

EsTABLISHED 18306.

FRANCIS VANEESBECK #»* CO,,

11 GEORGE STREET, (William Street Corner).

Clerical Silk and Felt Hats in stock and made to order. Clerical Soft Hats, all shapes and prices. Latest Fashionable Silk
Iats in stock and to order. Most difficult heads fitted. French ard German Felts in stock, also Native Manufactured Felt
Hats, Our Livery Hats at 10/6 guaranteed for wear. Our.Fine Unbreakable French Felt Hats in all colours, 6/6, a speciality,

Our prices range from 2/- to 12/6 for Felts; for Silks from 10/- to 25/-.

See Our Stock. Orders per post will have prompt attention. Tweed Hats and Caps in great variety.
Our Clerical Silk Hats at 12/6, unsurpassed for style and finish, forwarded on receipt of order; will stand rain and keep colour.
Our Ex Light Cork Silk Iat, a speciality for people suffering from bad heads, at 12/6 to 15/- made to order and kept in stock.

THE ROYAL GEORGE HOTEL

0 8.7 8
P. HARTIGAN, - - PROPRIETOR.

First-cLass Family and Commercial, most central in the city, has undergone extensive alterations and
re- funushmrr also twelve newly-furnished Bedrooms dddul

HOT AND COLD BATHS.
SANITARY ARRANGEMENTS PERFECT.

CHARGES MODERATE.
OMNIBUS MEETS ALL TRAINS DAY AND NIGHT.

ﬁimw%wmm%$$%%$¥$%%%%%&MM¥W$M¥%Et%?;
John Heat hs Pens

(24 saMPLES 7 STAMPS) BIRMINGCGHAM.

-"a@
£

S
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The House for Artistic China, Glass, L
Lamps, Electroplate, Faney Goods, '

g g _ e Japanese and Chinese —
N i Ornaments, Househ/ &\\
C n | ik R 3= Hardware, ete %’&
NiN { e s Tea Sets, Breakfast
: Sets, Dinner Sets and

Toilet Ware a specmhty, Finest
Qua ity Table Cutlery at lowest prices.
6 William Street, Limerick

TELEGRAMS i ‘““AUCHMUTY, LIMERICK.”

Wedding
Presents,

ADVERTISEMENTS,

HARDMAN PUWELL&CO

Metal Workers in G‘rold, Silver, Brass, Bronze, and Iron, for
Churches, Public Buildings, and®Residences, in all styles of
Architecture.

Chalices, Ciboria, Monstrances, Gas and Eleotric Fittings in Polished Brass, Oil
Lamp Fittings, Candle Fittings, Altar Rails, Candlesticks, Vases, Stoups.

Desks, Lecterns, ete. Wrought-Iron Gas and Electric Fittings, Screens,” Chancel
Gates and Railings,-Finials, Latches, TombiRails, Enclosure Rails, ete.

Drawings and Estimates
sent, or Architects’
Drawings Estimated.

(KincE pwarosWorks Kinc EpwarDsRoAD

-BIRMINCGHAM®

LONDON OFFICES: 25 Cockspur Street, Charing Cross, S.W.

JotmBDadman $ Co
\ NEwHALL HILL,
Buwmingham.

ARTISTS IN

Stained Glass,
Chor¢h Decoration,
d  (Dosaics,
§ Stations o the (oSS
- EN(_}RAVERS OF
Damovial Brasses.

p BEPRESENTATIVE 1N IRELARD.
DOt 8. ENORMDAD,
@ho will wait on the Clergy
and others by appointment. .
Lietters tobe ddressev toBirmingham as above

- LONDON ADDRESS.
25, COCKSPUR STREET., CHARING CROsS. S. W
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“The Pioneers of the Athletic Sports Goods Irdustry.”
e ' )

FELTHAM’S,

MANUFACTURERS OF EVERY DESCRIPTION oF INDOOR AND QuTpoor GAME AND SPORT.

<

Feltham'’s ‘““ Excellent” Cricket Bats.!

Supplied to the largest
Colleges.

Patent Spring Handle /&
Special Materials, [

As used by Dr.W. G.
Grace.

P Must Lie stamped —
¢ Feltham, London.”

Feltham’s Registered ‘V.G.’
Cricket Balils.

The ““V.G.” Ball has a very great amount of care bestowed upon its manufac-
ture. All hand made. Guaranteed perfect in weight, size, and shape.
Picked materials and warranted. Stamped ‘¢ V.G.” in Gold.

LEG GUARDS,
GAUNTLETS,
' BATTING GLOVES,

ETC., ETC.

Feltham’s Footballs.
The ‘ Excelient.”
The “ Climax.”

All bladders are carefully tested. Best materials used-

Feltham’s special ‘Kangaroo” Footballs for use upon gravel
or asphalt grounds.

HOCKEY. LACROSSE. BOXING GLOVES

e A A e A e e e A e e e e e e e

FELTHAN & Co. Ltd., 5% Aldersgate Stroet, London, B,
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ADVERTISEMENTS.

Qermons jrom the Ylemish.

= TRANSLATED BY A CATHOLIC PRIEST. &
Now Ready : THE THIRD EDITION, NEWLY REVISED.
22,000 VOLUMES SOLD ALREADY.

Series 1. The Sundays of the Year. Irom 5 to 11 Sermons for each Sunday, Sold
only in complete sets.  Seven volumes, 388, nel.

Series I/, The Feasts of our Lord. [From 2 to 8 Sermons for cach Feast ; complete for
the whole year in one volume. BS. net.

Series 777. 'The Feasts of our Lady; with May Readings for the Month of Mary. 2 to 6
Sermons for eack Frast. One volume. BS. nct.

Series IV. The Feasts of the Saints. [Irom 1 to 7 Sermons for each Feast. One
volume. 8§8. net.

Series V. Mission Sermons; or Courses for Advent and Lent. Two
volumes. 58. cach. Not sold separately.

JUST PUBLISHED.

Series VI, Supplemeﬁt to the Sunday Sermons. 2 to 3 new Scrmons for cvery
Sunday, followed by

A LIST OF SUBJECTS
taken from the Lpistle and Gospel, according to the Catechism of Trent, and various
noted preachers. Two volumes, Cloth, 108,

ALSO READY,

The Catechism of Mechlin. The most perfect and complete extant. Should be in every
houschold. 206 pages. In cloth, 18, 6d. In strong wrapper, 18.

MAY ALSO BE HAD.
The Month of Mary, for Parochial Use. Simple but very practical Meditations for
every day in May. In cloth, 2s. 6d.

ALL SENT CARRIAGE PAID.

““ The series form an admirable collection of sermons, and are a great boon to the Clergy.”
= J. GRIMES, S.M., Bishop of Christchurch, New Zealand.
“Such sermons will be most useful to our hard-worked clergy.” »} ARTHUR RIDDELL, Bishop of Northampton.
““ 1 know nothing so good as these sermons.”  »« Dr, RIGG, late Bishop of Dunkeld.
““The best volumes of sermons we have yet seen.”  Zhe frish Ecclesiastical Record.
¢ Better than anything of the sort in the language. To priests a God-send.”  77%e Zablet.
It is impossible to speak too highly of them.” Z#he Catholic Times.

MICGHAEL KEARNEY, The Preshytery, Washington, Go. Durham.
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P. McCARTHY & SONS.

THE BEST HOUSE FOR

FURNITURE, CARPETS, BEDSTEADS, BEDDING, FLOORCLOTHS,
LINOLEUMS, FENDERS, FIRE IRONS, BLINDS, &ec.

38 & 839 GEORGE ST,

LIMERICK.

O’'DEA & CO.,

MANUFACTURERS OF ALL KINDS OF
PURE BEDDING,
EO% HAIR, and PUREST
FIBRE MATTRESSES, AND
FEATE}ZR BED,S,L [ FINEST
BOLSTERS, and WAL
BI@WS. USED.
SOLE AGENTS in Ireland for the Celebrated
Warrington Wire Mattresses & Com-

bination Beds. For Hospital and Institution
purposes.

ONLY THE

ONLY THE TRADE SUPPLIED.

—_———————

—0—=

IRISH BEDDING FACTORY,

2 & 3 Usher's Quay, Dublin,

Silver Medal, Edinburgh, 1889. Gold Medal, Jamaica, 18gi.

Guold Medal, De rl\ 1891, Highest Award at Chicago Exhibition.

_Llhu Six Col:.i Medals received.

COLEMAN’S

WINCARNIS

Is a delicious beverage and tonic made t’: om Port Wine,
L:eblg s Extract of Meat, and Extract of Malt.

WINGARNIS ™ = N Sl s ot
OVER FIVE THOUSAND

Unsolicited Testimonials have been received from Medical Men.

The following Important Testimonial has been received
from Dr. FLETCHER,

Raosshire, N.B., _luly 2nd, 1897.

er-of-a-dozen “* Wincarnis 7 im-

about done

Applecross,
Dear Sirs, —]l ase, f 1w ard q
1 Ww's

E no B he takes no other nouris hm :nt,
and has been sus lunuL md rhined stre ngth by ** Wincarnis for
twelve wee! 1\ Yours ﬁltlwﬁll

DL\(_,\\ FLETCHER, L.R.C.P.

WINGARNIS issold by all Druzgists, Wine Merchants,
and Patent Medicine Vendors. Ask for
Coleman’s ©* Wincarnis,” and sze that the we \l “Wincarnis ™ is on
the shoulder of the bottle. Sold in B ottles, 2/g and 4/6 everywhere.

Sole Proprietors and Ma mufu.lur s uf the above,

COLEMAN & CO., Limited,

NORWICH AND LONU()N.
Sanple Bottle sent free by Post on veceipt of full Posial Address.

P. CORBETT’S MUSIC WAREHOUSE
40 GEORGE STREET, LIMERICK.

Best House in South of Ireland for Pianos, Harmoniums, American
Organs, Violins, Banjos, Guitars, Mandolines, etc.

PIANOS TUNED AND REPAIRED AT LOWEST CHARGES.
SHEET MUSIC AT LONDON PRICES.

ADVERTISEMENTS.

JAMES J. MURPHY & (0.

(LIMITED)

Stout and Porter Brewers,

LADY'S WELL BREWERY,

COXX.

"\} ,:., 7 =
?ﬁa&:

MURPHYS

Ll fm%J o e
ffwa«, ,jma/ _.42_,

LIMERICK OFFICES AND STORES—

21 & 22 GLENTWORTH STREET.
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6 { JUST PUBLISHED, K'»

The Complete Benedictionale.

Printed in Clear Type, 4 5p. Ordinary Benediclional Size.

Mihil Dbstat: G. I MURPHY, S, T.D.,  Fmprimatur: = GULIELMUS,
Cens Theol. Deput. ARrcHIEPISCOPUS DUBLINENSIS, HIBERNTA: PRIMAS,

T'he Inconvenience hitherto experienced~by the Celebrant in frequently having to refer to a number
of books, particularly at the Ceremony of the Forty Hours’” Adoration and at other Sacred Functions,
has been very great.

The Complete Benedictionale obviates this inconvenience, as it contains all the
prescribed Prayers, Hymns, Litanies, etc. Price 3/3 j Post I'ree 3/9. Special Bindings as required.

CONTENTS -
Hymns, O Salutaris, Tantum Ergo. Prayers for Church and Pope.
Litany of Loretto Pro Quacumque Necessitale.
Prayers of B. V. M. for different seasons of the year, Ad Postulandum Serenitatem.
Prayers for Novenas of The Act of Reparation to the Sacred [leart of Jesus (for
St. Patrick, Iirst Friday devotions).
St. Joseph, The Te Deum, VV. RR. and Prayer.
SS. Peter and Paul, Veni Creator, V. R, and Prayer.
Assumption of B. V. M., Ordo Die Expos. S5. Sacramenti. (XL. IHor.)
St. Laurence O’Toole, Ordo Die Depos. SS. Sacramenti. (XL. Hor,)
Immaculate Conception of B, V. M. Pange Lingua
Patron Saint (Pont.) Litany of the Saints for Forty ITours’ Adoration. Ete., ete.
Patron Saint (Abb.) The Divine Praises.  ** Blessed be God,” etc.
. 1 ]
Printed and Published by M. & S. EATON, 49 Dame St., and 8 Grafton St., Dublin,
COPYRIGHT REGISTERED. LL RIGHTS RESERVED.

L. SOMMERFIELD, .

Merchant ‘Tailor
Clerical Outfitter,

GEORGE STREET,
~ LIMERICK.

ADVERTISEMENTS,

GHSTLEMIATRIX BAKERY

ATHLUNKARD STREET.

-—-— Ltimerick.

TELEGRAMS: ' TUBRIDY, LIMERICK."’

FLOUR, BACON, Xeo.
AND

o BUTTER STORES.

. Any person wishing to test the quality
of our Bread, and compare it with what
they are using, will kindly communicate
with us, and we will deliver a Sample
Loaf free of charge to any address in the
city.

‘ STEPHEN TUBRIDY.
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P. B. R YAN,
WATCHMAKER, JEWELLER, AND OPTICIAN, CLERICAL ROBE MANUFACTURER,

JEWELLERY AND PLATE WAREHOUSE, E§ E } b l D | E : D Y 7 S

LAMPS, CHALICES, STATIONS OF THE CROSS, BRASS GOODS.

Chalices Re-Gilt on the shortest notice.  Permission from the Most Rev. Dr. O'Dwyer Lo repair Sacred Vessels, e
v
SILKs, IFrinces, Giymres, LiNiNGs, ErTc., STOCKED.

22 PATRICK STREET, LIMERICK. BBE A T
CLERY & CO., DUBLIN,

= BOOKSELLERS. & Py

Drapers & General House Furnishing Warehousemen,

Supply BOOKS of all kinds at LONDON. PRICES.

CATALOGUES ON APPLICATION. %__CLERY & @:Q?!, Dublin& +

FINEST QUALITY MADHE.

J. W. GUEBEREBINS, TRARG”

General [vonmonger, Seed and Manuve Merchant,

BAKERIES—
Awrmy Contractor, and Brush Manufacturer. Ads

40 WILLIAM STREET, LIMERICK. 127 8 128 Gt Britain Street,
BUTLER’S MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS AND

KNOWN ALL O\/ER THE WORLD.
= St. Patrick’s Bakery,

Mandolines, in cases
25/-, 30/, 40 » 50/ 60/
and 70/- p).t free.
Banjos, Guitars, Aristons =

Auto Harps,

= New Musical Boxes
4 & 11'1) hund]uls. of 'I‘um

12 0/ po st free
i Strings, Tutc ors, Fittings,
Butler’s Brass and IFlute Band Instruments, Prices and Estimates on application.
Butler’s Students’ Violins, with Bow and Case complete, 20/-, 25/-, 30/-, 40/-, 60/-, and 8o/-
pest free. Harmoniums, Pianofortes, American Organs,
Special Terms to Schools, Colleges and fustitutions. Flustrated Catalogues post free.
Al Tustruments caorviage paid.

MONUMENT HOUSE, O’CONNELL BRIDGE, DUBLIN, AN°, SRbOaR«E™

; DUBLIN.
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Jonnstons
morellas.

Umbrellas of every
description,

From 1/- to £5.

Our stock consists of thousands of the latest designs of
handles, in natural wood, horn, ivory, pearl, agate, &c., &c.,
beautifully mounted in gold and silver.  The coverings are all
carefully selected with a view to durability.

Post Orders Receive Prompt & Careful Attention
Send your Umbrellas by Parcel Post to be Re-covered or Repaired.
JOHNSTON,
31 High St.,

BELFAST.

(Only Address in
Ireland), and at
Neweastle-on-Tyne.

St. Catherine’s Convent,

RAMSGRANGE,
ARTHURSTOWN, GO. WEXFORD.

BOARDING ScHOOL Eor YounG LADIES.

Under the patronage of The Most Rev. Dr. Browne.
[[‘HIS Convent, conducted by the Sisters of St. Louis,

possesses many advantages deserving the attention

of Parents and Guardians. The Convent is situated

in a beautiful country district, near the sea, and at
a convenient distance from Waterford. It possesses ¢x-
tensive grounds, spacious and well-ventilated class-rooms,
dormitories, &c., with everything requisite for the comfort
and well-being of the Pupils. Their health is the object
of special care.

No efforts are spared to give the Pupils habits of order
and neatness, that they may return to their families not
only accomplished, but helpful and intelligent in all the
duties of a woman’s sphere.

The course of education includes English in all its
branches, French, German, Italian, Pianoforte, Violin,
Harmonium, Singing, Drawing and Painting, Needlework,
Plain and Ornamental Cutting-out and Sewing Machine,
Bookkeeping and Practical Lessons in Domestic Economy
and Cookery, Lessons in Dancing, Calisthenics, Deport-
ment, Iilocution, and lectures on different subjects are
given by a qualified teacher. For particulars apply to :—

Tue Rrv. Morukr, St. Catherine’s, Ramsgrange,

Arthurstown, via Waterford.

. PEACOCKE,

“RARG”

Brush, 0Qil, Golour, Soap,

and Glass Warehouse,

66 WILLIAM S5T. LIMERICK

—— ey e

Best Altar Candles, Incense, & Colza Qil. Domestic & Painters’ Brushes.
White and Red Leads.

~— LAMPS IN GREAT VARIETY.

FANCY AND TOILET SOAPS.

o ™

GALVANIZED GOODS.

Special Terms to Colleges, Convents, and Institutions.

ADVERTISEMENTS.

FOR BEST VALUE IN SOUTH OF IRELAND TRY

KIDD BROS.

TEA AND COFFEE MERCHANTS,
Wholesale = and = Select « Family « Grocers,
AND MANUFACTURING CONFECTIONERS,
GEORGE STREET, LIMERICK.

— e e A ——

SPECIAL ATTENTION TO COUNTRY ORDERS.

Colleges, Scheols, and Large Parties supplied on Lowest Terms.

L

Sole Agents for MAZAWATTEE TEAS.

OCONNOR & CO.,

Catholic Printers, Publishers, and Stationery Warehouse,
123 George St., ulimericlk

ESTABLISHED THIRTY YEARS.

—_— = AR S

We have always in stock a large supply of Catholic Prayer Books and Religious Goods, including
Statues (plain and coloured), best Irish and French manufacture ; Medals, Crucifixes, Beads,
Medallions, Scapulars, Altar Lamps, and PIcTurEs oF THE SACRED HEART.

Confraternities supplied with the following at wholesale prices:—Shields for Sec-
tions, Banners, Bannerets, Medals, Ribbons, Badges, Chains, Registry Books,
Notices Books, Admission Tickets, Certificates of Membership, etc.

Illuminated Addresses on the shortest notice. Picture
Framing by Machinery.

Every description of Letterpress and Lithographic Printing at Lowest Prices.

Stations of the Cross painted to order.

As all Religious Goods are imported direct from the leading French and German manufacturers,
our terms will be found most moderate.

- e ————

0'CONNOR & CO., 123 GEORGE STREET, LIMERICK,
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J. P. EVANS & CO.,

OrrICES AND GENERAL WAREHOUSE—

150, 151 & 131 GEORGE STREET, LIMERICK,

IMPORTERS OF

0ILS, COLOR, GLASS, DRUGS, AND PERFUMES,

ARTIFICIAL FEEDING STUFFES,

AGRICULTURAL IMPLEMENTS

Of every description manufactured in America and the United Kingdom,
GARDEN AND FARM SEEDS,

LARGEST ASSORTMENT OF LAMPS IN IRELAND.
SOLE AGENTS in Limerick for FRANCIS & CO.'S Celebrated NINE ELMS CEMENT.
BRUSHES of every deseription. CALF MEALS AND MILK SUBSTITUTES.
AMERICAN PUMPS, SAWS, FELLING AXES.

SPECIAL ADVANTAGES TO CASH CUSTOMERS.

J. P. NEWSOM & CO.,,

HOUSE FURNISHING and BUILDERS" IRONMONGERS,

IRON AND HARDWARE MERCHANTS,

Have recently added the House and Offices, Number 20 William Street, to their already extensive
premises, so well known in

DENMARK STREET AND WILLIAM STREET, LIMERICK.
The necessary alterations and improvements being complete, they now have a MAGNIFICENT

SHOP 2111-d SHOW ROOMS, as well as their Yard and Stores, and offer a very fine selection of
the following :—

GRATES and MANTELPIECES. FIELD GATES, FENCE WIRE, &c.

FENDERS, I'IRE-IRONS and COAL VASES. HOOPS, PLATES, BAR IRON and STEEL.
CUTLERY, ELECTRO-PLATE and LAMPS. ANVILS, VICES and SMITIIS’ BELLOWS.
BATIIS and SANITARY APPLIANCES CAR IRON-WORK, SHAFTS, SPOKES, &c.
HARNESS, HORSE-CLOTHING, and SADDLERY. BUILDERS AND GENLERAL IRONMONGERY

20 & 21, WILLIAM STREET AND DENMARK STREET,

LIMBRICI.

RANGES, Cooking and Ieating STOVES. ‘ CORRUGATED ROOFING SHEETS.

ADVERTISEMENTS.

THOS W™ & JV KELLY.

89 LOWER GARDINER STRHERT

Offices-1 & 2 WESTMORELAND STREET (next Bank of Ireland),

ok ) ESTABLISHED 1824.
" IDITTEBILIN.
Respectfully solicit from the HIERARCHY and CLERGY a continuance of their valued patronage for
‘ as imported by them for the use of the Altar, and which they have for so many years supplied throughout Ireland, England,
and the Colonies, having full confidence in, and assurance of; its guaranteed purity.
They have thought well to adopt the precaution of branding the corks and capsuling and labelling the bottles in which
they send out their Altar Wine,
| Price 21/- per doz., Bottles and Carriage included.
|
One Shilling per dozen allowed for Altar Wine Bottles when returned in good condition, carriage paid.
In other WINES they hold a large and well-assorted stock, together with the finest SPIRITS, both home and
foreign.
+ As advertisements frequently appear which are likely to confuse their pames with those of other firms, intending
. purchasers should make inquiries as to the identity of the firms and addresses with whom they are dealing.
|
J
PATRICK « SHANNY
?
EXPORTER and DEALER in
IS, Game, rouitry, nhdDoIits, &C.

FRESH FISH CAN BE HAD DAILY AT MODERATE PRICES.

3 & 4 ROCHES STRE

I M ey OF Bl
o, = O
LIMERICK. (9
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FRANCIS SPAIGHT & SONS, Ltd.,

-4 LIMERICK, 2+

ARE ONE OF THE LARGEST MAKERS OF ALL KINDS OF
BUTTER PACKAGES,
Viz : KIELS, FIRKINS, KEGS, COOLS, in Best Oak & White Beech ; also
BOXKS

Of every Size, Shape, and Substance. = They also sell Materials for same

Large Stocks of Foreign Timher,Bmldmg Matemais, Gorrugated Sheets, &c., &c.

STEAM SAWING, PLANING, AND MOULDING MILLS.

STEAM GCOOPERAGE.

JoW. Elvery & Co.

FOOTBALLS, 4/6, 5/6, 6/6, 7/6, 8/6, 9/6,
10/6.

JERSEYS and KNICKERS, from 2/6 each.

FOOTBALL BOOTS, 6/9, 7/9, 8/9.

SHIN GUARDS, 10d., 1/, 1/3, 1/6, 2/-.

CRICKET BATS, 4/9 to 21/-.

OUR SCHOOL BAT, 9/6.

LEG GUARDS, GLOVES, &c.

LAWN TENNIS RACQUETS, NETS, POLES,
BALLS, SHOES, &c.

4/’//%?/’

?//4 %’é

“ ELEPHANT HOUSE,”

46 & 47 Lower Sackville 8t., |
1824 Nassau Street, | DUBLIN.

78 Patrick Stireet, CORK.

ALSO AT LONDON.

ADVERTISEMENTS.

BUY DIRECT

FROM THE MANUFACTURER.
25 PER CENT. SAVED ! No Intermediate Profits !

‘EO enable the public to procure genuine IRISH HAMS and BACON

we will supply all orders entrusted to us direct from our Curing Factory,

thereby ensuring fresh new goods at lowest prices. Colleges, Convents, and Large
Institutions supplied on liberal terms.

JAMES O’'MARA & SONS
BACON CURERS. LIMERICK.

MANUFACTURERS OF HAMS, BACON, HEADS, ETC

Price Lists FREE ON APPLICATION.

- '\-_ 1: i)
- /tCO

High- §lass Wln es,

&G -\ '-Ji__f
G Lo 40
e R/iF

B desire to draw attention to the fact that as we are the largest holders
of Bottled Wines of any house in the South of Ireland, we are in a
position to offer very exceptional advantages to our Customers.  Onr Stocks of
Fine Old Dublir and Scotch Whiskies are also very large, and of great age and
finest quality. We hold a very large supply of the IMinest Old Brandies of the
Cognac district, our cwn importation and bottling, the real age of which we are
in a position to guarantee. To meet the requirements of our Customers, we
keep in Stock a large supply of Stout, Ale, Lager Beer, and Mineral Waters of
the best makers.

U

WILLIAM H. WHITE & CO.,

(Established over 50 Years),

WINE MERCHANTS, LIMERICK.

PRICE LISTS ON APPLICATION. TELEPHONE No. 90.
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GOODWIN &

THE GREAT HOUSE FOR

CHINA, GLASS, AND LAMPS

e e g e i

Latest Novelties in Breakfast, Tea, Dinner, Dessert, and Toilet Sets.
~sz==c+ Table Glass. Art Pottery. wm==2m

Newest Designs in Lamps, Lamp Shades, ete. Garden Pots very Cheap.

64 & 65 William Btreet, Itimerick.

#— FLEMING'S —

49 Thomas St.,
LIMERICK,

49 Thomas St.,
LIMERICK.

OUR OWN MAKE GUARANTEED.

——e et

The Only House in the City solely confined to Umbrellas and Walking Sticks, therefore the only concern
where First.class Goods can be bought at a P.easonable Price.

Q=

RECOVERINGS A SPECIALITY—-LADIES’ from 1/8, GENT'S from 2/6.
ALL ORDERS EXECUTED AT ONE HOUR'S NOTICE.

ADVERTISEMENTS.

Sames Duffu

The Difference betweenTemporal and Eternal ! By I'r,
IE. Neiremberg, S.J. New Edition. Revised by Rev.
Matthew Russell, S.J.  3/6

The Holy Communion. By J. B. Dalgairns, Priest of the
Oratory of St. Philip Neri. 5/-

The Child’s Book of Preparation for First Communion;
Whether at School, or at Home. By the Author of ‘Grains
of Gold.” 2/-

The Client of the Sacred Heart of Jesus. By Rev. A,
Krebs, C.55.R. 1/6

How to Live Piously. By Rev. Thomas Murphy, P.P. 1/-

The Spiritual Life. By St. Alphonsus Liguori.  1/-

The Christian Life. By St. Alphonsus Liguori. 1/

Hours at the Altar. By the Abb¢ de la Bouillerie.  1/6

Visits to the Most Holy Sacrament. By St. Alphonsus
Liguori, Translated by the Rev, N. Callan, D.D.  1/-

The Imitation of Christ. By Thomasa Kempis. New
Edition. Larger Type. 1/

QOur Lady of the Rosary. DBy Fr Willrid Lescher, O.P.
18mo, cloth, gilt edges. 1/-

Death of the Blessed Virgin. By Anne Catherine Fm-
merich. Cloth, gilt. 1/-

Catholic Prayer Books in Various Styles and Bindings.

& Co.s Sist
0.5 e\t

Manual of the Infant Jesus. By Rev. Ir, Sebastian, A
New Work. 18mo, cloth. 2/

Incarnation and Nativity of our Lord. Cloth, 6d.

Book of Catholic Prayers. With LIpistles and Gospels.
Compiled by one of the Socicty of Jesus.  3/-

How to Make a Good Confession or Examination of
Conscience. By Rev. J. Magnier, C.55.R.  1d.

How to Make a Good Holy Communion. By Rev. J.
Magnier, C.SS.R. Paper cover, 14d.

Wonderworker of our Days, and Patron of a Good Con-
fession, Blessed Gerard Majella, C.55.R. Second Edition,
Paper cover, 1d,

Our Lady of the Eucharist. Trom Fr. Faber. 1/

Fletcher's Prudent Christian. New Edition.  Revised by
Rev. — Sheehan.  Cloth, 1/6

Leonard, St., The Hidden Treasure. By Sr. Leonard of
Portmaurice.  New Edition. By Rev, I'r. Jarlath Pren-
dergast, O.S, F. With preface by ILLE. Card. Vaughan,
and imprimatur of I1.G. Most Rev, Dr, Walsh,  18mo,
cluth, limp, 6d.

The Seraph of Assissi. Books I—VI. By Rev, John A.
Jackman, O.M. Author of “ Via Crucis” and other
poems, net 5/

Complste Catalogues sent post free on application.

JAMES DUFFY & CO. Ltd., Printers, Publishers, Booksellers, and Bookbinders,
15 WELLINGTON QUAY, DUBLIN.

WILLIAMS & CO.'S

Stationery, Religious, and
fancy Goods Warehouse,
PATRICK STREET, LIMERICK.

s e e (O M e

Manufacturers and Decorators of every description of Statuary and Plastic Work.
Outdoor Statues and Artistic Garden Ornaments a speciality.

See Williams & Co.’s Choice Selection of XMAS. and NEW YEAR
CARDS. Ali the Latest and Prettiest Designs.

e S 2

ACKNOWLEDGED TOC BE

THE CHEAPEST HOUSE IN THE TRADE.
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Established A.D. 1730. Prize Medals—London, 1862 ; Paris, 1889.

FRANCIS TUCKER & Co., Iitd.

121 Kensington High Street, W., 18 South Molton Street, W,
Manufactory -KENSINGTON, LONDCN,

. ive Birming! Mg cami ; " T i o) i Y
And at Liverpool, ]‘mx‘mnhh.:nn., Wigan, Leamington, Plymouth, Cheltenham, Exeter, and nearly every large town in England; at Dublin, Cork,
Belfast, Limerick, and at Glasgow and Edinburgh ; also at Melbourne, Sidacy, Auckland, West Maitland, &c.

The Largest and Oldest Manufacturers in the World of every description of

CANDILES

FOR CHURCH USE AND OTHER PURPOSES. Price Lists and Samples Free on Application.

The Clergy are respectfully invited to deal Direct with the Manufacturers, and thus avoid the enormous
charges made by Dealers who have never Made a Candle or Imported a singlie Gallon of Oil.
The obvious advantages of dealing direct with Fraxcis Tucker & Co., as Manufacturers, instead of with Dealers, who pose
as Manulacturers, must be appareat to thase few of the Clergy who have not accounts open with them.

Candles, other than Wax or Vegetable, suitable for lighting the body of the church, supplied from 6dl. per pound upwards,

Estimates for Brass Work of every description, with Catalogues, forwarded frec on application. ‘

WAX CANDLES-2/03 I/ll, 1/9 and I;7 per Pound net.
VYVEGETABLE CANDLES,I|/4},1/21,1/05 &10.d per Pound net.
INCENSES from 1/6 to 10/- per Pound.

FRANGIS TUCKER & CO,. Lid,

Telegraphic Address—“ ENLiGHTEN, LONDON.”

= A HIGH-CLASS &,

Victualling Establishment

4 NELSON STREET,

LIMERICK.

PATRICK KELLY, Proprietor

*‘

ADVERTISEMENTS.

BOOKS FOR STUDENTS & TEACHERS.

Euclid, Book I, with Notes and worked-out Deductions. 9d.

Euclid and Mensuration. Euclid, Books I. and IL- with Notes, worked-out Deductions, Exercises and Men-
suration. 1/6. ‘“Few books contain such a budget of valuable information for 1/6 as this one. . . . A capital
treatise on Mensuration.”—Schkoolmistress.

A Handbook of British Commerce. By P. LUND Simons, 3/6.
¢ Contains a very large amount of useful information in small compass.”’— National Church.

How to Prepare Notes of Lessons. By T. J. Livesey, formerly Lecturer on School Management, Hammer-
smith College. 2/6. *“One of Mr. Livesey’s carefully prepared manuals.”—Sckool Guardian.

Livesey’s How to Teach Grammar. 2/-. ‘ Just such a book as every young teacher should possess.”—

Livesey’s How to Teach Arithmetic. 2/6. Educational News.
““ This is, in every sense, an admirabte work on School Management.”—/ournal of Educalion.

Livesey’'s How to Teach Reading. 2/-.

“The work of a practised teacher. . . . Cannot fail to be very helpful to teachers.”—Zeachers’ Aid.

Moffatt’s Elementary Algebra: to QQuadratics inclusive. /=
““ A good shilling book, compact with instructions and exercises.”—Sehool Board Chronicle.

Moffatt’'s Solution of Difficulties in Arithmetic: in which the Difficulties of Arithmetic are thoroughly
classified and solved, with Answers to the whole of the Questions. Over 350 problems are worked out. 4/6.

““ The book does, and does well, all that it professes to do.”— Jeurnal of Education. .

Moffatt’s Deductions from Euclid. 615 Exercises on Books I. 1o VL., carefully worked out, with figures. 4/6.
““May be heartily commended to all who wish to familiarise themselves with the leading facts of geometry.”—Knowledge.

Moffatt’'s English Grammar, Analysis and Parsing. By Tuos. Pace, Editor of ““Moffatt’s Plays
of Shakespeare.” 1/6. *“ We know of no better grammar at the price.”—Educational Times.

Moffatt’'s Outlines of Geography. 1/-.  An admirable compilation, carefully drawn up, and well printed.”—

Moffatt’s Outlines of English History. 1/-. [ The English Teacher.
““ A first-rate book for all classes of students.”— 7 ke Teachers’ Aid.

An Elementary Treatise on Mensuration. By E. ]J. Hexcmie. 3/6.

““ The method adopted throughout the work is excellent.”—Educational News.

MOFFATT'S EDITION OF SHAKESPEARE’S PLAYS.
In this Edition of Shakespeare’s Plays the Notes are classified and arranged. The Plays now ready are :—

Twelfth Night .. 1/6 | Macheth .o 1/6 The Tempest .. 2/6
Merchant of Venice ... .. 1/6 King John .. 2/0 Coriolanus .. .. 2/6
Richard the Second ... .. 1/6 Hamlet i . 2/6 Henry V. .. 2/6

Julius Cresar ... 2/0 | King Lear ... ... 2/0 Midsummer Night’s Dream  2/0
Interleaved copies of above, 6d. per copy extra,  Other Plays in I'reparation.
MOFFATTS EDITION OF SHAKESPEARE'S PLAvS :—Sir Henry Dwing, Lyceww Theatre, London, wriles :—* Your
Shakespeare i- certainly a most faithful und scholarly edition.”
Rev. [. P. Faunthorpe, M.A., Principal of Whiteland's College, London, writes :—-*“ I like your Shakespeare, and shall
introduce it here.”

MOFFATT'S ENGLISH CLASSICS.
Edited by THoMAs PAGE, Editor of * Moffatt’s Plays of Shalkespeare.”

The Catholic Times says :—-* They (Moffatt’s ¢ English Classics’) are edited and arranged with such care and ability as
to be admirably adapted to the student of every age.”

Bacon’s Essays, Part I. Issays .—XXVIL., with Life, Introduction, Notes arranged and classified, Analysis,
Paraphrasing, Indexes, &c. 2/6. The Schoolmasier says :—** Mr. Page has performed his task with a care and
thoroughness which leaves nothing to be desired. . . . . The edition will stand as an exemplar.”

The Teachers Aid says :—** A perfect encyclopacdia of information on the subject matter.”

Bacon’s Essays. Part Il. (Preparing). 2/6.

Samson Agonistes, by Milton. 2/0. 7%e School Guardian says:— ** Mr. Page’s work deserves the highest praise,
and readers of English literature generally will fird it an extremely useful volume.”

Spenser and Shakespeare: their Lives and Literary Work. 6d.

Milton’s Comus. 1/6.

Lycidas; L'Allegro; Il Penseroso. By John Milton. 1/4. Edited, with Life, Introduction, Notes arranged
and classificd, Paraphrasing, &c., by THOMAs PacE, Editor of Moffatt’s Plays of Shakespeare,

MOFFATT'S STAFF NOTATION MODULATOR.

3/6 Net. The intermediate and essential step from the Tonic Sol-fa Syllables to Musical Signs and Notation. All the
Keys, Major and Minor, can be mastered by Pupils of the Fourth Division—i.e., by those who can take the intervals of the
Scale, in SEVEN EAsy LEessons. [Dr. Henry Coward writes :—*“ I can most heartily commend your Staff Modulator.”

All School Requisites Supplied. Catalogues gratis and post free on application.

MOFFATT & PAIGE, 28 Warwick Lane, Paternoster Row,

LONDON, E.C.




ADVERTISEMENTS.

New
[Publications.

Saint Joseph of Jesus and Mary. FPricudien Papers in his Praise. By the Rev. M. Russell, 5.]. Cloth,
3/- A companion volume to St. Joseph’s Anthology, by the same author,

Virgo Praedicanda. Versesin Our Lady’s I’raise. By Rev. John Fitzpatrick, O.M.J. Cloth, 1/- net.

The Psychology of the Saints. By Ilemi Joli. With Preface and Notes by Rev. G. Tyrrell, $.J.  Cloth, 3/-
Life of St. Augustine. DIy A. Ialzfield. With Notes, elc. by Rev. G, Tyrrell, 3.J. Cloth, 3/-

Life of St. Clotilda. By G. Kurth. With Notes, etc. by Rev. G. Tyrrell, S.J.  Cloth, 3/-

Directorium Sacerdotali. A Guide for Priests, in their Public and Private Life. By Rev. ¥. Valuy, S.J. New
and revised filth edition. Cloth, 4/6 net.

Horze Diurnze Breviarii Romani. The most portable and cheapest edition ever published. Printed on fine
opaque Indian paper, size 334 x 2} and hall an inch thick. 750 pages bound in Persian moroceo, 3/6 net, and hest
morocco, 4/- net.  New edition, thoroughly revised to 1898,  (English and American latest supplements included. )

The First Mission to the Great Mogul, or the Story of Blessed Rudolf Acquaviva and his Four Companions
in Martyrdom, of the Society of Jesus. By Rev. Francis Goldie, S.J. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3/6

Life of St. Augustine, Bishop and Doctor. By Rev. P. Burton, C.M. Third edition, enlarged. Crown
8vo, cloth, 5/-

A Child’s History of Ireland. By P. W. Joyce, LL.D. With Map and 160 illustrations, including fac-simile
in colours of a page of the ** Book of MacDurnan.” 528 pages. Cloth, gilt, 3/6

Three Lectures on Gaelic Topics: Gaelic Prose Literature,—The Folk Songs of Ireland,—The Intellectual
Future of the Gael. By P. H. Pearse, M.R.S.A.L, Gaelic League, Dublin. Cloth, 1/- net

COMPLETE CATALOGUE FREE ON APPLICATION.

e e

M. H. GILL & SON, PUBLISHERS,
LN DUBIXLIN. XKoo
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GUY & CO. Litd.
“LIMERICK,
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~ M. CUSACK, =
I@@[im’(iﬂg c%* Decorating Contractor,

IMPORTER OF

FRENCH AND ENGLISH PAPERHANGINGS.
GoLD MoULDINGS, ETC

WAREHOUSE—49 GEORGE STREET,
LIMERICK.

THE SPOR’I‘SMAN’S WAREHOUSE.

ESTABLISHED 1814,

NESTOR s ” 28 & 33 George St., Limerick,

Guns, Rifles, Revolvers, Ammunition, Fishing Tackle Crlcket and Lawn Tennis Bats,
Croquet, Hockey and Golf Clubs Foothalls.

w&—-\CYCLE FACTOR AND REPAIRER. -

3

Agent for * Royal Lnﬁelds 7 Osmond,” ¢ Rover,” and “ Sunbeam ” Machines.
= RIDING SCHOOL ON PREMISES.

28 & 33 George St., Limerick.
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Pure Hltarf Wine, o™

20s. per Dozen (Bottles included).
" Carrlage Paid on Three Dozen to any Railway Station in Ireland.

KELLY BROTHERS, Wine Merchants,

39 UPPER O'CONNELL STREET, DUBLIN.
We hold a Large Stock of Old Bottled Wines.

JOHNSTON'S UJTBRELLAS

ARE UNEQUALLED.

| Write for one of our special lines at 7/6, 10/6, 12/6, 15/-, 17/6,
' 21/= or 31/6 each.

Euery Umbrella guaranteed our own make. Money returned if not approved of.

UMEBRELLAS RE-COVERED and returned Post FRrEE to any address ; FPrices,
1/= to 21/=. Tatterns on application.

JOHNSTON 31 HIGH STREET, BELFAST. (°"%Ajdrssin)

SPECIAL VALUE IN_<

High-class

GOLD SPECTACLES - - 18/-, 25/-, 30/-
,, FoLDERs - - 15/6, 18/6, 25/-
STEEL FITTED WITH BEST PEBBLES - 5/6
., SECOND QUALITY - - - 36
) CRYSTAL (BEST) . . 2/6

A Speeiality in Rolled Gold Spectacles and Folders whieh have the
appearanee and wear like gold, 7/6 a pair.

Send an old pair, or say how far you have to hold an ordinary paper from eyes when reading
GLASSES to OCULISTS' PRESCRIPTIONS carefully made up, and prompt attention.

WIGHTMAN & CO. “iweiizas”
GARFIELD STREET, BELFAST.

Notre.—Old Gold or Silver bought for cash or exchanged. Send parcels by post.




