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An Choinneal is a periodical of Kilgeever Parish; the first number
appeared at Christmas, 1959,

Editor: Father Leo Morahan.,
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Father John Burke, P.P.; Father Joseph Moran,
Doctor Columb McHugh.

Secretary: Mr. Seamus Durkan.

Price—Three Shillings (Half-a-dollar): Post free—Three Shillings
and Sixpence

COVER DESIGN
Our cover has again been designed by MRs. EVELYN PHILBIN (Bridge
Street). It depicts a coinneal arising from behind the Reek, and
which represents a parish united in its effort to be a light to the world.
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MUINTIR NA TIRE

RURAL COMMUNITY PARISH MOVEMENT

Gach pobal ina Mhuintir
Every Parish a Community

Ni Muintearas go Muintir na Tire

*

For Imformation on the Movement write to:
THE HON. NATIONAL SECRETARY,
MUINTIR NA TIRE HQ.,
TIPPERARY.

YOU WERE WHAT? . . .
. . . NEVER IN LOU-—
So you .

__never saw the dawn reflected in the Killaries?

__never tossed a fly to a trout in Crickeen?

—_never dived into Clew Bay off Oldhead Pier?

__never basked on our twenty miles of sand?

—_never sampled our mountain mutton?

__never blushed in a Clare Island sunset?

__never timed a Louisburgh twilight?

_never pulled a wriggling salmon on to the green rushes
by the Linn?

_never slid to sleep to water-music?

GO AWAY!

—Well, you may have climbed Nelsons Pillar
but
DONT SAY YOU HAVE SEEN IRELAND

(Issued by the Louisburgh Tourist Development Board)
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GILL’S

M. H. GILL & SONS LTD.

Publishers
Booksellers
Printers
Bookbinders
Church Furniture
Manulacturers
50, Upper O’Connell Street, DUBLIN

ESTABLISHED 1856

Telephone: Westport 12 Telegrams: “Thread,” Westport
THE IRISH SEWING COTTON CO.
LTD.

WESTPORT
Sole Manulacturers of
“RING”

MERCERISED MACHINE THREAD
Dublin Office: S. S. BESTALL, 7, Upper Ormond Quay, Dublin
Country Representative: F. W. BURKE, 28, Parnell Road, Bray,

Co. Wicklow

Send Us Your Enquiries
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In any story of progresg

THE

MUNSTER & LEINSTER BANK

LIMITED
Head Office :
South Mall, Cork
128 Branches

all over Ireland
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When in
CASTLEBAR
get your SELF-DRIVE Car

from . .

JOSIE BOURKE & SON
(CASTLEBAR) LTD.

MODERN CARS
MODERATE TERMS

MAIN FORD and FORDSON DEALERS

Phone Nos.: 6 and 276

ALWAYS AVAILABLE

Grade Al Meat

Choicest Mountain Mutton a Specialty

Lamb, Pork and Beef from our own Farm
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JOHN J. M*DONNELL

MAIN STREET, LOUISBURGH
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ONEY MATTERS..
..and CUSTOMERS

Nowadays the importance of expert and friendly
advice on financial affairs is widely appreciated but the

convenience of being able to call upon a complete

banking service is not always realised by those who do
not have a bank account. Such people are cordially
invited to visit any of our 97 branches, when the

Agent will be glad to advise on any banking problemis.

CTR®
BANK OF ITRELAND

Founded 1783 !

Head Office

College Green,
Dublin
and 97 branches i
throughout
Ireland.
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Our Contributors

Very Rev. John Burke is a native of Castlebar and is Parish Priest
of Kilgeever.
Mr. Micheil O Flannagain is a Vocational School teacher in Castle-

bar, well known in Louisburgh where he taught Irish classes
(1923).

Father Leo Morahan (Main Street) is teaching in St. Mary’s College,
Galway.

Mr. Rudolf Baeschlin, a (now-retired) foreign correspondent for a
Bradford woollen firm, is a native of Basle, Switzerland. His
wife was formerly Miss Sarah McHale (Pulgloss).

Mr. John O’Dowd (Falduff) spent a year in San Francisco (1905-'06)
He was Clerk of Louisburgh Petty Sessions for fourteen years
until 1921, and District Court Clerk for Westport area 1923-'55.

Mr. Edward Gallagher is a native of Leenane and brother of Mr.
Bernard Gallagher, whose poems have appeared in An Choinneal.
He has just retired from teaching in Whitwell, Worksop.

Father Pat Prendergast, D.D. is a native of Accony and leaches at
Kylemore Abbey, where he is Headmaster of the Secondary
School.

Father William Tiernan (Main Street) is a curate in Manchester.
Besides two written contributions, he has supplied many photo-
graphs to the present issue.

Mrs. B. A. Morahan is a retired schoolteacher who taught for many
years in Louisburgh Boys’ School.

Mr. P. S. MacConmara (Bridge Street) is a Post Office official in
Westport and is a well-known Maye News sports columnist.
Father Vincent Kelly (Chapel Street) is a curate in Moone, Co.

Kildare.

Father Joseph Moran, B.D., is teaching at Sancta Maria Secondary
School, Louisburgh.

Mr. Stephen Fahy, B.Agr.Sc., is County Agricultural Instructor for
Mayo.

Mr. Michael O’Brien (Chapel Street) is Agricultural Advisory Agent
for Louisburgh district.

11




following the glorious example of their forefathers, made immense
sacrifices to get the work completed. T am happy to have this
opportunity of paying this small tribute and thanking you with all
my heart. May the good God reward you a hundredfold. Canon
Heaney had the satisfaction of seeing the new roof finished before
he was called by God to his reward. 1 congratulate the present
pastor, Father Burke, who has finished the work and restored this
church, ample and stately and substantial . . .

“Today we have handed over this church by the ceremony of
dedication and Christ in his twofold character of King and Priest
has taken formal possession of His house. In this church God
Himself is truly and really present night and day in the Sacrament
of His love: and every morning the priest ascends the altar to offer
the holy Sacrifice of the Mass. the Oblation of the Body and Blood
of Christ in atonement for our sins and for the sins of the whole
world. Let this glorious day, this important ceremony bring
a new light into your lives. ‘It is the Mass that matters.’
By the Mass and through the Mass come all holiness and grace. In
the Mass. the millions of Catholics find strength to face the wicked-
ness and pagan ideas that threaten to éngulf the world. Through
the Mass the ncedy will get help:; the old will get strength and
courage: the young, a heart of purity and sobriety. God grant
that through the Mass we may all be lifted up to become more like
Christ. our Divine Model, so that Jater with Him we may share
the happiness of Heaven for all eternity.”

Every family has its own family house, its home: it gives the
physical environment and atmosphere for close association and
intimate life. The parish, too, has its home, the parish church.
[here the family of God will learn to associate together and
share an intimate life while re-enacting the sacred mysteries
and performing the liturgical services. Catholics must learn to
revere their parish church as they would a mother, for from it
do they receive spiritual life and nourishment, - instruction and
protection

—The Living Parish (Dr. Pius Parsch).
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St. Patrick’s—Our Parish Church

Fatuer Joux Burke, P.P.

IR

ONL‘ September day in the year 1856, John McHale, Archbishop
“of Tuam, solemnly blessed and laid the foundation-stone of
Louisburgh Church before a large gathering of priests and
parishioners. Looking at that church today—with its fine lines
and splendid cut-stone exterior—one is amazed that such a building
could have been erected a hundred years ago in the lean, hungry
decade that succeeded the Great Famine. And one marvels at the
courage and faith, of those who attempted and accomplished such a
work in those dark and evil days. For this achievement we must
acknowledge our deep debt of gratitude to Father Michael Curley,
to his parishioners, and to the Trish emigrants in America who
assisted them,

On leaving his curacy in Castlebar in 1853 to become Parish
Priest of Louisburgh, Father Curley was presented with a farewell
address which, in the following words, pavs tribute to his heroic work
there during the terrible famine years: *“But just recovering from the
effects of a very severe and long-protracted Famine, who amongst
our people can look back but with feelings of gratitude and admira-
fion to your almost superhuman exertions for the relief of the
impoverished and’sick and destitule poor? In season and out of
eason, and at all,hours, regardless of your own health and safety.

ou were ever at your post, sparing neither time, labour nor
unwearied services to the alleviation of distress. and suffering. and
procuring timely. relief for the afflicted and destitute people.” A
car after his arrival in Louisburgh, Father Curley had a memorable
mission given here by Fathers Rinolfi and Vilas of the Fathers of
(harity, At this mission the attendance was so large that the old
church-—situated 1Hn Chapel Street, where Mr. Tom Harney's garage
now stands—was incapable of accommodating the crowd, and so
the mission exercises were held on the Square. Perhaps it was this
which directed Father Curley’s thoughts to the building of a new
andd Inrger church.  How large should he make it? He solved this
question in a simple. rather novel. manner. One Sunday after Mass
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I'm glad
we thought
of the
ULSTER
BANK

I've a good job—good prospects, too—but afler the
heavy expenses of getting married and setling up house we
hadn't all that much money left over for those very necessary
Yluxuries™ that make life easier for the housewife,

Then we thought of the Ulster Bank Personal Loan
Service. | opened an account with them, and they arranged
a personal loan to cover the cost of a new fridge — and
a T.V. set too! It's ine easiest thing in the world to
open an account with the Ulster Bank. Get the booklet
‘Personal Loan Service' free,
fromn any branch and have a HLSTEH BANK I-Tn
talk with the manager of your

COLLEGE GREEN, DUBLIN
Head Oflice: Waring St., Belfast
most frienay and helpful. Branches throughout Ireland

local branch—you'll find him

CLL LR RRR TR LLUL RRAE LT RRUTL RURIR SR UL SUUET RUN URERT RUREY UM SRARE SUTOE UCTT NUTCTREREY SUCHT TRTVT THGEE SUATT LUURY RALIT SEARC RULTL LELRt SLRI 1y

ENJOY YOUR STAY IN MAYO

Stay at

THE

CLEW BAY HOTEL

LOUISBURGH

=
FULLY LICENSED
All Modern Conveniences
Comfortable rooms with h. & c¢. in all
bedrooms
Interior Sprung Mattresses
*
EXCELLENT FOOD
Packed Lunches Tor Anglers
MODERATE CHARGES
Personal Supervision

‘Phone: LOUISBURGH 14
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Editorial

b ]

VERY beginning has one real advantage. The first member of

any serics, because it is the first, is welcomed: it will have many
sponsors, many favours, and much goodwill. So it is with a first
child, or with a first lamb, or even with a first song. But there is
an element of risk in an encore, for it is less an appraisal of the past
than a challenge to the future. The reception given to the first
Coinneal was an encore. and An Choinneal, Number Two, accepts
the challenge.

Our aim is unchanged. It is to record the life and thoughts of a
parish; to tell its stories, sad and happy, proud and humble; Lo write
Kilgeever's age-old lessons to her children, and to hear those
children’s comments and suggestions in a family circle that makes us
one. The present issue hopes to do just this. We have profited by
the help of many contributors —in ink, in money, and no less in
sincere criticism. all three of which are blessings which we prize.

But if our parish magazine is to be expressive of our whole com-
munity, it must contain more writings from the very people who
mistakenly think that to write is beyond them. If you write some-
thing for the next issue, then the next issue may be better or may be
worse; but, what is more important, it will be.

“Reading maketh a full man: writing maketh a perfect man.”
Our target is not plenitude but perfection.
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Father Sean O’Leary

Patrician Year

HIS year, Ireland commemorates—in memory and in prayer—

the fifteen-hundreth anniversary of ithe death of Saint Patrick.

Celebrations are ceniring on the Patrician places, on Armagh, Down-

patrick, Tara, and on the Reek where a treble pilgrimage is being held. [
Ireland does not need such an oceasion to remind her of the debt she ,
owes to her National Apostle; but this epoch underlines his personality |

and achieverient: it rescues them from the mists of legend and surmisal

and brings the character of our great saint into a clear, historical focus.

The year has a personal message for a people baptised in a Church

dedicated to Patrick’s name, a people blessed by the water of his Holy
Well, and who have waxed and waned within the shadow of his Holy

Mountain.

Father Liam 0’Toole Father John Walter O'Reilly
Father Sean O’Leary is son of Garda and Mrs. O’Leary,
priate. It is a remittance in kind: it is a mirror-image of his own Bunowen Road. He was ordained at All Hallows, Dublin, and
will serve in the diocese of Sacramento.
Father Liam ’Teole is son of Mrs. Bridget and the late
of priests. Austin O'Toole, Chapel Street. He was ordained in Los Angeles
in April and will serve with his brother, Father Eugene, in that
diocese,
Father John Walter O'Reilly is son of Austin and Mrs.
O'Reilly, Shraugh. He was ordained in Wexford in June and
will serve in Melbourne,

Kilgeever offers him, this year, a gifi which is exquisitely appro-

bounty. It is the offering of three more of her young men—a shamrock
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Archbishop’s Address

GO

Louisburgh, His Grace, Most Rev. Dr. Walsh, Archbishop
of Tuam, addressed the congregation:

“This day’s work puts the roof and crown upon a hundred years’
stubborn endeavour. for today we are assembled for the dedication
of this church which was built by a great parish priest, Father
Michael Curley; and which has now been renovated and put into a
state of excellent repair.

“It is with regret that I express the opinion that many young
people today are taken up only with the things that minister to
their sensual enjoyment or material prosperity. They have little
interest in the history of our country or in the sacrifices which our
forefathers had to make for faith and fatherland. It might be well
then to recall some events in the history of this parish, in the hope
that the young people of Kilgeever will realise what a glorious
heritage is their Catholic Faith and how carefully it ought to be
guarded. In passing I may mention that this ancient parish of
Kilgeever has a close connection with Saint Patrick. After spending
Lent on Croagh Patrick, he passed through this parish and halted
at the spot where the burial-ground of Kilgeever now stands.
Indeed, in olden days people always finished the station of the
Reek at the blessed well in Kilgeever . . .”

After tracing the history of the building of St. Patrick’s Church,
His Grace continued:

“When the work was finished it stood out as a church of enduring
strength and beauty. But time will not spare even the most vener-
able building. Some years ago when priests and people were
considering the celebration of the centenary of the church it came as
a great shock to learn that practically all the woodwork of the roof
was in an advanced state of decay and that the roof was in a
dangerous condition. Other defects became apparent also. and the
parish priest, Canon James Heaney, was faced with the work of
restoration.

“All honour to him! he showed great faith and courage in the
crisis. It ought to be put on record that the people of the parish

( N THE occasion of the dedication of St. Patrick’s Church,
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he assembled all his parishioners on the selected site. He then
measured the ground occupied by them. and worked out the
dimensions of the church from the information obtained. His
church is one hundred and sixteen feet long and thirty-six feet wide
containing a gallery considerably larger originally than at present.

In those days the building of such a church imposed great sacrifices
on all concerned. The parishioners had very small holdings of

i rather poor land for which they paid high rents. When the rent
was paid and the necessaries of life purchased, very little was left to
give—even for a work so dear to them as the building of their
parish church. Yet they contributed generously of the little they
had, and they gladly gave of the strength of their arms to the work
on hands. But there was limestone to be carted from Lecanvey.
and when that failed it had to be brought by boat from the islands
of Clew Bay to Old Head and thence by cart to Louisburgh. And
in the whole parish there were not more than six carts! The
limestone had to be cut, and skilled stonecutters—the Foy’s—had to
be brought in to do that work. Skilled builders and woodworkers
were also needed. And all this and timber and slates and other
items cost money—much more money than was at hand. So
Father Curley set sail for America and appealed to our Irish emigrants
for help. They responded generously. Even in those early days
the Irish in America responded with great generosity to many similar
appeals from the land of their birth. After a considerable time,
Father Curley returned home. In his absence the work had gone
on more slowly than he expected and was costing much more
than he had anticipated. In time he found his funds exhausted and

- his church still unfinished. Undaunted, he again sailed for America

and made a second appeal. So successful was it that in three
months he was again aboard ship, bound for home. Backed by

(rong gales, his ship made a record crossing. And now at length
he completed the work he had laboured so hard and so long to
accomplish.

On 11 August, 1873, Father Michael Curley died. He was
buried in the church he erected. It is his monument and his
memorial.  As long as it stands he will not be forgotten.

IFor the past one hundred years this church has withstood all the
torms and tempests that beat upon our western shore. But after
that long lapse of time, considerable renovations were urgently
fecded. The most formidable of these was the re-roofing of the

Ptz

Hugh Canon

Rev.

Very

From lefi:

Curley, P.P.; (His Grace), Right Rev. Msgr. Timothy Gunnigan, P.P.,

With His Grace are three priests who are grand-nephews of
and Very Rev. John Greally, P.P.

A group photograph taken at the centenary celebration of St. Patrick’s C hurch,

the founder, Father Michael C urley.

May 1961.
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The Founder

Father Michael Curley, P.P.
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church. The late Parish Priest—Canon James Heaney—had just
compleled this work when his lamented death occurred. The
present Parish Priest has carried out the interior renovation of the
church. The people of the parish and their friends abroad in
America and England contributed most generously to the whole
work of renovation. Then on 12 May, 1960, the centenary of the
church was celebrated by the parish. On that day the Archbishop of
Tuam—Dr, Joseph Walsh—solemnly blessed and dedicated to the
National Apostle this church, of which Archbishop McHale had laid
the foundation stone in 1856. In a moving address to the parish-
ioners, the Archbishop applied to their church the words of Isaias:
“O poor little one, tossed by the tempest, bereft of all comfort,
behold 1 will set thy stones in order and will lay thy foundations with
sapphires.” (Is. LIV ii). Among those present for the occasion
were three grand-nephews of Father Michael Curley. They were
Rt. Rev. Mons. T. Gunnigan, P.P., Bullinrobe: Very Rev. Canon
Hugh Curley, P.P., Claremorris, and Very Rev. John Greally. P.P..
Partry. Thus across all the years the centenary of this church links
up very closely with its foundation.

Patrician Pilgrimages

TRINITY of pilgrimages in honour of Saint Patrick can be
performed in Louisburgh district, and in our tradition the
three pilgrimages are chained to form one. They are the
slations at Croagh Patrick, at Kilgeever Blessed Well, and on Caher
[sland in Clew Bay. The traditional exercises are as follows:

ON CROAGH PATRICK:

I'here are three stations: the first is at the base of the cone and is
pertormed on the way up; the second is on the summit, and the third
iv some distance from the summit, on the Lecanvey side of the

mountain.

I'irst Station—Leacht Benain—At this Leacht the pilgrim says seven
Miters, seven Aves and one Creed, and walks around the Leacht
jeven times.

Second Station—Leaba Phadraic—Having reached the summit,
e pilgrim, kneeling, says seven Paters, seven Aves and one Creed,

23




Next, in front of the altar of the little chapel, he kneels and repeats
fifteen Paters. fifteen Aves and one Creed and walks fifteen times
around the circular mound on the top, praying as he goes. Having
finished this, he enters Leaba Phadraic and repeats on his knees seven
Paters, seven Aves and one Creed. This done, he walks seven times
around Leaba Phadraic,

Third Station—Roilig Mhuire—The pilgrim. at each of the circles
forming this Station, repeats seven Paters, seven Aves and one Creed
and travels around each seven times. Then he goes around Garra
Mér seven times, walking. This completes the traditional Stations
of the Reek.

AT KILGEEVER:

The traditional station begins with a circle about the blessed well
while the pilgrim forms his intention. Then, kneeling opposite the
well, he says seven Paters, seven Aves and the Creed. He then
circles the well seven times praying, and kneels again to repeat seven
Paters and Aves and the Creed. He now walks to the three flag-
stones (there were five) south of the well, where he says five Paters
and Aves and the Creed, kneeling. At Saint Patrick’s Rock he
kneels and says three Paters, three Aves and the Creed, and entering
the Abbey from the east he says seven Paters and Aves and the Creed
for the dead. He walks back by the stream towards the blessed well
where he completes the station by circling three times in honour of
the Blessed Trinity.

Custom has embellished these exercises. It is customary to count
the rounds of the well by picking seven stones and dropping one at
each round. And in returning to the well it is usual to walk in the
water if the station is for a living person. Pilgrims pray. before
leaving, for Henry Murphy of Castlebar. who had the cross erected
over the well.

ON CAHER ISLAND:

The station is begun at the little church by praying at the stone
altar. The pilgrim then goes to the eastern gable and at the stone
known as Leabaidh Phddraic, which has an incised cross, he repeats
seven Paters and Aves and the Irish invocation:

Mo leabhaidh is ciorcal cruaidh

Mairg a Chriost, a chuaidh ina sheilbh.
Then, circling each penitential leacht seven times, he repeats seven
Paters, Aves and Glorias.

24

Going to Tobar Mhuire on the west of the island. he goes about
the well seven times on his knees. praying while doing so; and he
completes the circuit of the island by returning to the church, where
the station finishes.

(A full description of Caher Island appears in An Choinneal, No. 1).

Pilgrims on Reek [Farrell

® The time for pilgrimage to Croagh Patrick—hitherto con-
fined to the last Sunday in July, and performed by local people
on “Garland” Friday also—is now officially extended to the
period between June 1 and September 30 annually.

® In addition, during this Patrician Year, three special pil-
grimages will be held as follows:

@ July 30—Usual national pilgrimage.;

® August 27—Diocesan pilgrimage for Tuam Archdiocese;

® October 1—National pilgrimage of thanksgiving.

@ lor the pilgrimage to the Reek, a plenary indulgence may be
gained, on the usual conditions, by those who visit the oratory
on the summit and pray for the Pope’s intentions.
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“roke Patrick—1961
FATHER LEO MORAHAN

D

81 | had left the city and missed it. It would have been just
sother instance of “what you miss, you have no way of
slating”; but some blessed influence or other made me stay. 1
% it onee sorry and glad 1 had already read Chesterton’s Christen-
n Dublin: sorry. because it would have been more gratifying to
ol one’s own reactions after coming with a mind unbriefed: and
d, because the book was like a Catholic guide to the city and it
s of interest to see how much was now valid of what he witnessed
ing the Eucharistic Congress in 1932. The Patrician celebrations
ad not gripped the country just so widely; but for Congress week
Jublin was again beflagged as only Dublin can be. And again, as
:h 1932, it was the poorer areas that were most richly decorated.
The whole city seemed to be crawling north of the river on that
~ Sunday morning. The traffic-pulse was beating faster: cars edged
urgently into the same lanes for the same turnings: Gardai under-
stood, and gave directions without waiting to be asked: parking was
gone through with an air of jettison abandon. for we were all
hurrying to the Pontifical High Mass in Croke Park, which was to
be the Congress climax.

It is an intriguing study to watch people performing old acts in
new surroundings; or to see them adapting themselves to situations
where place and performance are both familiar but have never
hitherto been combined. And so Croke Park was a study on that
June morning. Even at Fitzgibbon Street one felt the freshness of
the fusion: there were the familiar things—the programmes and the
peddlars and the badges and even that instinctive semi-ritual trot
in Jones's Road: but today the badges were all one colour, today
there were no hats on sale, and prayer-books were the tickets for
the stands! My first glance over the canal wall was almost an
aggrieved one: six French Sisters of Charity were sitting primly in
the centre of the Cusack Stand! And then a priest beside me in the
throng struck the keynote for the occasion: to a flippant question,
“Is it you that’s reffing. Father?” he delayed with a tolerant smile
and then said: “Thank Goodness, we are all one today.”
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Holy Cross College, beside Croke Park, was our appointed vestry
and we walked in procession back along Jones’s Road, which was
now a green corridor of men of the F.C.A. It was tantalising to us
who were still outside to hear the reception being given to the Papal
suite as, headed by a motor-cycle escort, they drove once about the
field and out; but we were to be rewarded for our delay by the si ght
that awaited us on our entry to the Stadium. The Croke Park we
knew so well was transformed beyond recognition. At the centre of
the pitch a shrine—indeed a Church—of wood and glass had been
erected, and was crowned with a golden cross reminiscent of the
Irish cross at Lourdes. And what a spectacle that varied congre-
gation presented to us who were favoured with seats on the field!
There is a story (it behoves me to say an unkind story!) that when
some Mayo footballer was seriously injured in Croke Park in the
thirties, the whole Hogan Stand arose to give him absolution. But
today, although the priests are on the field, the blacks and whites are
evident in the stands; and in the absence of any county colours, they
are blended and toned by the browns and blues of various habits or
by the myriad shades among the ninety thousand who are here.
Beside us on the field a specimen corps of Gardai present a noble
and imposing picture in their rich-blue uniforms; congress scouts, all
with white shirt, green tie and yellow beret, cordon off each section
with firm though quiet efficiency; and their younger brothers, vested
as Mass-servers, are in and out among us enjoying the freedom of
the Lord—many of them with prying cameras within the innocence
of surplice folds. In the climbing tension of the approaching hour,
the music of Handel’s Alleluia Chorus throbs through the arena.
“Break forth into joy: sing together, sing together . . . For the Lord
hath comforted his people,”—the loud-speakers almost appear to
lip the words, so appropriate are words and music to this occasion.
Yet through the crowded stands there is an uneasy attempt at a
medium between the profane and the religious, a balancing of
Croke Park hilarity with our devotion for the Mass. Presently, the
congregation becomes an audience: applause greets the arrival of
Mr. de Valera, Uachtaran na hEireann, and An Taoiseach, Sean
Lemass. An Irish Patrician hymn has just re-established the Church
atmosphere when another burst of applause shakes the stands and
the ensuing moments are much too much for all of us. Here, from
a corner of our own Croke Park, between the Canal End and what
used to be the Long Stand, the princes of the Church are approaching
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il Marella and Cardinal Giobbo of Italy, Cardinal Doepfner
my. and Cardinal Arriba y Castro of Spain. Appla_use
o4 neclamation to greet the arrival of our own Cardn?al
i) whose recent indisposition would, it was feared, prevent him
', ing this glorious array. And the Irish censure on apartheid
Wever more pronounced than in the unpreced.ented welcome
srdded 1o Africa’s first Cardinal, the coloured Cardinal Rugambwa
Vit panyika. (I remember: Thank Goodness, we are a{f one today).

@ throng again composes itself as the Mass-procession enters—
ded by forty-seven mitres, the fibres of many lands; and again a
ul of joyous welcome is reverberating, for the entry of the saintly
flgure of Cardinal Agagianian who is Papal Legate and celebrant
."r‘t" i 5. j .

I:ih:hriansiprcssive ceremony that follows, some’few incidents will
live to dominate our memories; the moment, for instance, when the

| ogate’s clear voice begins the Introit—words that are so full o:;
meaning today: “Go forth out of thy land fe and come into a, ,I‘an /
\which I will show thee: and I will make of thee a great nation’ ; or
{he familiar voice of Tuam’s Archbishop preaching on his text from
the Acts of the Apostles: ““I send thee to open their eyes that they
may be converted from darkness to light and from the power of Satan
o God”: or the enthralling, sustained silenr::e of the packed stands3
emphasised by a passing train; or that unique Guard (?f Hono‘ur.
Gdrda ondra, sinigh cleiti! and Irish officers, many weal.'mg service-
medals of Lebanon or the Congo, stand in salute while an army
fanfare greets the greatest Arrival of all. But one rr}emory.over-
rides all, for it expresses all and focuses all tf} a point: ‘lt is Fhe
memory of a small bell tinkling at the Elevation, a physical lm.k
with the man who brought us all here. It is now history that this
same bell of St. Patrick, after centuries of silence, was rung at the
Mass in Phoenix Park in 1932; and to hear it in s:uch an atmosphere
evokes a sensation that is not indescribable, for it has already been
described. “‘It was,” says Chesterton, ‘‘as if it h_ad come out of
the Stone Age; when even musical instruments might be 'made of
stone . . . From far away in the most forgotten of centuries, as if
down avenues that were colonnades of corpses, one dead man .had
spoken and was dumb. It was Patrick, and he only‘ said: M.y
Master is here’.” For an Irishman that sound was like metallic
contact with a saint whose memory—let alone whose chaljacter-—

brings granite Faith into the mosaic of our lives. We felt him near

us then, as if the microphone had touched his crozier.
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Thoughts come freely with such an elevating stimulus.
At first 1 recalled a far-off boyish fancy — before 1 came
to rteason — when I used to think that Croke Park was the
top of Croagh Patrick and that the crowds on Reck Sunday
were thronging to an All-Ireland final. Today, the fancy had
become something more than a fiction. I thought, too, of the
inscription now engraved on the shrine of that bell, The sound has
gone through the entire world, and it took little reflection to see
that its sound had. indeed, travelled across the world with the Irish;
and that the echoes of that same sound had now returned to its
source, echoes in human form—bishops, priests and religious of the
Irish diaspora, the O’Carroll’s and O’Donnell’s, the Hurley’s and
Dooley’s, the Sheen’s and Scanlon’s and McCarthy’s and Muldoon’s
— whose very presence in Croke Park today was at once a testimony
and a manifestation. Another thought was one that would not, I
feel. have occured even to Chesterton. It was the fittingness that such
a magnificent Irish event should choose as its arena Croke Park.
where every Irishman is at home. When I thought of the Requiem
of Bloody Sunday; and of the G.A.A. founders—Croke, Cusack,
Nally—whose achievements are more lasting than the stands or
stadium to their names, I felt that having this ceremony here was
right; or, as we say, it was only right. That idea evoked a memory:
of the many young Irishmen who had once played here for their
respective counties and were now growing old playing a priest’s part
in representing Christ for a people somewhere or other on the globe;
and a memory, too, of many earnest Irish people who were now
absent—absent in death or in infirmity—who would have relished
this unparalleled honour conferred on their association. It would
have more than repaid them for the buffeting of unappreciation to
have seen this Supreme Act performed here. It was the “Stations™
on their own floor! As I saw how the people present watched
and took part in the ceremony, a quaint simile struck, and I found
myself adjusting a phrase of English Soccer commentators: for here,
I knew, was a glorious example of the Game that we—Irish—had
taught the world: and that, three times over! What wonder if, after
a silent rosary of centuries—glorious, joyful, sorrowful—we should
at last speak our Magnificat to the world!

How we spoke it on June 25, 1961, will be a memory to retell,
and so relive. Never before had I seen the genuine point of *‘Faith
and Fatherland.” It was a unity of all apparent opposites and the
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proportion was always right. Chesterton would have revelled in
the paradoxes. A football pitch had become a cathedral: the
lhronged stands were dumb: the goalposts were dwarfed by a
lowe:rmg cross and the President’s salute was replaced by Saint
Patrick’s hymn. An Armenian Cardinal celebrated Mass for a
congregation black and white, Irish and alien, so diverse that their
only unity was their Faith. Ninety thousand people stood and sang
the international anthem of a Credo. and a nation’s bayonets were
the Guard of Honour for the King of Peace. “Thank Goodness, we
are all one today”! All this was unnatural only because it was
supernatural. Ireland had left aside profane things and was
bringing her two hands together in prayer. Typically, on the Hogan
Stand, Ireland’s Primate was kneeling with Ireland’s President,
It was the twining of our twin ideals. It was once more Patrick and
Laoire. It was Croagh Patrick on Croke Park.

Appreciation

“This model of the Congress Altar that I present to you with
heartfelt gratitude is meant to be a memorial of your loyal
homage to the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass so worthily celebrated
on your lovely grounds. It is also, I trust, a pledge of the reward
that Our Divine Master has promised to those who acknowledge
Him before men. Certain it is that Our Blessed Lady, to whom
we entrusted all the conduct of our Congress, has obtained for
you in your very hard task a strong, protecting grace.

“May her intercession with her Divine Son continue to pro-
fect you and your families, in recompense for the mighty act
of Faith that was the Dublin Congress at Croke Park.”

(—From an address by His Grace, the Archbishop of
Dublin. to the President and Executive Council of
the G.A.A., July 1961.)
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Lines from

C\Sé @aéricé ’s dgreasép[aée

- an old Irish morning prayer, in its present form mosi
probably dating from the ninth century. Its composition by St.
Patrick is a possibility not rashly to be dismissed.”—(DRr. BIELER),

(3

arise today
through God's strength to pilot me:
God's might to uphold me,
God’s wisdom to guide me,
God’s eye to look before me,
God's ear to hear e,
God’s word to speak for me,
God'’s hand to guard me,
God’s way 1o lie before me,
God's shield to protect me,
God's host to secure me—
against snares of devils,
against temptations of vices,
against inclinations of nature,
against everyone who shall wish me ill,
afar and anear,
alone and in a crowd . . .
Christ with me, Christ before me, Christ behind me.
Christ in me, Christ beneath me, Christ above me,
Christ on my right, Christ on my left,
Christ where I lie, Christ where I sit, Christ where I arise,
Christ in the heart of every man who thinks of me,
Christ in the mouth of every man who speaks of me,
Christ in every eye that sees me,
Christ in every ear that hears me . . .
Salvation is of the Lord,
Salvation is of the Lord,
Salvation is of Christ,
May Thy salvation, O Lord, be ever with us.

Around the
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A Swiss Looks At Louisburgh

RUDOLF BAESCHLIN

S THERE anything startling in this title? It was startling cnough
I for the writer when he looked at Louisburgh the first time.
Although this happened many years ago, the memory of those days
is as fresh in his mind as if it had been yesterday. This needs
explaining, because a chance visit by a stranger would hardly
produce such a lasting effect. The crux of the matter is that the
young lady who had recently become my wife hailed from a place
outside Louisburgh, as was clearly shown by the birth-certificate
that had to be procured in order to have the marriage legalised in
England, the country where the Swiss made his living.

Louisburgh, at that time, was but a place-name to me. in a country
into which I had never set foot before and whose tinhabitants,
according to English notions, prevailing then, were not exactly tame
and of a quiet disposition! So, the reader of these pages will under-
stand my secret misgivings as by my wife’s side I made my way to
the West, by train, from Dublin in 1924; that is. not so very long
after the Civil War. Many strange sights T had to absorb on that
long journey! Somehow, the name of Louisburgh, French-
sounding to me, held a certain amount of reassurance and. strange
to say, my first view of the little town by daylight, when I came to
Sunday Mass, did remind me of certain country-places in Upper
Alcase. 1t was not dissimilar in the street-plan, in the style of the
house-frontages abutting straight on to the pavement and sporting
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many shops for the provision of immediate needs. Besides, what |

took for a barracks at one side of the Square was not unlike a Posie

de Gendarmerie.

All this had to be taken in and digested privately, whilst I was
orientating myself amongst my wife’s numerous relatives and
friends, to whom I was a complete stranger from a country much
less familiar to them than U.S.A. For the time being, subjected as |
was to many handskakes and even male-embraces on both cheeks,
which again reminded me of French customs, I must have felt
pretty dumb. Fortunately, I was able to grasp much of the talk
addressed to me in English of a charming brogue with which |
had become quite familiar during a lengthy courtship.

Needless to say. I have since those days paid repeated visits to
Louisburgh and can only express my pleasure at finding such few
changes in the town itself. True, some buildings have gone up
here and there, traffic is a good deal livelier, due to the introduction
of the motor-car, which again has called for the establishment of
garages and petrol-pumps. A number of hotels now cater for
tourists who may make Louisburgh a centre for excursions and who
formerly would hardly find such up-to-date accommodation and
service. The scenery and bathing at Old Head is attracting visitors
from many parts. | recall with some amusement the comments of
my revered mother-in-law at the sight of a group of real hikers
in the Square. Strangers passing through Louisburgh have multi-
plied considerably since then and hardly any notice will be taken of
them. If the town itself has not undergone structural changes such

as the erection of multi-storeyed houses which would be a blot on
the landscape, much rebuilding and re-housing on modern lines
has been going on and is still going on in the rural parts of the
Parish of Kilgeever to which Louisburgh belongs. One might
deplore the gradual disappearnce of the traditional thatch-covered
cottage that was more picturesque than the fairly uniform slate-
covered houses of bungalow-style which have taken its place, but
time marches on, and it is only by improved housing that the
younger generation is likely to remain attached to the native soil.

My thoughts revert, however, to that memorable first Sunday
visit to the “chapel” where as a convert I felt no stranger, having
through God’s mercy and my good wife’s prayers found the gift of
faith. It was a beautiful morning in June when we set off from my
wife’s house at Pulgloss in a hired car, and the wide landscape
dotted with long single-storeyed whitewashed homesteads made me
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. ol Spain rather than of France. This 51.11prcssi9n g'fti?cd.
b the sight of loaded jaunting-cars and of r}tders with w'lrf'_. o1
or sitting sideways behind them, all on their way to 1\.1‘155.:;1
burgh, whose grey houses I saw s;:)rcad out in the pliim Wl 1
" ijestic background of Croagh Patrick, whence, one might b;lﬁr’,
'aith has been carried by sons and daughters of Ireland to the
: .ognthtil:as:\l:f;ral roads leading into Louisburg,k‘l, worshippers,
iy also on foot, made their way to the “‘Chapel™ at th_e easte;r;
ond of the town. 1 found it strange that we Catholics we :
“Chapel”, whilst for Protestants, if any, there was a typica

nrch built in the English style peeping out of a rookery and sur-

younded by a wall enclosing a burial grqund. A:s‘. often as I p&;;siﬂ
(hat way going up to the delightful hillside locality known asld ;0[
owen, where 1 found great welcome frorn c?ear relalwes,l | c?u e
help forming the impression that the winding lane lea.dmg -Lo?:créd
church was somehow English in ch.aracter. There was as elc i
sandy beach behind Bunowen, which became a fa,voume o
daughter during her many visits to her grandparents hq;‘;e. "y
Here 1 would like to say a few words about the ch1‘ l'l:ll;l Lo
during my first visit. I found their shyness very attracu\‘;:, u t:ch-
also glad when they placed confidence in me and showe.ﬁ-mc o
little treasures and their favourite haunts among the cliffs. . lhgse
daringly they could walk along the narrow brink! Man(;ir ? e
children, nephews and nieces, have since grown up an m;h -
their own families, but we have remained very attached to te :
We are also happy and proud of those \:}fho have become pn;zs S o:;
teachers or have entered the religious life as nuns and we Eei.,-
fond remembrance of those who have gone before us to a bette
pla:ﬁli;:re was magic in the air during those ﬁrst. holit:la_.)r weeksd 12
this favoured corner of Mayo—with a vie\fv of a _w1de plain, bo(;m 'ih
by mountains of bold outline and a shimmering sca d?t:c lwtll.d_
islands, all under ever-changing shadows of. wonder u‘ ‘c (;c ‘
formations floating in the azure. Talk of SW.ISS scenery: lac :1:5
the sea, it just has not got that sense of expansion and‘op!:nnes‘d A
the sky that one meets on the Irish shores of the Atlantic, a?mm
there is a finer spot on the West coast tha_n Clew‘Bay, as; ;e:'en -
Pulgloss or Roonah Point, 1 have yet to discover it, and I have
well-around that coast lately.

Nevertheless, restless as [ was bgf nature,
3

I felt a thirst for action,




which was first appeased by climbing Croagh Patrick, the “Reck."
as I heard it commonly named. Apart from the spiritual experience
that was gained through the devotions connected with the climb,
truly magnificent view from the top amply rewarded the effort. |
could not help being very respectful of the physical feat performed
annually by legions of pilgrims less inured to mountain climbing
than I was and the desire stirred in me to attempt some other of the
peaks which I fancied to be within a day’s reach. But better coun-
sels prevailed when I realised that, after crossing the wide plain to
the foot of the Mweelrea range, I would still have to negotiate,
presumably without guide, the approaches to the mountain and find
myself most likely bogged. A simple experience served as a lesson.
Having gone to Louisburgh on my own, I decided on my way back
to explore an outcrop of rock outside the town and got into
difficultiecs among a network of ditches, from which I had to be
rescued by people working near-by. It was decided then that only
runs by car could satisfy my craving for sight-seeing. Mullranny
had been visited after our descent from Croagh Patrick, and an
excursion through Doolough Pass to Leenane and Delphi, with a
diversion to Kylemore Abbey. certainly was regarded by me as a
high-light of the holiday.

There were, of course. other outlets for sport, such as fishing in
Clew Bay and taking dips from the canoe. spending long hours
down on the beach, watching the marine life in the pools left by the
tide, and generally enjoying an untrammelled freedom, variegated
by visits to the farms of relatives, where I was duly impressed by
the hospitality practised in this part of Ireland.

Once again Louisburgh had me in thrall, when the monthly fair
thronged its streets, and many a hearty welcome was extended to
me and sealed with a drink in those peculiar shops-cum-bar. It was
also an opportunity to please the younger generation with a good
supply of Martin Hare's famous sugar-sticks.

There was yet to come the never-to-be-forgotten treat of a musical
evening at one of the larger town-houses in Main Street, where
dwelt a fine family of near relatives whose talented members were
eager to entertain me and my wife with Irish music and songs.

Alas, this brings me to the realisation of how many of the dear
faces that I saw around me on that first visit to Louisburgh have
since to be remembered as belonging to the faithful departed and
that my own life is drawing to a close. But, as long as I have the
strength to travel, I pray that I may be granted the Jjoy of walking
the streets of Louisburgh and the roads beyond!
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A Louisburgh Recollection

Where Mweelrea looks towards Patrick’s Hill

With brow in thoughtful frown: .
Where Bunowen river, broad and still,
Winds close to Louisburgh town;

Where rank and green the willow is seen

Profuse beside the river.
There Summers past a spell was cast
That holds me now and ever.

Where blue skies over Louisburgh
Flecked through with golden brown,
Arose in wond’rous dome-work
High over Louisburgh town.

With blue and green of sky and scene,

The white light on the river,
The glow of fronted shop and cot,
The sun-light streets a-glimmer.

The throb of life where life is quiet
In day-long sunshine rousing,

Till night meets day and day meets nic ht

In Summer’s long carousing. ‘
Staccato’d beat of children’s feet

Is loud on summer air;

The voice of child and bird and dog
Is lingering ever there.




| To westward go where wavelets roll
Across a sandy shore

To sate with joy my very soul

By sea-washed Carramore;

Or south to make the Doolough Lake
My joyous destination,

To watch the hills all light and shade
In water’s incarnation.

A golden glow is o’er Old Head,

il On hill and beach and pier;

|l The mellowy light through trees is shed
il - The sea’s soft voice we hear.

I Far Thalabawn aglow like dawn

Is one broad vista fanned

Of valley, hill and dell and fen

And Killary’s Silver Strand. Will memory yet inspire
With pictures bright as flashing lights

That set my soul afire.

Nor art of man, nor genius can

On canvas rediscover

The lights that glow upon those hills—
Their myriad hue and colour.

One lingering glance towards Glankeen’s Heights

How oft when white-fleeced morning dew
1Is towards the hill-tops blown, '

| Great wonder fills me then to view

. The Doochs of Doughmackeon,

O, Soul’s release in Heaven’s own peace,

, —This happy sea-warmed land . Whenever in my wanderings far
Cille ho e . . 3 - g LS
il Fi .fﬂ.s‘h( art with bliss of sound and sense | I see a kindred sight
B0 e Camisks Soend ! I people it with forms that are

: i All creatures made of light;

' Yet as I gaze, O glad amaze,
One peerless form is seen—
That little layer of contour there
Is Ghost of Old Glankeen.

Were I by Providence decreed

A man of far renown,

Boasting of deeds Fame's fires that feed
That light up home and town;

Though others sing till echoes ring,
Have other flags unfurled—

I’d give my work that fair Louisburgh
Should shine across the world.

(Copyright 1960) FATHER WiLLiAM TIERNAN
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Inside Ghana

ROBERT J. NICHOLSON

N 1946 I was offered a teaching post in a Training College in the

: QOId Coast and as I'd always had the ambition to travel, especi-
ally in such a fabulous country as Africa, | thought this opportunity
too good to let pass. With little hesitation I accepted. ;

ARRIVAL

We arrived in Takoradi. the chief port, on a Sunday mornin
January 1947, and although a fortnight’s voyage from Liver oii
had helped to acclimatise us to conditions prevailing at this latitl:lde
yet those of us new to the “Coast” felt most uncomfortable in lhf;
sticky heat when we stepped ashore. Nor were we relieved b the.
appearance of the Europeans waiting to welcome the passengersy For
the ml:)sl part they looked hot and perspiring, faces yellow from 'anti—
malarial drggs, clothes rather crumpled and soiled with a reddish
dust. We did not know it then. but we arrived at the height of tiw
:Ly s_easo}rll when no rain falls for almost six months and the great

rning heat is aggrav 2 St~ i
e Harmttgua:ted by a dry dust-laden wind from the

The Qold Coast has a short rugged coast line dotted here and
there with insignificant fishing villages and three or four lar f;
towns. The road linking those towns from Takoradi in the Weft
through Cape Coast and on to Accra, the Capital, in the East wind;
ar_:d curves along the Coast through scenery striking at lim;s but
shght!y monotonous. Rolling low hills and flat plains on th; left
th:ck!y covered with lush tropical vegetation, dark green and
seeming to slumber in the heat. On the right, occasional glimpses
;E the lsea through a fringe of palm trees right to the waters edge

ge glassy waves rolling i i i .
e a]wa;; ky one*s";:i.m from the Atlantic, and booming of the
A.mls.arfo, our destination, has a musical romantic sound but in
reality it is a “clearing’ in the forest, half way along the coast and
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buildings for College and staff, a model-school, football grounds,
~sehool garden and tennis-court. At one end was a small seminary
for African Priests run by the Dutch Fathers. The whole area
was laid out in walks, flower-beds and rare and exotic flowering

whrubs but at night it seemed to contract and the ring of trees would

aut five miles inland from the main road. The Gold Coast is
y covered with forest, very dense but low-growing along the
usl, getting ever thicker and gloomier as one moves inland to
Jhnti, thinning out finally to low scrub and thin grass lands in the
Jorthern territories bordering the Sudan. In order to build
ouses, therefore, one must cut down some trees, prepare the
found and constantly attend to it; else what is a garden today will
e 4 miniature forest next month.

Our clearing was about 200 acres in extent, had good modern

appear to move in menacingly and stealthily as if watching and
listening.

THE GOLD COAST

The region along the coast is called the “Colony.” The people,
fishermen and farmers, have had long assocation with European
traders, from the Portuguese to the British. The Portuguese were
the first traders. They built forts along the coast and used them as
strong points when venturing inland to trade with the natives.
Their most enduring monument is the Castle at Elmina, a small
fishing port five miles from Amisano. Here one may still see the
dungeons in which the slaves were manacled before being shipped to
the Americas. They were bartered by the Chiefs from surrounding
areas in exchange for guns, cloths, and beads. It is said that the
name Gold Coast derives from the numberless gold ornaments
thrown into the sea by those slaves in a last despairing offering to
their gods to save them.

The fisherfolk are the most primitive of the natives. Mostly
they live in crumbling clay-walled houses thatched with banana
leaves. There is always a stench of rotting fish around as the custom
is to cure the smaller fry in the sun and then send them wrapped
in leaves up country, where they are greatly relished and always
used for making soup. Appropriately enough, the Negroes inland 1
call them stinking fish. The larger fish are used (or sold) locally,
but the entrails are simply thrown outside to be fiercely devoured by
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the vultures, those bald evil-looking birds, so ugly, but so useful
that it is a grave offence to destroy one,

ADVANCE IN EDUCATION

One result of the war had been to make West Africans more
conscious of themselves as a worth-while people, eager and ready
to learn and with a little help capable of governing themselves while
maintaining normal relations with other countries. This was
recognised in several ways but nowhere so well as in education.
Generous grants were given to existing foundations and a University
College was founded in Accra. The Missionaries, the traditional
educators of the people, were called in and the result was, as far as
Catholic education was concerned, the establishment of two year
Training Colleges designed to train infant-junior teachers for
schools in Bush areas. It was thought advisable therefore to build
the Colleges as far away as possible from the main towns. but in
areas where good primary schools already existed and where con-
ditions otherwise were suitable. It was, therefore, no great shock
when, in November 1947, I was sent to Ashanti to start the new
Training College there. As an idea of the sort of work involved.,
it may be interesting to know that the Chief donates an area of
jungle, or Bush as it is called in Africa, and you are just told to start.
As a Government grant for a modern College depends on ones own
efforts, a great deal of hard work is involved. The area must be
cleared, the first buildings erected, students found, suitable teachers
employed and all this in a region where language and customs are
entirely strange. It stands to reason that without the advice and
aid given by the Missionaries and the goodwill shown by the Chief
and his people, it could not be done.

ASHANTI

Ashanti is covered with dense forest, giant trees reaching up to
two hundred feet and more, thickly entwined with vines striving for
the light, underneath a lush green entangled mass of growth, the air
hot and damp, and over all a faint stench of decay, of stagnant water
and ever-rotting vegetation. Two or three good roads run through
the forest, connecting up towns and villages. Along these, at all
hours of the day, run the local transport, the mammy wagons.
These are the lorries roofed with canvas and provided with forms
for sitting on. Men, women and children crowd into them, together
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| hens, goats and sheep and all sorts of vegetables for the market.
(rivers are colourful characters and quite dangerous_; bccapsc
o fearless. They roar along in clouds of red d‘ust, at sixty rpnles
ur or more, their lorries seeming to bulge with huma|.1 frelgh't,
W0 even hanging on desperately to the sides. To tra.wel in one is
| litening, but a great experience. On one occasion [ had to
yail myself of this form of transport fcf)r a journey of ﬁf‘ty

s, The driver was a Mohammedan, in his bare feej[, long white
s% below his knees, very eager to impress me with his knowlcd.ge
ol English. He kept repeating, “You W?.it, Mgssa, we reach }_um
ext stop—you see.”  Eventually we did arrive and t.he driver
fjumped down. Then, looking up, a stern exprcssm:? on his face,’he
houted to us, “Ladies and gentlemen, p. . .. please.” Then looking
ul me with a huge grin, he said, “You see i

SOME CUSTOMS ’

This is the region of black magic, juju and ﬁ?ush. Sacrefi groves
abound everywhere and strangers walk warily when chiefs die.
A powerful fetish can still be made fI’O]‘I.'l a human hee}rt.. In the hot
palpitating night the drumming begins in earnest, wh_lp_p‘mg up to a
leaping, racing frenzied rhythm in honour of some 1p1t13,t10n c?re-
mony or festive occasion. For those people are animists and have
sacred trees, rivers and streams and all those spmts' myst be
honoured, as well as the spirits of the dead. ‘The belief is that
those spirits reside in the seats they used when‘alwe—actually carved
stools—and the most celebrated one of all is the (.]olden.si’ool of
Ashanti. A famous Ashanti King once asked his magician to
perform some magic before the assembled people. ]mmedlately‘he
caused a golden stool to fall from the skies. He Lt}en told the king
that the spirit of the Ashanti nation resided in this stool and that
as long as it was kept intact, no harm would befall_ the people. And
now, in every village, Christian and Pagan, there is a Stool ngse,
where old mouldering stools of Chiefs are preserved angl sacrifices
of sheep, goats and eggs are made to them on special occasions. Tl}e
idea was gradually extended to include the country—resulting in
“stool land” which belongs to the people. :

As for the original Golden Stool, it is still preserved, plated \.v!th
gold and used on state occasions but never sat' on. The British
used every means in their power during the Ashantll wars of 1899, to
find the stool and destroy it, but it was too well hidden. Today, the
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Ashantiheni, or King of Ashanti, has this stool placed beside him
when he holds high council while he sits on his throne and rests his
sandalled feet on a human skull—the skull of a Colonel McCarthy
a British soldier captured in the wars. ’ ‘

FARMERS

The majority of the people in the Gold Coast are small farmers
Many of them have cocoa farms, but nearly all sow mixed crops m»
well. They simply cut down some trees in the wet season, leave Tﬁclﬁ
to dry and the burn them. In those clearings they sow Indian cﬁrn.
ton“latoes. onions, redpepper, groundnuts, yam and cassava and 2
variety of African vegetables resembling spinach in taste. Rotation
of crops is practically unknown. Next year a new clearing is made
and the old one reverts to Bush. Much valuable timber has been
destroyed in this manner and much erosion has resulted. The
D?partmenls of Agriculture and Education were keenly awaré of
this and' parﬂy through Adult Education lectures and partly through
the Training College were making great efforts to teach the people
the rudiments of scientific farming.

Pol_ygamy is widely practiced by the pagans. The Chiefs. the
heredttary rulers and leaders of the people, noted for their prowess
in the arts of peace and war, easily lead the field with many wivesh
and i}'l. this respect are magnificently captained by the Ashantinhcni
who is c.nl'itled to every female born in his lifetime in Ashanti. The
present lpcumbcnl, I was informed, has only six!

F'Tood is plentiful and beggars are rare'y seen, Oranges, grape-
fruit, bananas, pineapple and of course, cocoanuts are f(;und in

every village. Yam and cassava. the former a good substitute for
potatoes, the latter somewhat like a parsnip in shape and very
sta.rchy, form the staple diet together with rice, ground nuts and
chlckfen. Palmoil is used for cooking and palm wine is used instead
2f_ milk .for making bread. It is also drunk in large quan';ities
P‘u-fu” is the national dish and is most appetising. It is made from'
bo‘lled and pounded yam, together with ground nut soup, rice and
chicken and highly seasoned with African spices. ’

WIND OF CHANGE

1948 was a year of change. There was unrest in the air. It
came with a fo'rmer student of St. Augustine’s College—the only
Irish College in the country—Kwame Nkrumah, now Prime
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nister, when he arrived from America in 1947.  One felt it in the
lopes in the constant queries about salary scales. the slightly-
ous attitude of the teachers, in the ridiculous slogans writlen
i the mammy lorries, e.g., “Lord love a duck, but not white
jissa,” and in many other small ways difficult to name. The
wple were still the same. gay. laughter-loving and courteous.
Then in February, a parade of ex-service men, marching towards the
Clovernor’s residence in Accra, was fired on and the leaders shot.
Immediately riotings broke out all over the country—sLores Were
sicked, cars burned, Europeans beaten-up. Even the students in
the Colleges and Convents rioted and had to be sent home. Machine
jun nests at every street corner in the towns, and guarding Banks
und public bulidings are common sights. But the change had come.
The Negroes just swaggered by sneering. And then Nkrumah
started to hammer away at the idea of Independence, immediate and
complete and through the medium of his “seditious™ paper, the
Accra Evening News, promised the sun, moon and stars to the
people when the white man was thrown out. He had the angry
young men behind him and all the discontented semi-educated fire-
brands. The line was to visit every town and village and whip up
the people against alien rule by white oppressors. No one was
spared. It was all very lively and interesting, but even more
interesting was the attitude of the British Government. Firstly
came the Commissions which solemnly found in favour of certain
changes—more promotion for African civil servants; then when
the anti-white campaign got really going. a Destroyer anchored
outside Accra! No one knows whether this was a serious gesture
or not, but when it withdrew after much laughter from
African and European alike, Nkrumah’s paper was declared
seditious and he himself imprisoned. He was in and out. but
finally jailed for some time in 1950 when he became a martyr over-
night. When elections were held in 1951, the first time in the
history of the country, Nkrumah was the choice of the people by
an overwhelming majority. The Government had the good sense
to release him, and he became the first Prime Minister in 1952, In
1957, the Gold Coast achieved independence as a sovereign state
within the Commonwealth under the name Ghana—a word originat-
ing from the great Ghana Republic which flourished in the Sahara
and Sudan in the 2nd century and from which there is vague
evidence that the people of the present Ghana are descended.
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Keep Your Word

.i'"(*d‘—Hls FEATURE presents another fifteen words of Irish origin
- which are in common use in our parish dialect. Such wnllu‘-.ls
are, we think, worth preserving because they are part of our own
tradition and heritage; and because they add distinct colour to the
greyness of everyday modern language. Put yourself to the tes
and see if you have been able to KEEP YOUR WORD!

l. Aredn (Arkawn)—(a) a mountain shrub; (b) a weakling;
(¢) a wooden drinking-vessel; (d) harmless joking. 4

2. Bachlég (Boch-logue)—(a) an armful of turf; (b) a potato-
sprout; (¢) part of a flail; (d) a tying for a wandering animal.

3. Banrdinteacht (Bon-rawin-chucht)—(a) gibberish; (b) excessive
drinking; (¢) match-making; (d) a “*hen-party.”

4. Budabhothar (Budh-a-wohur)—(a) a tramp; (b) the public:
(¢) a hearse; (d) the grass margin by the roadside.

5. Buntsop (Bunthop)—(a) a bus-stop; (b) upside down; (¢) a
hairstyle with a coiled “ball’’; (d) the eave of a house.

6. Cdirin (Kawiyr-een)—(a) a smile; (b) a wheel-barrow: (¢) a
young scaldcrow; (d) a box (half-cart-load) of turf or potatoes.

1. Carrachan (Korr-achawn)—(a) dried sea-moss; (b) a sharp
stone: (¢) a precocious child: (d) a river dam.

8.  Cuimireacht (Kyum-iyr-ucht)—(a) “‘Strippings” of a cow’s
milk: (bh) gleeful hand-rubbing: (¢) household chores; (d)
tidiness.

9. Famaire (Fawm-iyreh)—(«¢) a haphazard housewife; () a sea-
rod; (¢) a thieving animal; () a holiday-maker.

10. Murég (Moo-thogue)—(a) a riddle; (b) a dunce; (¢) a muzzle;
(d) a deaf-mute child. '

11. Poltég (Poll-thogue)—(a) a stout stick: (b) a big word; (¢) a
sea-fish; (d) a salmon-hole.

12. Sioscu (Shuskoo)—(a) winnowing; (b) whispering; (¢) a shears
(d) “*Scram!”’

13. Trdithnin (Thraw-nyeen)—(a) a wisp: (b) a white homespun
cardigan; (c¢) the foreshore; (d) a few minutes’ interval.

14, Trillin (Chril-yeen)—(a) a small ridge: (b) a lace head-garment
(c) a lifeless person; (d) a gimlet. .

15.  Utamadail (Ooth-emawl)—(a) “blind man’s buff **; (b) fumbling;
(¢) a shout of encouragement to footballers: (d) ““Alas!”

Answers on page 61
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San Francisco—1906

Joun D. O'Dowb

Al San Francisco that 1 first knew in 1905 had an air of its own
A something of the old Spanish proprictors, of the followers of
. Francis and their missions, and of the American invaders who
wrossed the plains in their wagon trains during the 1849 Gold Rush,
Jighting the Indians who resented the invasion.

In March 1906 we had a visit from Dr. Douglas Hyde, who was
wollecting funds to aid the work of the Gaelic League; and a leading
figure in welcoming Dr. Hyde and
in organising the fund-raising cam-
paign was the Reverend Dr. Peter
C. Yorke, a Galwayman who was
known throughout the Western
State of America for his fight
against the bigotry and intolerence
of the A.P.A.—American Protective
Association, as well as for his leader-
ship of Labour against a selfish and
unscrupulous Capitalism. Compara-
tively speaking, San Francisco out-
did all other American cities in
contributing to the Gaelic League
Fund. Perhaps this was to be
expected, for Irish influence was
strong and influential and in Nob Hill were the mansions of the Irish
millionaires who were lucky in the Gold Rush—notably Mackey,
Flood and Fair.

San Francisco was a city of hills, Beside Nob Hill was Russian
Hill; and, although Market Street was level, the other streets running
from it at an acute angle had to climb; and some, like California
Street, were so steep that you had to travel up by means of a cable
car. On April 17, 1906, I remember walking down Market Street
on my way to The Leader office and thinking, as 1 looked down all
the way to the Ferry Building, what a lovely city it was. My wife
and child had arrived on April 13 and I had taken an apartment in
Pine and Hyde Street where I had a room in the Roswell Apartment
house. On my way home I purchased a beefsteak for our dinner
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next day. I never imagined then where I was to cook that beefstealk !

Back in the Roswell all was as usual until five in the morning,
when [ awoke and found myself sitting up. Then the world went into
a dance. At first it was a sway, but in that sway. I could see at times
the bottom of the Cable cars powerhouse; and then as the house
went over I could see the top of its huge chimney. Meantime, the
furniture was flying around, and the noise was deafening, and we
were hard set to keep ourselves from being thrown out of bed. Then
came the final phase. lasting about ten seconds, when I felt that the
Almighty had got that city of St. Francis in His hand and was
shaking it in His anger. I knew that He had me at His mercy: I was
helpless. Then all movement stopped and there was silence for
some seconds, followed by an outburst of shrieks and shouts that was
not soon to end. Instinctively, we tried to get out into the street,
and although our door was slightly jammed we eventually got it
open. The first sight I saw in the street was a mother carrying in
her arms her dead child who had been struck by a falling brick as
she ran for safety.

As I walked to the top of Nob Hill I got a view of some of the
wreckage, and especially of a mile of fire that stretched along
Market Street and to the Ferry Station—the very streets that I had
admired the day before. Fortunately, no fire broke out in our
area; but a fireman in the city told me that his station alone had
taken twenty-five calls in the first half-hour. The water-mains.
however, were broken and the fire-brigades were helpless. As I
came by Grand Avenue about half-past cight the city shivered in
another severe shock. The Paulist Church in California Street was
standing, but its clock had stopped at quarter-past five and now I
noticed the inscription, so appropriate to the time and place:*Son,
observe the time and fly iniquity!”

We were told that the militia had been called in to keep order and
that everything was under control. How often we were to hear that
in the next few days! Fires were forbidden in all houses, so we had
no proper meal that day; but through the help of a cousin of mine
(Dr. Egan, a veterinary surgeon), my wife and child and 1 got to
Golden Gates Park where with many other families, including his,
we could camp for the night. Leaving our apartments I had taken
‘with me some utensils and whatever food I could, including the
beefsteak! Towards evening as we spread our blankets I got
together some branches and twigs and started a fire on the roadway

beside our camp to cook the steak. Despite the glances of an
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jous policeman, my steak sent up an aroma that made many
wore heads turn to my pan; and, although it had gone beyond its
{, no one objected to the flavour.

As we sal there it was pitiable to see the refugees who had been
\riven from their homes by fire. I saw a young man pushing a bed-

~ ytead which his wife pulled in front and all their salvaged goods were
in the bed. Another man pushed an armchair with his belongings
{ied on. All day there had been a continuous stream of })eople
flying from the fire. All during the night we heard from time to
time that the fire was under control; but when I returned to the
Giolden Gate Avenue in the morning and moved down the city, I
saw that it was just as bad as ever. Fire arched itself across a street
and moved faster than one could imagine. A house was intact,
then a spark appeared; in one minute a flame was creeping up a
curtain, and in five, the house was a blazing fire. Dr. Egan was
veterinary officer to the Fire Department and took me with him on
a tour of inspection. The block opposite his own apartments was
burned down early the day before. The owner had at first tried
to commit suicide but later he found that, with the destruction in
the city, his property had become twice as valuable. ‘

As we went down the street we were to see some unusual sights.
Here. we were accosted by a militia man with cocked rifle and
charged with not obeying his shouted order; there, we saw a
grocer with another gun guarding his provisions and selling at
whatever prices he could get. However, an impatient mob soon
overpowered him and looted his shop of any food it contained. It
would be up in smoke within an hour or so. Later we were stopped
and ordered to carry a relief man up to the fire engine. We did. but
on our way we found that the flames were arching across the house:s;
and T can still see the papers and strect-refuse being sucked up in
the draught towards the vacuum that was being crealeid. We
thought it prudent to get away before we were trapped in fire, and
as we moved out under the roar of that fire I remember that I saw
a motor-car sweeping down towards the scene with two nuns within,
on some errand of mercy. :
Out agian on Van Rees Avenue, we could see the fight against
fire in full view. A number of men volunteered to bring loads of
dynamite from the neighbouring county, and to sce those men
driving at full speed (1906 standards, of course!) with dynarmllc
loaded in the back seats, was to admire courage. Then the demo_llt-
ion work began. We saw the men running into a fine old mansion
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with their boxes of explosives, then they scampered out post-husie
to some shelter down the street, and within minutes that fine house
erupted into the air and descended as matchwood.

A note of comedy was struck when a man, unaware of the
explosions, walked to within fifty yards of a doomed house, and as
it went up he crouched with his hands over his head. But when
the rain of debris had fallen he had escaped without a scratch! At
last, on Van Rees Avenue—it was one hundred and twenty-five feet
wide—the fire-fighters won the battle. They cut off the spreading
blaze; but as the rest of the city burned, people who were on board
ship in the Bay of Oakland could read newspapers at midnight with
the light from the burning city.

Even now in retrospect a lasting memory of mine is the goodness
of the American people and their promptitude to succour those in
distress. I think that in California I met the finest people on earth.
good-natured, generous, kind, always ready to help and never afraid
of public opinion to do what they thought should be done. Bill
Kirby —a nephew of our manager on The Leader— told me that
when the earthquake was over he had dressed himself and decided
to take with him a suit which he had just bought. On the street he
met a fellow wearing the remnants of pyjamas. *‘And what could I
do?" he said to me, a little sadly, “I had to give him my new suit!”
In hospital a little later I was to hear of another courageous act.
In the next bed to me lay a Frenchman who had escaped from his
burning house when he remembered that a crippled woman was still
on the top floor. He and another went in to rescue her and as they
came back with her through the heat, a box of matches in his pocket
took fire: yet he held his human burden bravely till he reached the
street when his clothes were torn off to reveal a badly-burned back.

Such was the horror of San Francisco as I saw it. Soon the
people set to work to build their city again from the ruins. But
there remained for long the charred debris, and such extraordinary
sights as bank-safes dug up and left to cool in the streets. Indeed, in
one case the contents of a safe which was opened after a month burst
into flames as soon as it got air. Shortly after the earthquake, 1
wrote a letter home which I still have in my possession. The letter
recounts the main events of earthquake and fire; but I do not
wonder now that in that state of mind I finished my letter to my
father: *There is no country like Ireland after all, where the ground
at least is solid under your feet!”
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Christmas on Killary

G

The blustering wind along the valley moans,
A crescent moon scuds through the billowy sky,
Rolling in torture on the weedy stones
The restless waters sob and groan and sigh,
As before dawn the hurrying figures pass.
To hear again an early Christmas Mass.

Along the hillside shines the starry light
Of Christmas candles, lit to guide the feet
Of Child and Virgin, through the wintry night,
To unlocked door and cosy turffire’s heat.
The stained-glass Chapel windows all aglow
Throw saintly shadows on the graves below.

Upon the altar radiant with light,
The vested sagart reads the Holy Mass,
And tells again of airborne angels bright
Singing to lowly shepherds as they pass.
Each side the gloomy aisle the people pray
As o’er them steal the first red streaks of day.

Then out to see another Christmas day,
In golden glory tint the ancient peaks,
In crimson bathe the resiless Killary Bay.
Bring deeper blush to Connemara cheeks.
And hearty wishes pass from friend to friend,
As homeward through the Christmas dawn they wend.

EpwarRD GALLAGHER.
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The Kelp

FATHER PAT PRENDERGAST

A STRANGER visiting Roonah Point who leans across the well-
named “Idle Wall” and looks out over the sea will notice in
the foreground, on the little headland that overlooks the pier, a
small group of sheds or stores. If he inquires about their purpose,
a casual bystander (one is rarely absent) will, especially if over
forty years of age, say that they were built originally as kelp stores.
Th.el younger generations may well have missed hearing of their
orlg}nal purpose and may imagine that they were always used for
storing provisions for Clare Island, as the one that is still roofed is
occasionally used now. If the stranger further enquires what is, or
was, kelp, the bystander will find it necessary to enter on a long
train of explanations and reminiscences. [ propose in this article
to record some memories connected with the kelp industry in our
parish which may prove interesting to our younger readers and
bring back the past to the older generation.

In the years between the two world wars, the kelp industry was a
thriving and lucrative one all along the west coast. The reason for
?he.dernand for kelp was that in those days it was the chief source of
iodine. What killed the industry eventually was the discovery by
chemists of a cheaper way of obtaining iodine industrially and also
the introduction of other more efficient medicines,

As I recall it, the kelp-making consisted of three stages. First
came .the hardest part, the gathering of the seaweed or searods in
the winter. Next came the actual burning of the kelp in spring or
early summer. Finally, there was the testing, weighing and shipping
of the kelp, usually in late summer.

Thc gathering of the seaweed and rods was a really slavish task.
It 111_volved getting up before dawn, as the supply was often limited
.jmd |P was a case of first come first served. It also involved plunging
into icy cold sea water up to the waist and spending hours hauling
the seaweed with pitchforks on to the shore, then loading it on
horfs.es and taking it away to some field where it was spread out for
dr.ymg. The rods were usually left across stone walls where they
dried more easily. The extraordinary fact was that men never

seemed to get colds from these wettings. They were helped by the
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fuet that they worked hard while they were wet and, of course, they

gume home and changed into dry clothes as soon as they were

finished. When the seaweed was dry it was piled up into great
wocks or ricks to await burning. The rods were similarly piled into
heaps.

The burning of the seaweed and rods to make the kelp was a
much pleasanter task and recalls happier memories. It has associ-
ated memories of both sight and smell. I can recall seeing the
columns of smoke rising from burning kelp kilns all the way from
Thalabawn in the west, along by Cross, Roonith, Carrowniskey,
Doughmackeon, Emlagh, Roonah, Sickeen and around by Pulglass
Carramore. If the wind were blowing from the south-west or west
all the smoke was carried into the interior of the parish and one
could get that peculiar, and not unpleasant, smell which is so hard
to describe but which will easily be recalled by anyone who ever
experienced it. We imagined that it had an iodine quality about
it, but I daresay that was because we knew that it did actually
contain iodine.

The kelp was burned in long narrow kilns.  To start a kiln going
three or four small turf fires were lit at intervals of a few feet. The
dry seaweed was put on the coals which gradually coalesced into
one long fire and from then on it was necessary to keep putting on
more weed or rods at carefully measured intervals and also in
measured quantities. If too much were put on the fire would go
out. In the earlier years of the industry the buyers demanded that
the kelp should be delivered in large solid slabs. To achieve this
it was necessary to use long, iron rods with which the burning kelp
had to be constantly mixed and “‘tempered” in the final stages of its
burning. It then cooled down into a solid mass like toffee and could
be broken up into the big slabs as required. In later years this
method was completely changed. The buyers wanted to have the
kelp loose and crumbly so that it could be loaded into sacks. It
was considered that the change was caused by a modification in the
machinery and the method of extracting the iodine in the factories
in Britain and France. But it was also darkly whispered that the
change was due to the fact that large stones which by accident or
design would find their way into the big hard slabs of kelp had
caused damage to the factory machines.

I can remember passing the kelp kilns on the way to school.
If the wind blew the smoke across the road it was quite an adven-
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ture to get past, as the smoke could be quite thick and blinding.
When we were very small we found it necessary to take the hand ol
an older companion and when we emerged at the far end of the
smoke column we felt that we had come through a long, dark and
dangerous adventure. By that time our clothes were thoroughly
saturated with the smell of the kelp which clung to them for the
rest of the day, or even for days afterwards.

Another memory associated with the kelp burning is one of

evening gatherings around the kiln. By that time all the weed or
rods would have been burned and the kiln reduced to a dull red
glowing mass. However, it was necessary to watch it until it had
cooled and burned itself out. It was a favourite time for the very
young and the very old to join the able-bodied men. who had been
working at the kiln all day, for a chat or a quiet smoke or just to sit
and gaze across at the setting sun according to each one’s fancy.
The kiln would still be giving out great heat and the night might
have turned a little chilly, and I have vivid memories of feeling
hot in front and cold at the back—a sensation which if it ever
- occurs nowadays, always brings back memories of the groups around
the kelp kilns. The bits of news of the day were exchanged. the
everyday problems and prospects were discussed and generally, as
the poet expressed it in a similar context, “Jokes went around and
harmless chat.” Sometimes we got shellfish (hairneachs) or the
claws of the big crabs, and what tasty morsels they made when
roasted in the hot kilns! Some of my readers will recall how much
Mrs. Heneghan of Chicago was inspired by the memories of meetings
at the kelp-kilns; and will, perhaps. remember the nostalgic and sheer
poetic articles she wrote for a number of American magazines. She
gave some scope to her imagination as well as to her memory, and
the resulting mixture of fact and fiction must have made pleasant
reading for her American readers, even if it did not always find
favour with her acquaintances at home.

When the kelp was burned, it was either put into sacks or piled
up in slabs to await the testing, buying and shipping. This was done
through a local agent and at different times the kelp was bought by
Scottish, English and French companies. I remember listening to
a conversation between a French company representative and a
local agent, in which one of the McBride family of Westport acted as
interpreter. It was sometimes a trilingual conversation, because in
discussing various kinds of seaweed the interpreter was often trans-
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*Jating Irish words into French, since the local man knew only the

Itish for the different varieties of seaweed. However, they seemed
to manage quite well.

The testing of the kelp for iodine content was always a very
fascinating spectacle for us as youngsters. A chemist from the
purchasing company would set up his box of tricks in aroom near
the stores. Small samples of the kelp were taken from every bag
belonging to the seller. The whole lot was thoroughly crushed and
powdered and mixed, thus getting as fair an average sample as
possible. A small sample of this mixture was then carefully weighed
and mixed with other chemicals in various test-tubes and beakers.
I remember that in the last stage of the test the sample which was
then liquid took on the red colour of iodine. After a brief calcula-
tion on paper the chemist announced the price per ton. This was
always an anxious moment for the seller because the earning of a
whole season of hard work depended on the result of the test. The
price could vary quite a bit from one seller to another, as of course,
it often varied from season to season. It was never easy to make
out the reason for the variations in price from one seller to another.
Often it varied between two men who took the same kind of seaweed
from the same shore. It seems that the process of drying and
burning and other unaccountable factors all played their parts.
However, families could make up to or beyond a hundred pounds
in a season and in those days money had from two to three times its
present purchasing power.

The kelp was taken from the various places along the coast to
Roonah by horse and cart. Lorries were hardly known then and
each family brought their own kelp or a few families would join
together, one supplying a horse, another a cart, and so on. The
characteristic rattle of a horse-drawn cart which now is largely a
thing of the past. was then a familiar sound. One could see and
hear dozens of them passing along the New Line and could dis-
tinguish from afar the slow, heavy sound of the loaded cart from the
lively and rhythmic clatter of the empty vehicle returning.

The shipping of the kelp was, for us, the greatest thrill of all,
for it meant seeing a real steamer at close quarters and, if we were
lucky, actually getting on board. We looked forward to the arrival
of the ““kelp ship™ as we always called it, for weeks in advance, and
many a false alarm disappointed us before it actually arrived. The
steamer had to ride at anchor about a quarter of a mile from the
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pier and the kelp was taken in small rowing boats. The work ol
putting the kelp into the boats was hard. The bags had to be
carried on men’s backs down the pier steps and men had at times (o
wade waist-deep in water in the process. But then the work
afforded some extra, and welcome. wages. The kelp was hoisted
on board the steamer and stowed away in the hold by the ship's
own winches. Some local men were also employed on board ship
to assist in packing the kelp away in the ship’s hold. On several
occasions the ship was manned by a French crew and the two sets
of workmen had quite a time picking up words and phrases of one
another’s language. Nor was it always parliamentary expressions
that they taught one another!

We always made great attempts to get on board the ship. [t all
depended on the boatmen, of course: if they were in bad humour
we might be repulsed once or twice, but usually perseverance won
out in the end. And what a thrill it was, especially the first time
we got aboard! It was strange to be able to walk or run around
the deck of an iron ship which unaccountably floated on the water
and to be able to climb iron ladders to the higher decks and to the
very bridge itself and examine the shining brass fittings, the compass
and the wheel.

Generally, it was a tramp steamer which came to ship the kelp
but on one occasion a lovely three-masted schooner—the Mary B.
Mitchell—arrived. She had been fitted with a marine diesel engine
and so there were no sails but, nevertheless, she retained some of
the grace of her former days and one could easily imagine her under
full sail, a thing of beauty and a joy forever. The captain’s wife
and sister were on board and the touch of the woman’s hand was
obvious in the spotless cleanliness and tastful decoration of the living
quarters. [ remember that she was at Roonah on a Sunday and, as
no loading was in progress, scores of visitors, young and old, went
on board. All were received kindly and some of us were treated to
tinned fruit, the first we had ever tasted. We also heard radio
broadcasting for the first time—it was about 1926 or 1927—and
although as compared to present-day reception it was poor and
indistinct, to us it was a wonder of wonders.

By way of digression, it is interesting to recall a subsequent role
played by this vessel—namely, the part she played in the film The
Mystery of the Marie Celeste. This was the film version of a prize-
winning novel written to explain the mysterious disappearance
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‘ol the crew of another three-masted schooner—Marie Celeste—
which was found in full sail but completely deserted in the South
Atlantic. If any of my readers have a chance to see this film, it

~ Wil give them a further thrill to know that the schooner filmed as the

Marie Celeste once rode at anchor at Roonah, was visited there by
seores of the parishioners—perhaps by their parents or themselves—
und then shipped away our humble but precious cargo of kelp.

So the kelp industry gave rise, off and on, to pleasant social
interludes and relations; but, of course, its main boon was that it was
u lucrative occupation. On the debit side, it undoubtedly involved
some slavishly hard work—especially in the first work of collecting
the seaweed. Nobody could reasonably wish to see our young
people condemned to such hardship again. On the other hand, it
did give employment and helped many young people at home. One
cannot but regret seeing the whole coastline of our parish, once a
hive of industry, now comparatively deserted and the shores which
once resounded to the merry laughter of carefrec youth now re-
echoing merely the lonely seabird’s cry.

KEEP YOUR WORD
Questions on page 50

|. Arcdn means a weakling. It is applied to the one weak
animal which often appears in a clutch of chickens or in a litter
of bonhams. The term is then used of a weaker child in &
family. '

2. A bachlég is the sprout which comes on potatoes in a pit, or
is specially sprouted on seed potatoes before setting, to hasten
their growth.

3. Banrdinteacht is an expressive word for gibberish or senseless
talk. A very useful answer when you are accused of some-
thing which you think better not to admit!

4. Budabéthar is three words. It means the public (literally ““the
person on the road”). This is the Irish translation for “Mrs.
Grundy” or “the man in the street.”

5. Bunstop is the cave of a house. Its literal meaning is “‘the
bottom wisp”—a reference to the part of a thatched roof where
swallows often build.

6. A cdirin is a smile, but it’s a certain kind of smile. The
precise meaning is “‘a little mouth™, so it entails a suggestion
of a smirk. A cdirin is the smile with which one purses the lips,

inhales gently through the nose and allows a slight, complacent
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10.

LE.

12,

18

15.

lowering of the eyelids. You compliment a country girl on the
cup of tea by saying that she should open a café: her mother
informs you that Kathleen is manageress in a leading London
hotel. And then the mother has a edirin!
Carrachdnis that precocious kind of child who is so old-fashioned
that you would love to pinch him if his mother wasn’t looking.
In zoology. it is the name of the beetle known as weevil.
Cuimireacht means that endless litany of housechold chores.
indoor and outdoor—such as milking, cleaning byres, fodder-
ing, cutting mangolds for cattle, digging tomorrow’s dinner.
bringing in turf and so on. Irish-language students will recog-
nise in the word a corrupt form of the term timireachi(—errands).
A famaire is a holiday-maker: not a mere tourist, who is a bird
of passage. A true fdmaire is one who stays around and is
associated with sea- and sun-bathing,
A muitég is a muzzle—the home-made muzzle which prevents
a young calf from swallowing straw or such foods as are
detrimental to the young digesitve organs.
Poltég means, nowadays at least, a big word—a “‘jaw-breaker.”
Its first meaning is an inconveniently large stone. Is this the
reason that in English, we use “rocks” as synonym for “‘jaw-
breakers”? Or is it the result? Poltégs (of both species)
abound in the parish!
Siosci is whispering, especially of that subdued kind that we
associate with plotting, or with anxiety, or with reverence.
Women at the back of a Church, or young people in the pres-
ence of a pensioned relative, are prone to sioscil.
A trdithnin is a wisp. Hence the idiom I don’t care a
trdithnin.”
A trillin is a lifeless or sickly person—or animal. The word
implies disappointment as. for instance, when used of a young
wife who is unable to attend to the house duties.
Utamdil is fumbling. Stick a few dozen drawing-pins into the
table. Now put on boxing-gloves and fry picking up the pins
in the dark. That's dramdil!
SCOREBOARD
All correct—excellent.
11-14—very good—one cdirin permitted!
8-10—good; but learn the poltégs!
5-7—fair; suggest you become a famaire!
Less than five—banidinteachi!
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Photography in the West

FaTHER WiILLIAM TIERNAN

| } ANY years ago, in a far-off city, I stood one morning intrigued
P8 by a large and colourful poster above a “Temperanf:e ‘Hall”
wirance. The poster advertised a ““Lecture on the Appreciation of
A" that was due to be given at the Hall that evening. The
Jecturer, Loo, was a well-known artist, so, compelled by curiosity,
1 decided to attend. i

The lecturer introduced his subject by exhibiting a painting of a
beautiful landscape. In this painting was portrayed in soft, restful

colours a low-lying hill, a green. fertile valley and a bri_ghl, sparkling
stream that watered the valley. It was a dream-painting.

“If any of you possessed the ability to paint this same scene,”
said the lecturer.*“the picture you would exccute should be a totally
different picture to the one I hold, and the scene painted s..hou]d
appear a different scene.” *“The mind of the artist,” hf:‘ cont_mued,
“must of necessity impart to the picture the artist paints his own
individuality and personality. So invariably is this true, that when
we look upon a painting, we are actually looking into the soul of
the artist who has painted.”

Whilst this lecturer was correct in his exposition of art and_ Fhe
appreciation of art, his statement about photography was in strlkm.g
contrast to what he stated concerning art. Photography. too, is
art, but art of a different form. The art of the photographer lies
not in self-expression, or in “subjective expression,” as we say. but
in interpreting and recording the completely objective reality of ll.w
scene photographed. The message which the painter conveys in
his painting is the message of the painter himself. Thlc message
which the photographer conveys in his photograph is not the
photographer’s: but the message contained in the scene he
photographs. .

1 am sure that if any person born in the Irish West were an artist,
he should find limitless inspiration for his art in the West. Ev?.ry
high hill, every wild valley, every sheltered bay, every sparkl}ng
stream should be interwoven with his most noble soul-expression
and aspiration. His fondest thoughts, his life’s gladdest moments,
his most cherished fancies—all should come to life again and ShOl‘Jld
become immortalised in works of art that should forever give
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pleasure to all the world as well as to hismelf. For those of us
who are not artists, there remains, however, one medium of ar
and that medium is photography.

Photography provides for a native of Western Ireland
effective and conclusive proof of the fact that these richly
beautiful western scenes can convey their own “messages™ of beauty
and need no borrowed lustre of an artist’s soul. If we might state
that it is for the artist, in a sense, to discover and portray like the
poet “the light that never was on land or sea, the personation and
the poet’s dream,” surely we can also state that the photographer in
the West can prove that this “light” does in fact exist on land and sea
and that the poet’s dream becomes in the West objectively real.

I have had many pleasant experiences of the result of showing
photographs of the West to people who never visted the West. It
is when I note how these people gasp with pleasant astonishment at
the beauty of the scenes that I realise that here in the West we pos-
sess an inexhaustible variety of wild and beautiful scenery that speaks
its own language to stranger and native alike. We can with cer-
tainty say to ourselves, that we have in profusion beauty that is
strikingly obvious to everybody. Here along the Mayo-Galway
coast are a hundred scenes or more that for sheer beauty can only
exist outside of the West merely in the dreams of poet or photo-
grapher. Furthermore, Nature, all-resourceful as she can prove
herself, provides for these scenes her own hues and colours—a
limitless variety of lights and shades that constantly blend and
change, so much so as in one day even the same scene can provide
numerously different pictures.

I can well recall how, years ago, 1 looked upon one of those
dreamy scenes with some regret in spite of the beauty which gave so
much joy, because the thought intruded itself that I should possibly
never again view this pleasant scene in the exact same lighting and
bright colours as I then beheld it. Would that I could have recorded
this scene on canvas before it was forever lost to me. On the
morrow I could again view that same scene and only too sadly
realise that there was now something lost that had been there the day
before. That was before I discovered, as I did later, how the camera
could make an apt and faithful record of the scene. What if at
times, the time of the exposure had been wrong, what if the focussing
had been poor or if the hand had been unsteady, the photograph
could still recall the joy of that bright scene.
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Fenlough

I will always treasure photographs taken around Old Head—
pictures of the scenes around lovely Clew Bay and of lofty Cmggh
Patrick. | have photographs of the Glankeen and Doolough Hills,
Mweelrea and the Thalabawn country. Through the years I have
photographed the same scenes many times. | have, fm: instance,
photographed the Doolough Lakes often because I have found that
these lakes, reflecting so faithfully and in such wonderful detail the
surrounding hills, provide for artist and photographer alike a most
fascinating and entrancing study. What if 1 have in my album
many photographs of the same scenes. each of these is a l‘nt.ully
distinct picture, because each has been taken in a totally distinet
lighting. It is only one chance in a thousand that you c;mhph(‘)lo-
graph any of these scenes more than once in exactly the same lighting,
such is the infinitude of changing hues that constantly play upon
these ever-beautiful landscapes.
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Here, in the very heart of an English city, as the clouds lower and
the fogs of winter close out the light of day, and the cold eastern
winds chill the mind as well as the body, each of these pictures
is to me invaluable. I open my album., then. and the light that
plays so enchantingly around the Doolough Lakes and Hills, Old
Head and Carramore floods into the very room where 1 sit, and life
is radiant and beautiful again. I have photographs, it is true, from
many other parts of Ireland—beautiful photographs that never fail
to thrill the soul. I have some of wonderfully beautiful scenes in
other lands. But none possess that distinctive charm and the gentle
softness of the Irish West. Croagh Patrick in the morning light from
Louisburgh Bridge or from Sheean Hill, Doolough in the afternoon,
Old Head or Thalabawn in the soft glow of the evening sun—these
are but a few examples of pictures that delight the eye and fill the heart
with joy. Strange as it is to state, my best photographs have been
taken after those torrential rains that sometimes descend upon these
Western scenes, as the sun comes out to shine upon the russet green
of the fields and the newly-washed heather of the hills, and when the
lakes and rivers most strikingly catch and reflect the azure blue of
the Louisburgh skies.

Photography in the wonderland of the West savours as much of a
sport as of an art. The photographer may be most amateur or
even immature, but he will quickly come to value his camera as
highly as the fisherman his rod and tackle and the huntsman his gun
and dog. That sheer delight of expectancy and achievement, of
challenge and adventure, too. so familiar to the keen sportsman,
becomes in the West the experience of the photographer. With
quite as loving care then as the fisherman chooses his tackle and the
huntsman his dog, should the photographer choose his camera.

When I first considered taking up photography. I sought the advice
of a priest-friend who was himself an expert in this line. His advice
was this: “Read a good but not too-technical book about the prin-
ciples of photography and the parts of a camera. Pay special atten-
tion to the lens. All depends upon the quality of your lens. It must be
a fast lens of 2.8 (focal length) if possible. The highest speed upon
your camera should be at least 1/400 of a second. Pay attention to the
focussing apparatus. The coupled shutter is important. Study the
light-metre and learn to set your camera according to what it
indicates.” I read the book as he advised me and borrowed his
camera. | had a good deal of success. *‘But how.” I asked him,

66

0

n | invest so much money in an expensive camera such as this
“I'he answer to that question is equally as simple,” he said. “If
1 have read your book well and know the value of the camera
purts, go to as many second-hand camera shops as you can find in
Dublin until you find a good second-hand at half-price and as good
s new.” ““Cameras,” he added, “do not deteriorate with age
“unless they are abused. Find the lens you desire, and the access-
ories, and make sure that the bellows is in good condition and above
all, light-proof, then you find your camera.” So, for two long
summer days I searched the Dublin second-hand camera shops and‘
discovered a 120 superb camera with Tessar 2.8 lens and speed of
maximum 1/400 of a second. All was in excellent condition and
the price was very moderate, indeed. So did I discover a camera of
which I am very proud. 1 have, on the other hand, seen photographs
that were taken with cheap cameras and which were very beautiful.
The fact remains, however, that the dearer camera with its multible
exposures and its fast lens as well as its coupled shutter focussing
and its view-finder, has far greater capacity for catching the wonder-
ful play of light and shade for which the West is so peculiar. We do
admit the possibility that a school-boy with line and bait and hook
will often land a fish when the well-equipped fisherman will return
from the water empty-handed. At this point, however, the analogy
between the fisherman and the photographer runs false, because we
are dealing with photography in the West. If the photographer in
the West knows his camera and is painstaking in it’s use, whatever
the grade or price of his camera. he should never return from a dfiy’s
picture-hunting empty-handed and disappointed. And there is a
further discrepancy in the analogy between the photographer and
the fisherman, when we speak in connection with our Irish West:
the delight of a photographer who discovers and photographs a
beauteous Western landscape far exceeds that of a successful fisher-
man. The fish that is landed is corruptible, and the delight in
catching can be soon forgotten in the expectation of a greater catch;
but the pure delight of the photographer in the West can never be
lost, much less forgotten, because the record of these golden western
scenes remains in the form of photographs that will ever recall
vividly and in exact detail the joys of discovery; so that the pholc_)-
grapher can relive forever each precious joy and momen} of his
holiday. Our Irish West abounds in landscapes of Wl'd. and
haunting beauty. These “‘things of beauty’ become for the painter.

poet and photographer *‘joys forever.”
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Recipes For A Day

MRs. B. A. MORAHAN

Is Your husband Irish? Too Irish? Try him with these Irish
appetisers! (The second and third are original).

1. For Breakfast:
WHOLEFLOUR BREAD

INGREDIENTS: 1 1b. whole flour, 1 ounce of butter or margarine,
1 level teaspoonful of bread soda, 1 level teaspoonful of salt,
1 level teaspoonful of sugar, buttermilk in sufficient quantity,

METHOD: Sieve the flour, separating the white portion from the
brown, and mix this white portion with the soda, salt and sugar.
Rub the shortening into the brown flour until both are well incorpor-
ated in each other. Then add the white mixture. Mix well together and
wet with buttermilk, using a knife blade for mixing. Knead lightly
and put into a well-greased tin (seven inches diameter). Bake in a
hot oven (400°-500°F) for 50-60 minutes. Rub or brush with
melted butter or margarine when taken from the oven.

NoOTE: The buttermilk must be fairly fresh; if it is sharp or acidy
the flavour will suffer.

2. For Dinner:
VEGETABLE SOUP

INGREDIENTS: 4 medium-sized potatoes, 2 medium onions, a sprig
of fresh parsley, a bunch of celery, 5 baby carrots, | ounce of but ter
or margarine, + ounce of grated cheese (optional), a nut of garlic,
13-2 pints of wuter, 1 pint of milk.

METHOD: Wash, scrape and slice thinly the potatoes, carrots.
onions and garlic. Put them into a clean, greased saucepan, with
celery and parsley well washed. Add water and boil until soft
enough to be rubbed through a sieve: then rub it through with a
wooden spoon.  Return the puree then to the saucepan, add the
milk, put it on the heat and bring it to the boil, stirring all the while
to prevent sticking. When boiling point is reached add the butter

(and grated cheese). Boil up once again and serve hot with fingers
of toast.

68

For Tea:

POTATO CAKES
INGREDIENTS : 4 large potatoes, 1 teaspoonful of salt, } teaspoon-
Aul of bread soda (optional), sufficient flour to bind.
~ Murnon: Mash the boiled potatoes into a clean mixing bowl apd
widd salt (and soda, if being used). Add enough flour to make a nice
mixture that will not stick to the hands. Turn on to a weli-ﬂoured
hoard and form into a round shape, kneading well and pressing the
edges to avoid their cracking. Have a clcan‘ pan, p.referab]y iron,
ready. and melt down a teaspoonful of dripping on it. When it is
well heated, that is when a blue smoke ascends fromv the pan, put on
picees of cake which may be cut into any shape to suit taste or fancy.
When one side has become a nice, crisp, golden brown,.turn the
piece with a palette knife and cook the reverse side. Pile in a deep
dish or plate and serve hot. :
NotE: These may be kept hot (for latecomers!) by putting the
plate over a saucepan of boiling water. putting the saucepan on a
warm cooker and covering the cakes with a saucepan lid or plate

cover. “
“Good digestion wait on appetite, and health on both!

O’MALLEY’S

STEAM BAKERY
LOUISBURGH
*
Hotels, Shops, Catering Establishments

Supplied

BROWN and WHITE BREAD
BAKED DAILY
Insist on the Best Bread! Buy O’MALLEY’S
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A Man’s Game

P. S. MACCONMARA

usually the glamorous ones—its invasions, its battles, its

kings; but few can realise or appreciate what a potent,
although peaceful, force in the shaping of the new Ireland was the
Gaelic Athletic Association. Since its inception in Thurles in 1884,
the Association has continued its quiet policy of channelling youthful
energies into healthy fields while at the same time focussing the
attention of Ireland’s young men and women on truly Irish activities.
But the founders of the Association which has since mushroomed
into what we and the world now know as the G.A4.A4. did not confine
themselves to the more well-known games of football and hurling;
and the official guide-book of the Association contains the rules,
too, for handball and rounders. Indeed, the founders could hardly
have ignored the game of handball; for, in certain areas, it was then
and for long after a more popular pastime than its other counter-
parts, and was the perfect complement of the field games. In many
areas the group at the alley or at the gable wall was more typical of
the country than was the incidental **kicking” or *“‘pucking” about a
set of goal-posts.

As a game, handball fits well into the ordinary Irishman’s life and
activity. After a day’s work it provides a recreation which, though
strenuous, does not entail much running: it is a game in which
keeness of eye, sureness of hand and the ability to make a quick
decision all come to the top: and perhaps no small part of its appeal
in a rural community is the happy and intimate opportunity it
affords for conversation, story or repartee. The village alley
produced a Wattletoes as often at least as a Matt the Thresher.

When the Association was young, there was little of an organised
or uniform nature about the game. Alley sizes varied up and down
the country; even their shapes—often dictated by the shape of the
original buildings which were no longer inhabitated—were round or
square or twisted; but the alleys were welcomed for they were the
social and recreational centres of the community. The finer points
were of necessity forgotten; and adapting itself like a language to
various local usages, handball became a series of games like dialects.

«’6’% influences that form and mark the life of a nation are
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Cwais this that the G.ALA. set out to cure and in an effort to unify
[lerent aspects of the game as it was then played, they concentrated
1 uniformity of alleys and of size and weight of the handball.
The present regulation is that the alley be between sixty and sixty-
three feet long, and between twenty-eight and thirty feet wide. The
front wall must be at least thirty feet high and the back wall at least
mine feet. If it is a hard ball, it may weigh one-and-a-half to
one-and-three-quarter ounces, have diameter of one-and-thirteen-
sixteenths to one-and-fifteen-sixteenths inches, and, when dropped
Irom eight feet high rebound two-and-a-half to three-and-a-hall feet
ofl'a concrete floor.

The game, with its many rural appeals, had a strong hold on the
allections of the people of the parish forty-five years ago. In the
town the venue was McDonnell’s Alley (at the rear of Mr. Seamus
Durkan’s present shop in Upper Bridge Street); and here the men
gathered, and a contest was decided while dinners grew cold all
through the neighbourhood. The ring of a toss and the dead sound
of a butt were sufficient enticement to keep as onlookers even men
who had yet to walk a mile or two home. Among the prominent
players of the period were: Fr. Heaney. C.C., Pa McGirr, William
MecNamara, Pat Durkan, Anthony O’Grady, Charlie McDermott,
Pat Carty, Anthony Carty, Pat Boyle and Pat O’Malley. In 1928
a ball-alley, the product of voluntary enthusiasm and labour, was
erected at Carramore. It was a focal point for the young men of
the eastern portion of the parish for many years. A few years later
the site for an alley was excavated from the south-west side of
Askelane Hill by the men of Askelane and Pulgloss. To raise funds
for the construction of this alley a cement floor was laid in a barn
lent by a local farmer, and dances were held there. In the alley—
which is seventy-five feet long and thirty feet wide—games were
played for “sixpence a man.”” The decline of interest in this alley
has been attributed to emigration; and in some measure, too, to the
popularity which Gaelic football has gained in McHale Park,
Emlagh. While there are no handball facilities in the town, games
have been “stolen” at the Courthouse; played up against the wall
(and windows!) of the building and with the whole Square as an
alley-floor. The audience stood around at the street corners: some
were appreciative, others critical, a few resentful. And thereby
hangs a tale!

Like many another generation of boys one particular group,
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about whom the story centres, began their sporting career on the
| streets of Louisburgh: and this did not increase their popularity with
the long arm of the law. One evening they were engaged in o
keenly-contested game at the Courthouse—so engrossed were they.
they did not notice the approach of the traditional “‘enemy.”
But there he was, as large as life, and he seemed now to be enjoying
|| the game. He stayed on to the end and then, calling the boys over,
complimented them on their handball. “That was a grand game,”
he said: “You are all good handballers. It’s a pity you're not
members of a proper club.” One of the boys piped up “But we
. will, when we grow up!” “Right!” said the guard, “‘but what are
ll you going to do in the meantime? Why don’t we form a club of our
own? [I'll be chairman, and if you give me your names and addresses
I'll write to you to call you to our first meeting.” In a moment
names were being volunteered singly and confirmed in chorus . . .
The boys waited patiently for their notifications of the first meeting.
i Then, after a few days they arrived. Each one was delivered
personally, and the boys were not too pleased about them. Neither,
indeed, were their parents for the notifications were summonses—to
, Louisburgh District Court! The story does not tell what punish-
[l ment the Courthouse meted out to those who had defiled its grim
|' exterior with a flippant handball; but it is more than likely that the
| victims returned later, in force, to exact revenge!
| Just now the game of handball is experiencing an upsurge: and in
| the country at large an estimated three hundred regular alleys have
| been built. An organised championship—in senior, junior and
‘ and minor grades—operates on a provincial and national basis, very

! much like the All-Ireland series in the team games. Cumann
‘ ! Liathroide Ldimhe is indebted to Gael-Linn, an organisation which
J. has devoted itself enthusiastically to the revival of Irish life, including
If|! the promotion of handball. The Gael-Linn Cup competition
commands such a widespread appeal that eight hundred and fifty-six

il competitors competed for itin 1960. This isan individually-contested

| ‘ championship in which players from all over Ireland take part. In
Mayo, nine clubs have affiliated teams to the 1961 championships:

' ‘ Foxford, Rathduff. Ballindine, Castlebar, Shrule, Belcarra, Charles-
'-' ‘ town, Hollymount and Newport. How suitable it is that so many
athletes should display a loyalty to, and pride in, their native parish

i or village through this virile and lovable game! The game was
' was flourishing in Westport some years ago: indeed, All-Ireland
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onours rested there. And although time should have taken its
ol of those victors, yet their prowess in the game seems to have
wilted little with the years. Recent developments in Castlebar
indicate that the county town will have a modern ball-alley this
year. In Louisburgh. too, the progressive Town Park Committee
have an alley on their schedule; and, through the good offices of
Ciael-Linn, may benefit from a bequest made by an Irish American
und which has been ear-marked for the development of handball in
Mayo.

So the future may soon reflect the past; and those former Louis-
burgh boys, whose love of this Irish game once brought them
outside—and inside—the white house on the Square, may yet have
the pleasure of sitting on a three-decker stand or looking through
a glass back-wall to see their sons and nephews tossing and dodging
while more dinners grow cold—and housewives hot!

THROUGH THE MEDIUM!

(“C'HE GAME of handball is itself hardly more engaging to an
onlooker than the dialect. which is to an alley-game what
cream is to strawberries. Here are some samples of the correct
terminology !

A buit is the ball deadened at ground level.

The dodge is the playing-out of an ace after the toss has been
played up.

An ace (won) is not an ace with us: it's a mark.

A wrong toss is “no-ball”; a #is is a free toss as practice; and a
cat’s-ace is a merciful twenty-second.

Has Louisburgh a unique way of keeping and counting the
scores? The system of “box-marking  (each box, with a diagonal.
reading five) is hallowed by local custom; and hence arises the slang
“one-leg-off ~* for five. Ten is “‘two-legs-off,”” and *“‘three-legs-off
is fifteen. Above this, counting is in higher mathematics!

Sixteen—Tally: Seventeen—Tally-one; Eighteen—Look-Sharp:
Nineteen—>Ser; Twenty—All-but.

From these arise the rhymes in which metre overcomes sense and,
often, syntax:

“Tally, tally, the ball is in the alley.”
““First set, never bet!”
“All-but the one, the game is gone!”
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In Blighted Times

FATHER VINCENT KELLY

GO

F the great catastrophe, the loss of the potato crop in 1845

and the subsequent years, many and heart-rending are the
accounts found in the newspapers and reports of the period. There
were people living in Louisburgh about forty years ago who remem-
bered the Great Famine. Many of their memories are still preserved
in writing. In order to give some account of the conditions pre-
vailing in Louisburgh and its surrounding area, several of these
sources have been helpful.

It would be false, however, to suggest that conditions prevailing
in the area in pre-Famine years were Arcadian. The parish had its
problems, and as in every other parish in the diocese, the priest was
fully occupied as a guide and counsellor, and a protector in times of
crisis. The clergy were champions of the poor tenants, and advo-
cated a settlement of the land question; an abolition of rack rents;
and the introduction of some form of tenant right. The Devon
Commission report of 1840, on the type of land tenancy common in
the West, states that “In the Poor Law Unions of Ballina, Swinford
and Westport alone, 364,603 acres were held in common tenancy.”

Much of the land around Louisburgh was held by this system of
common tenure which is called ‘“‘rundale.” The linen industry
established by Lord Sligo in the town had provided considerable
and lucrative employment to these tenants in the early part of the
century. Lord Sligo was mainly responsible for building most of
the houses in the town, including the Linen Hall where regular
markets took place. Several families were brought from Ulster
to teach the trade to the local people. In the case of the linen industry,
as in other parts of the country, the uncertainty of the prevailing
land tenure was a factor in halting the growth of the industry. The
common tenure had its advantages as well as its disadvantages as
we shall later see. The townlands were co-terminous with the
rundale villages. Generally, from the time that the crops were
gathered until the following spring, the whole townland was common
to the villagers. Disputes and agrarian problems were not
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iknown to the Brehon Court (which existed up to 1850), the fore-
mner of the legal sessions which now take place at regular
fervals in what was once the local Linen Hall. One particular
pute which had its origin in the peaceful village of Feenone, led
the establishment of the Irish Church Mission when the famine

4 al its height in the parish. We shall later meet the one-time
peice-loving blacksmith, Gordon, and we shall see the manner in
‘Which the Parish Priest stood by his flock and saved them from the
fevenge sought by this blacksmith-turned-preacher, against those
who did not decide the land dispute in his favour.

There were three priests in the parish in 1847, when life turned
black in the West with the advent of the black-blighted potato. A
letter written by a parish priest of the Westport Deanery pub-
lished in The Freeman's Journal in 1846, reads: ‘““Catholic curates,
from the nature of their office, which places them in daily and
¢onstant communication with the poor of Ireland, are of all others
best acquainted with their suffering and poverty.” This and several
other complaints against the action of the newly-elected Whig
government under Lord Russell, in excluding Catholic curates from
acting on relief committees, led Lord Monteagle to remark in a
letter to the Lord Lieutenant: “Without the clergy, and here they
are labouring like tigers for us day and night, we could not move a
stroke.”

When the Famine set in there were about fifteen hundred families
in the parish of Louisburgh. One-third of these had no land of
their own, but depended for a livelihood on conacre; some others
called “‘cottiers” depended mainly on their employers, who paid
them one shilling a day. When their staple food, the potato,
failed, their doom was sealed, and they were mowed down by
hunger at the rate of nearly a hundred a week. ‘At Louisburgh,
between ten and twenty deaths daily were reported during January
1847. Coffinless burials, bodies uninterred; the quick and the
dying lying side by side.” (The Great Famine—Edwards and
Williams). So desperate were the hungry outcasts, that they
clamoured for relief from the Relieving Officer in the town, a Mr.
Carroll. He sent many to far-off Bundorragha for a supply of Indian
meal. Others got a ticket to the Workhouse at Westport, a Union
built to hold one thousand inmates. Three thousand clamoured for
admission some days here—of thirty-three anointed in one day at
this Union, only three were living the following day.” (D’ Alton’s His-
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tory of Ireland, vol. 5). Of the hundreds who set out for Delphi Lodge
in the Spring of *47, very few survived to tell the tale. The two vice-
guardians there refused to grant the miserable, famishing people
either meal or a ticket to the Workhouse; and so after unheeded
pleadings, they returned crestfallen to Louisburgh during the night.
Next morning the trail along by Doolough from Housten's lodge as
far as Glankeen river, was strewn with emaciated corpses.
those desperate and lonely outcasts threw themselves down fatigued
and hungry along the mountain paths or in the shelter of the river
banks. to snatch a sleep, and died where they lay.

Many and vivid are the oral traditions concerning the alarming
changes brought about by the Famine on the social, religions and
economic life of the parish. Hundreds of people, including the
amiable pastor, who lost heart, fled to America on the “coffin-ships.”
Fr. Tom McCaffrey became parish priest, but as he was a very ill man
he soon passed to his reward in his house at Tooreen. This critical
time proved to be a golden opportunity for the Irish Church Mission.
They were let loose among the starving parishioners, led by their
ranting preachers, chief of whom was a former resident of Feenone,
a blacksmith called Gordon. They raised their flag in “the colony™
which they built at Bunlahinch, where they enticed the famishing
peasantry to attend their church., and be sustained in their soup
kitchens.

The man responsible for bringing these proselytisers to the
parish was Gordon, who fell foul of a neighbour in a dispute over
rundale in Feenone. The Parish Priest was asked to mediate, and
he decided against Gordon. The latter was so enraged that he went
the following Sunday to the Protestant Church, and was forever
boycotted by his friends for this apostacy. He fled to England, and
was almost forgotten for twenty years, until he grasped this oppor-
tunity of the Famine to take his revenge. It was not indeed sur-
prising that Fr. Sheridan, P.P., had to adopt very stringent measures
in an effort to save his flock from the dangers of this “souperism.”
He had loyal parishioners who stood by him through thick and thin,
and these when necessary, repelled the repeated attacks of the
“Jumpers™.

It soon transpired, however, that when the Mission Church funds
were almost exhausted, all the bogus converts had fled from the
Colony and returned to their own Church. By the year 1853, the
words of prophecy spoken by Archbishop McHale on Roonith Hill
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Many of

flooked across towards Gordon’s Colony, had come truc.
¢ in this gathering” he said, *“will live to see the crows going
wd out through that roof.” Gordon was a failure, and so was
1. He soon asked for and was granted pardon in the Catholic
ureh on Chapel Street where he read his recantation before the
giegation in a humble but contrite voice. The Parish Priest, Fr.
Jhiel Curley, was very kind to him, and he took up a substantial
Mlection for him in Louisburgh and in Gowlan Churches.
{or he arranged that Gordon, well advanced in years, be admitted
 (he Workhouse in Westport where he died subsequently.
|t would be impossible to assess the effect of the famine years
o the people who survived to tell the tale. The Times gloated over
exodus from the Irish countryside at the time. “In a short
¢,” it stated, ““a Celt would be as rare in Ireland as a Red Indian
‘i the shores of Manhattan.”  Many Prelates spoke very vehemently
Wigainst the Government's failure to protect the rights of the tenants.
und they linked this problem with the daily tide of emigration,
Allempts were made to organise emigrants, and most of the people
Jeaving Louisburgh remained together in America, united particularly
"-h' centres such as Boston, Cleveland. Clinton and New York.
Down along the years to the present day since their departure, they
have continued to assist their friends and relatives not merely by
{heir princely generosity, but also by their remarkable contribution
{o the shaping of modern Irish history. May the noble work
achieved by the descendants—at home and abroad—of the loyal
people of the parish, who withstood the onslaught of the Famine,
and who defied the proselytisers, be recorded and preserved in the
annals of our parish.

OUR FUTURE

WHiLE we hope and pray that Ireland will always remain true to
the Faith of St. Patrick, it is most necessary to remember that this
will depend to a large extent on ourselves . . .

If there is one test by which, under God, we may form a judge-
. ment concerning the future, it is the extent Lo which we model
' our lives on the virtues of our National Apostle.

__Most Rev. Dr. Fergus (Lenten Pastoral, 1961)
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Drama

FATHER JOSEPH MORAN

G

THE Drama Group of Muintir na Tire continues to be very
active. Last year on the fourth Sunday in Lent they staged
The Mummy and the Mumps, a hilarious American comedy. The
action takes place in a high-class Boarding School presided over by
Miss Agatha Laidlaw. The author has devised the most fantastic
situations, as when the dashing young Briscoe impersonates Sir
Hector Fish, a professor of languages from England; and Sir Hector,
suspected of having the mumps, escapes through the Customs,
disguised as a Mummy. Later, when an investigation is being held
to find out who is who, the staid and solemn Sir Hector disguises
himself as a woman to make his escape. The climax is reached
when Briscoe and Sir Hector Fish are confronted with the Sheriff
and each claims to be Miss Agatha Laidlaw, before the eyes of Miss

Laidlaw herself.
Mr. Dennis Franks produced the play, and the cast showed the

great benefit they derived from the training by a professional
producer. Cast:
Billy Laidlaw Mick Gallagher
Miss Agatha Laidlaw Mrs. C. Lyons
Anna Hampton Phil Scanlon
Dulcie Dumble Nuala Dunne
Maud . . . . . Agnes Hughes
Sir Hector Fish Donald Wallace
Bobby Briscoe . Sean O’Malley
Rocken . . . . . Sylvester O'Donnell
Phoebe Beebe Mary Sweeney
Perkins, the Sheriff . Mick O’Brien
Stage effects and lighting: Donald Wallace.

May 15, 1960, provided a novel treat in the premiere production
of Mr. Basil Morahan’s first play, 4 Problem Solved. The setting
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Aw i Drish country village where a stern father picks what he regardsy
A% Lthe most suitable partner for his son, and tries to force the lad (o
marry against his will.  But the son has his own ideas, and triumphs
in the end. The play abounds in comic situations, and the audience
thoroughly appreciated the comedy. Mick Gallagher as Charlie
McGuinness, Michael Ball in the role of his son, Martin McGuin-
ness, and Oliver Morahan playing Dan Morgan were three very
contrasting characters; yet they combined very well in putting across
the humour of the dialogue. Michael O’Brien gave a skilful per-
formance as the doctor, as also did Sylvester O’Donnell as the care-
free University student. Phil Scanlon displayed her usual talent in
the difficult role of Sarah Joyce, especially in the fortune-telling
scenes. Mary Sweeney acted with great self-assurance in the role
of the young teacher, Anastasia O’Dea, and contrasted well with
Agnes Hughes as Peggy Murphy (the girl Charlie McGuinness had
picked for his son). The author expressed himself highly pleased
with the interpretation, lighting and staging. Co-producers were
Basil Morahan and Donald Wallace, the stage was arranged by
Johnny Sweeney and the lighting effects were ably done by Michael
Moran.

Autumn Fire, a tragedy by T. C. Murray, was entered for the Mayo
Muintir na Tire Drama Festival in the Parochial Hall on the first
Sunday in Lent, 1961. Mr. Peter Tolan, the adjudicator, commented
very favourably on the standard of acting. Michael Ball interpreted
the part of Owen Keegan well and rose to great heights in the tragic
closing scene. Oliver Morahan as Mongan and Mick Gallagher as
Michacl were highly praised for the natural acting of their parts,
Phil Scanlon gave good expression to the different moods of Allen
and was highly commended. Mary Sweeney played Nance with
fine feeling and reached a fine climax in the emotional scene at the
end. Agnes Hughes in the part of the lighthearted, carefree Molly,
and Sylvester O'Donnell as the breezy young athlete, Tom Furlong,
played their parts satisfactorily. The lighting effects by Donald
Wallace were adjudged the best in the Festival. In the opinion of the
adjudicator, the cast succeeded in putting the play across effectively.
and this was the most important factor; but, he said, there were a
few things that could be improved: more care with the make-up,
better timing of entrances and exits, and more attention to clear
enunciation. The adjudicator awarded 78 marks, which was third
place in the Festival.
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Are We Peasants?

StepHEN Fany, B.AGR.Sc.
and

MicHAEL O'BrieN (Parish Advisory Agent)

aﬁ(}U]SBURGH is essentially an agricultural parish as almost all
families. urban and rural, are said to belong to the category
of peasants. A peasant is a small farmer who cultivates by his
own labour a patch of land which he owns or rents. Relatively
few of the town residents depend solely on their shops for a living
so we may, for convenience, speak of our parishioners in general as
a peasant community.

Half a century ago the peasant was characterised by three things:
(a) his intense love of the soil; (b) his willingness to work long
hours for small return, and (c¢) his tendency to cling to old methods
and customs. If we are to be, in practice, what we are deemed to
be in theory, we should embrace the above trio! so it might be well
to review the situation in the light of these characteristics and see if
we are at any point alien to what we are proclaimed to be. The last
two are closely related as old methods and customs necessitate
long hours, so I shall deal with those first. We are still inclined to
cling to old methods of farming and are usually loath to yield to
the proven experiences of those more versed in the application of
scientific farming. “What was good enough for our fathers is good
enough for us™ is our attitude, so in this respect we are peasants to
the backbone. Willingness to work long hours has long since gone
on the “river of no return.”” Our ancestors were familiar with the
aspect of the rising and setting sun but we seldom see the rising
sun (unless superstition goads us on to catch a glimpse of old
Phoebus tripping the light fantastic on Easter morning!) This
fact does not necessarily mean that we sleep more than our ancestors
did, but we are so preoccupied with pastimes and recreation that
we rarely get to bed before 1.30 or 2 a.m. It is deplorable to have
to admit that it is possible to find a pair or group of farmers chatting
at a crossroads or meandering homewards in the early hours of the
morning. What are we to expect their nervous and physical con-
dition to be on the morrow? Certainly their aptitude for a decent
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Fair Day

day’s work will be a minus quantity. (Oh! yes! Lest I be reminded
of “‘at first take the mote from thine own eye . . . etc”, I must
state that the white-collar worker, who is on a five-hour day,
finished at 3.30 p.m. and has nothing to do but relax for the rest
of the evening, does not come within the scope of this paragraph).
A strict eight-hour day for the farmers is impracticable as the
type of weather and the particular occupation govern this factor;
but the question may well be asked: “‘do we work eight hours of
concentrated effort for even 100 out of the 365 days?" How often
is precious time wasted on the casual passerby in idle gossip oren-
joying a smoke? Of course, we are obsessed by a new idea—*only
fools work.” The only remark we hear being made about any man
who works hard is “Isn’t he foolish. Killing himself!™ 1 am
inclined to think that we depend too much on State-aid. I need
not dwell on such evils as dole and its kindred benefits and their
effect on the recipients, for their uses and abuses are well-known to
the general public. We apply for grants for this, that, and the
other and leave much-needed work undone if we do not qualify
for those grants and if they do not cover the cost. The Govern-
ment Departments and Societies are blamed for the meagreness of
grants. but where would any Government get all the money we

expect, gratis, from them?
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Now, to take the first things last, we come to the “intense love
of the soil.” Most certainly we do love the soil, but it is a love that
is dormant, sterile and sporadic. The only occasion on which we
display that love is when somebody has the unenvied task of
trying to make our holdings more satisfactory for ourselves—in
other words, when the question of “‘striping™ crops up. We quibble
and quarrel over a few square yards of useless moorland and woe
betide the unfortunate official who dares to lessen our expanse by
a square foot to give cothrom na féinne to the neighbour. We are
continually yearning for more land. This is the type of love of the
soil that has been engendered in us—a degraded love best described
by the term /ust. In theory we are depending on the soil for a
living (in practice we depend on the Government), so it is our wage-
earner, so to speak. Now let us look at some other wage-earners
with which we are familiar and see if our wage-earner gets a square
deal in comparison. Take the hackney-car for instance—it is
washed, greased, oiled and serviced at regular intervals in order to
get the best out of it. The race-horse is groomed daily, taken out
for a canter and fed on the best foods. These are just two examples
among several quotable ones. Now we can ask how is the
land treated and does it get a square deal? The answer is definitely
negative. It is fed on fresh air for the most part and rarely tastes
such necessaries as phosphates or potash. Rarely, too, is it
ploughed and re-seeded, so that the grass it produces will be of
first-rate quality. Drainage is not attended to and whenever it is
carried out. it is regarded as a panacea—a cure for all ills. We
rest on our oars and expect that as a result of drainage rushes will
diappear., weeds will be shell-shocked and luscious grass will smile
forth at us in saecula saeculorum! Manuring is done irregularly
and very often the same type of fertiliser is applied to the same
patch year after year, and so it is overburdened with particular
minerals while it lacks others to a great degree. The cause of apathy
concerning the proper care and management of the soil is lack of
interest in the soil—in other words, lack of love of the soil. If we
loved the soil we would find out from the experts what each
particular patch requires and we would get a better return even from
the small amount of labour we expend. If we loved the soil we
would expend more labour on its cultivation and thus in practice
what we are merely in theory. Indeed, Louisburgh’s greatest need
in our opinion is an intense love of the soil.
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Venerable Archdeacon Prendergast,
| P.P., V.G

‘ MONG the priests who arrived regularly for the High Masses and
/¥ funerals in Louisburgh, there were some whom we got to know
quite as well as the parish clergy: priests of whom we stood in awe
because, even as boys, we sensed somehow the added dignity that
praces a man’s strong character and the extra reverence due to
exceptional priestly achievement. Such a man, and such a priest,
- was Father Geoffrey Prendergast—Archdeacon Prendergast to those
‘who did not know him well. Father Geoffrey died in Ballyhaunis
- on Sunday, May 29, 1960, at the age of eighty-two. May God rest
his soul!
~ He was born in Accony. of a family which has given many sons
1o God’s service; and in Accony he had his early education. His
~college years were spent in Castlebar, in Tuam, and in Maynooth,
‘where he was ordained in 1903. In his fifty-seven years as a priest
his varied missions took him at first to Crossboyne and Letterfrack:
- then through the Archdiocese as Inspector of Schools; and later to
Castlebar where he served from 1912 to 1933 except for his periods
‘as Army Chaplain—in Palestine 1916-’17 and with the Irish Free
State Army 1923-24. In 1933 he became Parish Priest of Bally-
haunis where he remained, until his death, for twenty-seven years.

But appointments and different missions mean little in assessing
‘the worth of such a man; for characters such as he form history as
they live it; and transform circumstances by their vigour and their
zeal. To one of a later generation, Father Geoffrey’s main charac-
teristic appears as determination; a whole-hearted giving of himself
to what cause or causes he found worthy of patronage or support.
The people of Castlebar in particular still recall many evidences of
that fearless determination during nationally turbulent times. In
later years this same charism flowered in such activities as the
priestly care of his people, the Catholic Boy Scouts’ Association, St.
Joseph’s Young Priests Society, the Pioneer Total Abstinence
Association, and in particular, the Mayo Vocational Education
Committee, of which he was a long-time chairman.

It is with special pride that we, in Louisburgh, recall that, while
devoting himself so eagerly to the undertakings which confronted
him in public life, his mind and heart were big enough to retain an
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unquenching loyalty and an undisguised patriotism for Kilgeever—
for the place which he never ceased to proclaim as “‘my rmrfve‘
parish.” Kilgeever has sincerely missed him; and the people of
Kilgeever pray that an eternal dwelling-place has been prepared for

him in Heaven. ¥
Leon O Morchain.

Mrs. Mary O’Toole, N.T.

T MAY seem paradoxical at first sight but a little reflection will
(g show it to be true that the more you know about people, the
‘ more difficult it becomes to write about them, especially
when you are limited to a short space. The difficulty
is one of selection. There is room for differences of
opinion as to which are the most characteristic and
salient traits of personality and the final picture that
emerges may appear to some distorted if not downright
false.

The late Mrs. O'Toole, or Mary O’Reilly as she continued to be
called by many. even after her marriage—in manner characteristic of
our parish—was my first teacher and remained a life-long friend.
Thus I had plenty of opportunity of getting to know her both as a
teacher and as a person or character and it is under those two
headings that I intend to write about her.

We sometimes hear nowadays of a lack of sense of vocation
among some of our younger generation of teachers. Be that as it
may, it can be safely said that if ever any teacher had a deep sense
of vocation to teaching, then Mrs. O’Toole had. She was entirely
dedicated to it and lived for nothing else. I know for a fact that
whereas the pupils during term counted the days to holiday time.
she, during the holidays, counted the days in longing expectation of
return to school and to her “daltai” as she called them. So it was
that when the time for her retirement finally came, she could only
look forward to it with great sadness and even dismay; and I for one
will always believe that her sudden and dramatic death so soon after
retirement was more than anything else due to a broken heart. In
a way there was a certain fittingness about it as one could not
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properly visualise her as a retired or “ex-"teacher, but rather as o
tencher in the full vigour and enthusiasm of her profession and that
& how we shall ever remember her.

It has been said that the purpose of all teaching is to prepare the
pupils for life and death. By that standard Mrs. O’Toole must be
Judged as standing right at the top of her profession. Religion was
nlways kept to the forefront and permeated the whole life of the
school. Apart from imparting a thorough knowledge of the truths
ol religion, as her results in this field showed, she instilled a strong
“yense of dedication and loyalty to the Catholic faith, which stood her
pupils in such good stead in later years. The people who lived and
worked in the vicinity of the school will remember how at recreation
(ime on fine days she would lead her flock from the school down to
the seashore as she recited the Rosary and they all answered as
they followed behind.

She had a strong and carrying voice which she used effectively in
her teaching. She could scold effectively, interspersing her English
with the most expressive words from Irish, but nevertheless I cannot
recall that she ever said anything really hurtful. When her past
pupils get to reminiscing about their schooldays, the picture of her
that emerges is always tinged with kindness, and even those who
got the worst “tongue thrashings,” as she called them, retain no
bitter memories. She could be extremely amusing as she spurred
on the lazy and indifferent ones and we can recall how difficult the
“master’”’ at the other end of the old school found it to keep a
straight face before the seniors as she dealt with her own problem
pupils. Further, any sign of amusement on the face of a senior
might draw down on the unfortunate offender a devastating sally

il which could effectively demolish any sense of superiority the seniors

felt towards the activity of the junior end of the school.

'l' An attempt to assess Mrs. O'Toole as a person or character
i presents a more complex problem. Perhaps the aspect that will

first leap to the minds of most is her sense of humour. This showed
itself in many ways. but in none perhaps so strongly as in her ability
to describe the quirks of character and foibles of her acquaintances
and her brilliant powers of mimicry. She could not only produce
the expression, tone of voice and turn of phrase, but could also
construct accurately what a person would say in any imagined
set of circumstances. There was one particular party piece in
which she would describe the gathering around the bonfires which
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took place on St. John’s Eve. As a finale to the whole proceedings
the Rosary would be recited, but interspersed with various com-
ments. which were uttered between the “Hail Marys™ without change
of tone or pause for punctuation. Another piece described her
journey to school and her exchanges with the various people, men
and women, she met on the way. | greatly regret that a permanent
record of these and similar pieces was not made on tape.

Her wit and humour, however, though it might have been the
most obvious trait of character to a casual acquaintance, hid a deep
seriousness and even sensitiveness. If at times it seemed edged or
barbed it was always basically kindly and no one was more under-
standing or tolerant of the weaknesses of human nature. Above all
she never failed to put into practice in her own life the lessons she
taught so well to her pupils in school.  Her solid and practical piety
were too well known to need any comment from me. Even here
she could see the comic side. She had the habit of spending an
hour in the church every evening. Often she would be driven there,
but preferred to walk home if weather permitted. On such occasions
she would say that she got the ““midwife’s ride.” The reference was
to the fact that in the old days of the sidecars, the midwife would
always be fetched to the home of her patients; but afterwards,
when her work was done, was allowed to walk home.

Space does not permit me to deal with her work for the folk-lore
and antiquities of the parish which was so gratefully and generously
acknowledged by Dr. Delargy. At her death the teaching profession
lost a distinguished and dedicated member, her country lost an
enlightened patriot, her wide circle of friends lost a delightful and
entertaining companion, and the church lost a deeply devout and

devoted Catholic.
To noéanarh DidA TROCHIRE AR 4 handm Gaom oilis!

Patrick Prendergast.

A THOUGHT . . .
Our PEOPLE have a natural aversion to discuss or as we say, to
draw down the names of, those who have gone to their reward.
This issue has, necessarily, drawn down many such names. It will
be a happy outcome if readers make a point of remembering them
all in their prayers.

To mbemmio beo 4n t-am 5e0 anis!
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Very Rev. Thomas F. Gibbons, P.P.

ATHER Tom GiBoNs was born in the village of Roonith on
g June 19, 1872. He was ordained on June 10, 1900. He died

in Minnesota on April 24, 1960. May God rest his soul!
These three dates are epochs in
a long life which was remarkable:
remarkable in its chequered mis-
sions, remarkable in its triumph
over ill-health and most remark-
able in its sixty years of devotion
to a priestly vocation.

While he was still a school-boy
at Louisburgh Boys® School, Tom
Gibbons volunteered for service
on the African Mission—at a
time when life in Africa was a
world horror. His college years
were spent first at Wilton College
Cork, and later in Egypt, where
he was ordained at the turn of the
century. After a few years in
Cork he was entrusted with his life’s ambition, a mission in Lagos,
West Africa: and with four priest-companions he set off for a five-
year period in the then White Man's Grave. How well this name
was earned can be deduced from the fact that of the five young
missionary priests only the strong son of Roonith lived to complete
the five years: and even he was stricken with the dread malaria of
which his fellow-apostles had died. After a year’s rest at home,
Father Gibbons was appointed President of the Missionary Society
College at Ballinafad. but after six months of office his health again
broke and even his two years at the Spa in Lemington brought him
no lasting relief. Medical advice prevailed on him to seek a warmer
climate. and when he set sail for California he met as fellow-passenger
Most Rev. Dr. Ireland. The Bishop invited Father Gibbons to take
a temporary appointment at St. Paul, Minnesota. He went to
St. Paul for six months and the climate was so favourable to his
health that he remained there until he closed his eyes in death at the
age of eighty-eight. He was uncle of Very Rev. Edward O’Malley.
P.P.. Moore; Mr. Anthony O’Malley, Roonith: Mrs. S. Gibbons,
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Bridge Street; Mrs. E. Gibbons, Carrowniskey, and Mrs. Gill,
Kilmeena.

This magazine feels deeply the death of Father Tom Gibbons—
feels it as the passing of one of Louisburgh’s other Christs in the
mission-fields; and feels it, too, because that in the list of parish
clergy it last published, his was one of the very few names omitted.
It does, we think, emphasise for us how little we of a younger
generation know of the race of people from whom we have received
under God, all that we have and are; people who had made Kilgeever
known and honoured before we were. It was a compensation for
us, in the humiliation of such an error, to receive letters from readers
—old and not-so-old—who were quick to remind us of the omission.
It is a further recompense to know that some months before his
death he had received a copy of the first Coinneal with our explana-
tion and apology.

May he enjoy the light of Heaven!

EDITOR.

Caoinead
Sean Mac ConmaAra

ILE ab ea Sedn Mac Conmara a4 di ma conai in Ozt agus
r 4 Fuaim bds ann cimpeall nd buana 1865, TE cuio od
amdm 1 5010 ag Tomds O Matte ms “dn Taoz dmar” agus i
“Micedt Mae Swbne agus Pitio an cStéve.”  Ni védig Llom o
Bruil an c-amnrdn seo poillsite san Leagan 5€0 ¢eana.,

Carllteaty mae Sedm—Aantome—ong Bio; agus ceap Sedn an
caomeat ard 1 5elo s Cdn Jaoe Aman” 06, NiL an ommedo s
ragaRe o’dncome san amnrdn seo.  1s 6 Pesavai Mac Vormmnailt,
dn cSndio Mo, Cluam Cednbdn & scriobat sios ¢ seo 1 1938,
Taog O Tigeanndin &s MLLMOR & Tug 00 5410 ¢ Ar De1s V6 Do
uite!

I
Nuair 4 cafimse 54 HAD bionn Scdf ORM IMEACT On JeeIh,
O v'img mo péirei Td'n TrR&E wLg orm pén:
Carll mé an cGl bdire 4 Di LAIDIR le sed54m TAC céim
AC mar Dedd srRUt N AZAD JIRDe, 4% TRACT A 0 0 iIMg se

udim.
11
Nac cruay Leat swmoeam Sile gan suanimeas Le pdil qict
Seein
90

A cara a1c1 Le SLAOG Lend sinedd 4R A PAID S& TCRES
E0I0¢ 4N A1t An SA0LT4 RAD c61¢e 04 Fealledd si 4 RADARC
B0 0T0S0C Si a5 TLAot san Gi1ce ar 6 mac as Orledns.
11T
S NudiR & EITIm pAaoin udlad nit vuine le SLao¢ agam péin
C TA'n Tuille 45 Tigeact luat 1s ni pOSRANN an Dpul TO PAOl
RECIR:
TAganm Si 4R CUAIRT TaR Cudn, Tan vume a¢ ¢ pémn
Murds Hrml an peamamn ar DRUAC S¢ 15 DUAL TO n-1IMEod se
AR STRAE.
v
04 nocantd mo cormamle 15 OLMEAD sedl eile Llom péin
Ni Deav Crondao ami 15 DEAD DARACT MAIT eADAR DO LEAS]
Ui an breac a5 TAC TL0IH DIOT 15 T AT 10MRAD 50 hOiLedn
na n€isc.
Sitim o mb’pedrr s nd Th 1 geonciire 45 vul 50 hOrtedns.
v
Dionn orm curmaid paoin scapla o o' imig 1 s5eéim
(0 tugdndr cirsa AoTudiv O OEAS MAR 4n SREM
A¢ amare mo Sl sé mo HRON ni percedn o h-G4g
Ni t10ca10 5140 ROM 1 Jeuan, 1 5c4La0, nd 1 Jeed.
VI
Deanndact 15 céan o h-64F 15 FO SROISIO 5i DLrio
Anonn 50 hOrteans, nil éal6H orru 6N ¢ios,

NiL tacsai na races ann 1s ©d Gire bocr caice 45 4 FCRO
Aé nuaIm & F10ca10 57 1 n-éipeadt béin & peile o’ RIT A5 4n TiR.
ViI

Duime mait trGEre ni pdom Le1s scapead on saol

Nuairk & posann s¢ céite bionn seéilin uge 1 NDIJO N h-0ice;
'S m4alL buili 40n-01m0 15 ni GAGTAC 1 noeire & mbri

Manr s & bionns an t-¢ pdgran donaic 'sé 1 noeme & sa01L!

The above poem is one of many composed by Sean Mac

Conmara of Ogool after the death of his son, Anthony, in a

drowning accident. The pathos of his poems—inspired by the

loss of his son—is brought into focus in the last couplet above.

A translation of these two lines is:

“Ah, feeble is one sledge beating! And little its blows
achieve!

“And such is the lot of a lone, old man when left in the
world to grieve.”
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Epitaph

O Jesu, Deus verax magnus

Judex potens formidandus

At Judex bonus plusquam clemens
Supplicantis exaudi preces.

O misericors, 0 misericors,

O tu solus non immisericors
Comple opus quod incipit tua mors
Cum beatis sit hic jacentis mors.

Vide quantus tibi datur honor
Quantus quoque ministro favor
Quum virginis matris tuae natali
Reddidit spiritum in sacro tribunali.

Dum dira cum falce sua adstabat
Minister tuus a culpis reos solvebat
Dic ergo invicem Serve bone et fidelis
Intra in gaudium domini tui.

Et tu frater qui isticstas et legis
Memento hic jacentis Hugonis fratris
Preces supplex in alto mitte Patri
Ut.sitis semper tu et ille beati.

Translation

O Jesus, God both true and great,
Judge powerful, dread potentate,

And merciful—yet still most just,

O hear my prayers, who in Thee trust.

O Merciful, O Merciful,

Thou Who alone art not unmerciful,
Complete the work Thy death begot,
And with the saints make this man’s lot.

What glory to Thy name was brought,
And to Thy priest what favour wrought,
When, on the feast of Thy Mother’s birth,
From the Penance box his soul left earth.

While Death stood nigh with sickle, grim,
This priest absolved the people’s sin,
Give him. in turn, the great reward

To enter into the joy of the Lord.

And thou, o friend, who stands to read
Forget not Hugh, who lies in need;
Send fervent prayers to God on high
That he and you be happy for aye.

Rev. Hugh Malone died Sept. 8th, 1845, aged 65.

pey ) E el The third quatrain refers to Father Malone’s death which took
The above Latin inscription marks the grave of Father Hugh place while he heard Confession. He was curate in Kilgeever
Malone to the north-east of the ruined Abbey in Kilgeever. It has Parish. 1837-45.

been copied by Padraic O Morain, Kilmeena.
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Father John O’Reilly, P.P.

Shragh in the year 1882; and, after attending school in

Louisburgh, and college in Tuam and in Maynooth, he was
ordained for the Archdiocese of Tuam in 1911. After ordination
he continued his theological studies in the Dunboyne Establishment,
but after one year there he was appointed as Irish professor in St.
Jarlath’s College, Tuam. This position he filled for seventeen
years and it is the one with which his colleagues and his students
most associate him in memory. In 1929 he left St. Jarlath’s to
become curate at Roundfort. It was to be his only curacy; for,
ten years later, he was appointed to Clonbur as Parish Priest; and
there he died in May, 1961. His passing—even at his advanced
age—has been mourned by the peoples whom he knew and who
knew him as a boy, as a young priest and as a pastor; and probably
most of all by the students who sat in St. Jarlath’s to learn his
native West-Mayo Irish, the Irish of Shragh.

They remember him especially as a man of kindness: it was
shown in his patience, in his humour, in his words, in his forbearance;
and they recall that in such a long period of teaching he was never
known to use a cane. Rather he had the gift of winning them by
making their class-work so topical and so boyish that it was no
longer alien to them; and many of them still recount his appealing,
eye-twinkling introductions to the episodes of “‘that rascal, Jimin
Mhaire Thaidhg.”

That kindness coloured all his doings—he was a kind priest, a
kind host and, in time, a kind storyteller.

Shiolraigh s¢ ¢ mhuinntir a rabh teanga agus dichas na nGael
ag rith leo ariamh; muinntear a bhi ariamh broduil as an dtchas
sin. Dar lena lan, ba mho le ra é fhéin mar tdaras ar an nua-
Ghaeilge na a uncal cdilmhear, an tAthair Seaghan M., a scriobh
The Native Speaker Examined Home, agus a thug an Oraid thar
uaigh Eoin Ui Gramhnai.

Ba chinedlta, lach an sagart é. agus gan ach an dea-fhocal i
geonai aige don t-€ nach mbeadh i lathair.

Go rabh dea-fhocal Dé agus cinealtas na bhFlaitheas faite aige
da bharr!

QQEM REv. JouN O’REILLY, P.P., was born in the village of

—Liam Mac Duarcain,

Rakings

(PARISH ANNALS)




Canadian Cablegram

Apropos of the origin of the name LOUISBURGH. the following letter
has arrived from our namesakes in Nova Scotia:

Thursday, August 13th, 1959.
Reverend Sir,

Mayor Hiltz of Louisbourg, Nova Scotia, passed your
letter on to me. I understand that he has already answered
it and sent you the historical booklet.

1 am Hon, Curator of the Louisbourg Museum f(under the
Federal Government of Canada), so I hasten to answer
your proposition that your Louisburgh is connected, by
name, with ours. I fear this is not so. There were two
Lord Howes, one, a brilliant young officer, who was serving
under General Abercrombie at Fort Ticonderoga, when he
was Kkilled in 1758. The other Lord Howe (his father?)
commanded the British army in America; he defeated
Washington at the battle of Brandywine in 1777 but did
not follow up the victory, He resigned as Commander-in-
Chief in 1780, As you see, neither of the Lord Howes were
at Louisbourg, which was named after Louis the XIVth.

With all good wishes to you and your Council, and also
for the success of “The Candle,” I remain,
Yours sincerely,

KATHARINE McLENNAN,
Hon. Curator, Louisbourg Museum.

Miss McLennan holds out little hope for the validity of our
theory—which still to us appears too much for coincidence—that
Cluain Cearbdn was renamed ‘Louisburgh’ when the town was built
(1788) and that this was in memory of a victory at Louisbourg,
Nova Scotia, where Admiral Howe, who later married the daughter
of Lord Altamount, distinguished himself. The coincidence is less
likely if the name Louisa de Burgh (Howe) was given to the daughter
of this Admiral and his Westport wife—and such is our information.

Does any reader wish to air an opinion—or a known fact—for
either side of this Atlantic problem ?—EDITOR.
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“The Honour of the Little Village”

- Docror Corum O'TooLE (Chapel Street) well-known Mayo Co.
footballer, qualified at University College. Galway, and is now
altached to the County Hospital, Castlebar.

Very REvV. JAMES PRENDERGAST (Accony) has been appointed
Parish Priest of Aughagower.

GARDA FrRANK Lyons (Accony) has been appointed Sergeant to
Ballyvaughan, Co. Clare: and his brother GARDA BRENDAN LYONS,
recently trained. has been assigned to Ballyshannon Co. Donegal,
Local Muintir na Tire teams have achieved peak level. As a

- Question-time team. MRS. EVELYN PHILBIN and MESSRS. PATRICK

BALL, N.T., OLIVER MORAHAN, MicHAEL O'BrieN and GARDA W.
CURRAN have become Connacht champions by defeating Galway
and Roscommon winners. In the under-25 Public Speaking com-
petition, Misses MARGARET McMvyLer, N.T., MARY SWEENEY,
N.T.. VERA O’MaLLEY. N.T., and Mr. Louis HENEGHAN have also
become provincial champions. Both teams qualified, at first, to
represent Mayo: both represent Connacht in the national final
in August. And to crown these achievements the Guild, for the
third time in four years. has been awarded the McDonagh Cup as
the most active Guild in Connacht!

The annual award for best-kept farm has been won this year by
MRr. THoMAS MORRISON, Thalabawn.

MRrs. MarY HasTINGS (Leachta) has completed her hundreth year
since December.

Misses KATHLEEN McHALE and MARGUERITA HANNON, B.Sc.
(now MRrs. MANNION) qualified as national school-teachers in Carys-
fort College, Blackrock, Dublin, in June, 1960.

Among the priests ordained in 1960 were: REv. FRANCIS MCMYLER
(Chapel Street), REv. MicHAEL WALLACE (Woodfield) and REev.
MicHAEL FLANNERY (Milltown). whose mother was formerly Miss
THEcLA McDERMOTT, Louisburgh. Ordinations in 1961 included:
Rey. Liam O’'Toore (Louisburgh), Rev. JoHN WALTER O'REILLY
(Shraugh) and Rev. SEAN O'LEARY (Louisburgh).

MRr. Smmon J. KeLLy, B.Arch., M.R.LLA.L., designed the marble
and deal casket presented by her Mayo cousins to Princess Grace of
Monaco on her recent visit to Mayo.

Returned with the 34th Battalion from the Congo are two Louis-
burghmen—MR. PADDY O’MALLEY (Cloonty) and MR. WILLIE
MorAHAN (Louisburgh).
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MRr. MicHAEL HANNON has qualified as national school-teacher
in St. Patrick’s, Drumcondra.

MR. MICHAEL J. PRENDERGAST, a Bridge Street merchant, has had
the unusual experience of a helicopter trip to the islands off the
parish coast. It happened on February 15, 1961, when the marooned
islands sought relief. Mr. Prendergast supplied and accompanied
the cargo which was loaded at the Bridge and dropped on the islands.
The project was sponsored by Smithwicks’ Ltd., Kilkenny.

MR. THOMAS STAUNTON (Thalabawn) has completed the sale of
portion of his farm to the National Trust and Distributors Ltd., for
£2,000.

All twenty-six pupils presented by REv. MOTHER M. MICHAEL at
the recent music (R.I.LA.M.) examinations passed with first-class
honours. (The printer will kindly preserve this line of type: it will,
please God, be often recurring!—EDITOR).

Statistics
1840: :

N THE Royal Irish Constabulary List (first volume published in
Dublin by Alex Thom & Co. Ltd., 1840), some interesting local
historical tit-bits are preserved. The 1840 volume mentions that

a constabulary police force is stationed in the town (Lewis’s Survey
notes this three years earlier); but no head-constable is mentioned
until 1853. An 1843 addendum records that there are police
stations in “Bundurra” and Clare Island and that the medical
attendant at Louisburgh station that year is Doctor Fergus. Fairs
are listed for the area as follows: Gowlawn—25 March (a patron)and
31 July. Louisburgh—1 May, 1 June. | October and 8 December.
A market is held every Monday.

Murrisk—29 August (a patron).

Westport—1 January, 22 May, 6 August, | November, and a
market every Thursday.

The 1843 addendum also lists the Coastguard stations: ““Clare
Island, Old Head—one mile from Louisburgh, Roonagh Point—
four miles from Louisburgh, and Ennisturk—ten miles from Clare
Island.”

It mentions that the Baronial Cess Collector for the Barony of
Murrisk was George Hildebrand, Westport. The issue of July 1869
is the earliest to record that Louisburgh is a Petty Sessions town.
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Presumably until July 1899 there was no telephone connection to
JLouisburgh Barracks, for then it is first recorded. The station in
Clare Island was discontinued in 1908 but re-established temporarily
in 1916, according to the 1916 volume.

The following is a list of the Constables-in-Charge at Louisburgh
- 1853-1919: from 1844 onwards they are referred to as Sergeants:

1853-"58( 7)—Michael Bourke; 1858(7)-'65—Thomas Coneys:
1865-"70—Laurence Fowke; 1870-"75—Martin Daly; 1875-6—
George Evans; 1876-'7—Philip Casey; 1877-°80—John Kennedy:
1880-"84—B. Harte; 1884-'88—Michael McGrath; 1888-'89—H.
McKee; 1889-'95-Patrick Guinan; 1895-'96—Tim Sullivan; 1896-
'97—Gar Fitzsimmons; 1897-1900—James J. McCarry; 1900-'02—
- Michael Harrison; 1902-°03—Kyran Dolan (acting sergeant):
1903-°06—Val Hawkins; 1906-"12—John Donohue; 1912-'19—
William Higgins: 1919-22—William Fahy.

Under native government the sergeants have been:

T. P. McCullagh (r.1.p.), John Sarsfield (r.1.p.), Francis Crummey,
Laurence Deely, David P. Ray.

1855:

Griffith’s Valuations (Alex Thom & Son Ltd., Dublin, 1855) lists
land and house occupiers through the country. A few extracts
will be of interest.

AlLLEMORE—House-occupiers :

Mary Costelloe, Austin Gannon, Michael Ruane, Michael Mc-
Namara, John McNamara, John Davit (William), Michael Jennings.
Anthony O'Donnell, James Malley, Thaddeus Kittrick, William
Davit, Roger Cane, Patrick Coyne, Patrick Grady, Patrick Hynes.
William Malley, Jane Gibbons, John Gibbons (Sen.), John Gibbons
(Jun.), Thomas Gibbons, John Dayvit, Charles Dayvit, John Mc-
Mannamon, James Malley, Catherine Gibbons, Margaret Burke.
John Grady (who also has a forge).

Total area—714 acres, | rood, 17 perches, of which 626 acres (odd)
is held by nineteen tenants.

Individual valuations range from ten shillings to five pounds,
except in three cases. For practically all holdings the immediate
lessor is Louisa Moore.

CREGGANBAUN—House-occupiers:

Patrick Kilcoyne, Patrick Malley, Thaddeus Kittrick, Michael
Kilcoyne (Pat), Patrick Grady, Bartholomew Kilcoyne, Michael
Kilcoyne (Bartly).
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The total area held (in common?) by these tenants is 368 acres.
3 roods, 24 perches. Total valuation is £15 (for land) and £4 (for
buildings).

The immediate lessor is John William Garvey.
BunoweN—House-occupiers:;

Thaddeus Berry, John Berry, William McEvilly, William Durkan,
James Nicholson, Alexander Fieran, Anne Tully, Patrick Malley,
James Sweeney. John Kerrigan, Timothy Heenaghan, Patrick
McEvilly, John McLoughlin, Irish Church Mission (a school-house).
Land-occupiers: Michael Carroll, Rev. P. J. Callanan, D.D., Anthony
Durkan, James McEvilly, Dominick Brown, Michael McHale.
Michael McDonnell, James Grady, Hugh Wilbraham.

Total area is 171 acres and 34 perches. For house-occupiers the
valuation varies from fifteen shillings to one pound.

The immediate lessor is the Marquis of Sligo.

1961:
The following data has been kindly supplied by Sergeant D. P.
Ray, G.S. (from 1961 census) and by Mr. Michael O’Brien:
Population—2,568 (including Clare Island, 205, and Innisturk, 108)

Households—626 Farms—676.
Unemployed—225. Old-age Pensioners—190.
Townlands—104. Area of sub-district—58,203,
Public houses—13. Hotels—4.

Schools—11, School-children—390.

In 1959 there were twenty-three deaths in the parish and thirty-
nine births (14 boys, 25 girls).

In 1960 deaths were twenty-five and births forty-two (22 boys,
20 girls).

In the first five months of 1961 there were twelve deaths and
nineteen births (8 boys, 11 girls).

Department of Agriculture Farm Building Scheme:

Total amount of grants paid since 1955—£22.113.

Applicants involved—841.

Cow-byres erected—130.

Produce houses and horse-boxes— 140,

Two-horse stables—30

Piggeries—30.

Hay-barns—94.

The remainder of the grants were for improvement or erection of
concrete walls, walks, roadways and farmyards.
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- Sancta Maria Secondary School

FATHER JOSEPH MORAN

[ < HE new building was completed when the students returned
from Summer holidays last year. It was blessed by Very Rev.

Fr. Burke, P.P., who also celebrated Mass. The school was dedi-
cated to Our Lady and named Sancta Maria. It comprises

five spacious classrooms, and a Domestic Science Room, all

" modernly equipped. The construction work was expertly carried

out by Cox Bros. under the able direction of Mr. Matt Cosgrove as
architect.

The following students won distinctions during the past year:
Mary Doyle won three University Scholarships—Department of

I. Education, County Council and Entrance to University College

Galway. Jimmy Tiernan secured a County Council University
Scholarship and the Mayo Committee of Agriculture Scholarship
entitling him to a year’s practical training in Ballyhaise College, Co.
Cavan. Maura Sammon, Julia Navin, Joan O'Leary. Sal Prender-
gast, Gertrude O’Reilly and Claire McMyler were successful in the
Civil Service Examinations for Telephonists, and are now stationed
at various centres throughout the country. Mary B. O’Malley,
Christine McNamara, Maire Keane and Breta O’Malley were called
for Writing Assistants in the Civil Service.

THE PIONEERS

There are now thirty-four Pioneers and thirty-seven Probationers
on the Register, under a very active Council. President,
Liam Davitt; Secretary, Mary Tiernan; Treasurer, Nora Jordan;
Council: Tommy O’Malley, Geoffrey O’'Grady, Myles Gibbons,
Breda Joyce, Mary G. O’Malley, Mary Gill.

All the students are enrolled in the Apostleship of Prayer. Every
morning before class they consecrate their day’s work to the Sacred
Heart and attend a spiritual talk on the Saturday prior to their
Communion of Reparation.

The School Play and Concert were staged for two nights early
in December. Cough Water was presented with the following cast:
Sean Fergus, Richard Scott, John Maxwell, Tommy Needham,
Josephine Cannon, Mary Harney, Mary Fergus and Mary G.
O’Malley. Dancing items comprised the High Caul Cap, Four-
Hand Reel, Three-Hand Reel, Trip to the Cottage. The Girls’
National School took the stage with the Secondary in the dancing
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and singing. A novel item was the presentation of two pieces of

verse-speaking by the First and Second Year students.

Ceilidhe and Drill classes are held weekly on Wednesdays under
the direction of Mrs. Redmond from Castlebar. The high standard
attained was very evident at the Christmas Concert when the dancing
and drill were loudly applauded by the audience.

Ten girls and seven*boys are engaged in project work. So far the
girls have made cane trays, lampshades, tweed pictures, painted
moulds and knitted articles. The boys’ projects include barley-
growing, calf-rearing, pig-rearing, vegetable plots and wood-
work. Each student chooses his own project for which he is entirely
responsible. He enters in a note-book his expenses and work-
hours and on completion of the work fills in a Project Sheet issued
by Headquarters. The Macra na Tuaithe Cup will be awarded to
the best project in the Club at the end of the year.

The F.C.A. Troop meets for an hour under Captain McGreal on
Saturday. They took part in a number of outings, parades and
field-days.

The entire School travelled to Knock for the Children’s Pilgrim-
age. A group of twenty visited Dublin to see Orson Welles as
Falstaff in Chimes at Midnight. In May fifty-two students went on
a tour of the Spring Show and took in the Zoo and Dublin Airport
as well.

e e e -
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SANCTA MARIA

SECONDARY SCHOOL
LOUISBURGH

*
Students prepared for all Public Examinations including

|

Civil Service

Curriculum includes Christian Doctrine, Irish, English,
Latin, History, Geography, Commerce, Mathematics,
Domestic and General Science, Arts and Crafts, Drill

and Irish Dancing, Music and Singing. :

——
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The following parishioners have died at home since July, 1959:
1959
18 October:  Mrs, Brigid Grady, Kilgeever.
6 November: Mrs. Mary O’Malley, Cross.
23 November: Thomas Ryder, Ballyhip.
23 December: John O'Malley, Mooneen.
30 December: Anne O'Malley, Mooneen.

7 January: Eamonn Kerrigan, Falduff.
© 7 Januvary:  Mrs. Mary Gibbons, Aillemore.
13 Janwary: John Gibbons, Aillemore.
6 February: Peter Gavin, Shrawee.
28 February: Walter Cox, Devlin,
10 March: Patrick O'Toole, Accony.
10 March: Michael Needham, Feenone.
13 March: Mrs. Brigid Duffy, Furmoyle.
15 March: James Kitterick, Leachta.
17 March: Mrs. Mary Gibbons, Roonith.

7 April: Owen Duffy, Askelane.

8 April: Mrs. Nora Keane, Louisburgh.
10 April: John O'Malley, Derrygarv.

18 April: Mrs. Annie O'Toole, Mooneen.
30 April: Mrs. Mary Needham, Thalabawn.

5 May: William Durkan, Bunowen.

6 June: William McHugh, Louisburgh.
18 June: James Staunton, Thalabawn.
27 June: Mrs. Brigid Philbin, Carrowniskey.
10 July: Mrs. Maty Murphy, Killadoon.
29 July: Richard Lyons, Askalane.

3 November: Mrs. Honor Kilcoyne, Woodfield.
13 November: Patrick McHale, Colony.
10 December: Patrick Prendergast, Cross.
” 18 December: Austin O'Toole, Doughmackeown.
%21
5 January: Mrs. Mary Gibbons, Bunowen.
12 January:  Mrs. Mary Kilcoyne. Delphi.
6 February: Mrs. Annie Scahill, Louisburgh.
12 February: Patrick O'Malley, Feenone.
16 February: Mrs. Brigid Kelly, Askelane.

1 March: Mrs, Ellen Needham, Feenone.

3 March: Mrs. Margaret Foy, Tooreen.

6 March: Michael O'Malley, Tully.
15 March: Mrs. Sarah Gibbons, Askelane.
31 March: Mrs. Margaret McLoughlin, Mooneen.
5 April: Thomas Jennings, Feenone.

9 April: Patrick Fadden, Devlin.
16 June: John McEvilly, Bunowen,

SINCE the publication of An Coinneal, Number 1, the following

deaths have been reported from abroad:
1959
August:  Thomas Durkan (Louisburgh) in Chicago.
September: Mrs. Ellen Rucker (Knight, Carramore), in California.
October: Charles O'Malley (Accony), in Chicago.
Michael J. Fergus, (Gurteen), in U.S.A.

103




November: William O'Toole, (Roonah), in U.S.A.
John O'Donnell (Pulgloss), in U.S.A.
December: William O’Malley (Accony), in U.S.A.
1560 Mrs. Jane Lynn (McDonough, Pulgloss), in U.S. A,
January: Mrs. Mary Golden (McDonough, Pulgloss), in U.S.A.
John Francis Griffin, (Louisburgh) in U.S.A.
February: Mrs. Brigid Arthure (McHale, Louisburgh), in U.S.A.
April: Michael Coughlan (Louisburgh), in U.S.A.
May: Mrs. Nora McMaster (O’Malley, Mooneen), in U.S.A.
Very Rev. Thomas Gibbons, P.P. (Roonith), in Minnesota.
Mrs. McNamara (Accony), in U.S.A.
John Kilcoyne (Furmoyle), in U.S.A.
Austin Prendergast (Kilgeever), in U.S.A.
Ven. Archdeacon Prendcrgast P.P., V.G. (Accony), in Ballyhaunis.
June: James Hestor (Falduff), in U. SA.
September: Patrick Ryder (Falduff), in U..S.A.
Mrs. Mary Ball (Geoghegan, Bunowen), in U.5.A.
October: Mrs. Winifred Duffy (McNamara, Collacoon), in Chicago.
John O'Toole (Accony), in U.S.A.
November: Anne Kirby (Askelane), in England.
Mrs. Nora Gibbons (Henaghan, Mooneen), in Westport,

1961

January: Mrs. Mary Gavin, (Louisburgh), in U.S.A.
William O° Malle::),r (Doughmackeon}, in U.S.A.
Edward Duffy (Falduff), lin U.S.A
Mrs. Ellen O'Toole (Louisburgh), in Chlcago.

February: John Tiernan (Cregganacopple), in U.S.A,
James Kelly (Askelane), in U.S.A.

March: James Gibbons (Emlagh), in U.S.A.

April: Mrs. Katherine Gazette (Ferins, Furmoyle), in U.S.A.
Michael Cannon (Sraugh), in U.S.A.
Edward Cannon (Sraugh), in U.S.A.
Thomas Prendergast (Accony), in New Zealand.

May: Patrick Lyons (Furmoyle), in Chicaho.

Redmond Lyons (Accony), in Chicago.

HANDING ON THE CHALICE

THREE PRIESTS of the forty listed in our last issue have since died.
Six names are to be added ; so that the number of Louisburgh priests
now living is forty-three. Our apologies to Father John Jennings
whose name was omitted in the last roll. Father Jennings was born
in Carrowniskey; his parents were Mr. Anthony Jennings and Mrs.
Anne Jennings (nee Berry), and he is now serving in Boston.

The priests newly-ordained are Fathers Michael Wallace (Wood-
field), Francis McMyler (Chapel Street), Liam O’Toole (Chapel
Street), John Walter O’Reilly (Sraugh), and Sean O’Leary (Bun-

owen Road).
104

“Out of the Swing . . . ”

"Ni @5 tlom A bpuil De Glann-hdc nda nTdel 4TUS  ionada

~—**1 cannot count the number of the sons of the Irish and of (their)
king's daughters who have become monks and virgins for Christ.”
—St. Patrick (Letter to Coroticus).

That the parish has given many sons to the Church is a fact by
now well known—so much so that we might underestimate the
generosity of our girls in giving their lives to God as nuns. This
is a list of nuns. now living, who are natives of the parish—not a
comprehensive list, perhaps, and we shall gladly publish any
omissions. The Editor thanks sincerely those who helped in the
difficult task of compiling such a list.

ARN(ijSTRON(; BRrIDGET (Altore): Sr. Mary of the Divine Adoption, New York

ity.

BUR(l)(hl_E How~oria Teresa (Devlin): Sr. Francis Xavier, Ursuline Sisters, Toledo,
io.

COYNE, Mary (Aillemore): Sr. M, Ailbe, Convent of Mercy, Claremorris.

DU%{KAkN. SaraH (Bunowen): Sr. Padraic Muire, Ladies of Mercy, Scarborough

orks.
DURKAN, TeresITA JosEPHINE (Bunowen): Sr. Regina Mundi, Sisters of Mercy,
Inchicore, Dublin.

EGA{J\I. Morry (Derrygarve): Sr. Mary Baptist, Convent of Mercy, Worcester,
ass.

FOYE, Maria (Doughmackeon): Sr. Mary Phelim, [.LB.V.M. Loreto Sisters,

Claremount, Western Australia.

GARAVAN, Rose CHrISTINE (Devlin): Sr. Mary Xavier, Convent of Mercy,

Lecanvey, Co. Mayo.

GIBBONS, Jane (Carrowniskey): Sr. Mary Scholastica, Sisters of St. Louis,

Rathmines, Dublin.

GIBBONS, Nora (Carrowniskey): Mother Mary Martha, Sisters of St. Lousi,

Bundoran, Co. Donegal.

GRADY, CatHeriNg (Cregganbawn P.0.): Sr. Patricia Catherine, Sisters of

Notre Dame, Roxbury, Mass.

GRADY (MoraN), Mary (DoLLy), (Kilgeever): Sr. Mary Christine, Sisters of

Charity of St. Augustine, West Richfield, Ohio.

GRADY, MARGARET (Barnabawn): Sr. Mary Margaret, Worcester, Mass,

GRADY (Brennan), Mary (Kilgeever): Sr. Mary Joachim, Sisters of Mercy,

Clifton, Mass.

GRADY, Rita (Shrawee): Sr. Marie Annunciata, Sisters of St. Augustine of

the Assumption, Liverpool.

HALLINAN, AnNE (Askelaune): Sr. Mary Domitilla, Sisters of Divine Provid-

ence, Holyoke, Mass.

JORDAN, ErLie (Carrowniskey): Sr. Mary of the Incarnation, Sisters of Notre

Dame, Cincinnati 8, Ohio.

KILCOYNE, Nora (Shrawee): Sr. Mary Oliver, Sisters of Mercy, Sacred Heart

Hospital, Manchester, New Hampshire.

LOVE, LiLy (Main Street, Louisburgh): Sr. Mary, Sisters of Charity of St.

Vincent de Paul, West Derby, Liverpool.

LYONS, CeLiNe (Furmoyle(: Sr. Mary Dympna, Sisters of the Incarnate Word,

Bellaire, Texas, U.S.A.
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LYONS, Mary (Bunlahinch): Sr. Mary Hilary, Sisters of the Holy Rosary,
Sierra Leone, West Africa.

LYOgIS, I\TAM (Killadoon): Sr. Mary Baptist, Convent of Mercy, Claremorris

0. Mayo.

McGREAL, Damuanart (Main Street, Louisburgh): Sr. Dympna, Sisters of St.
Louis, Monaghan,

McHALE, Avice (Emlagh): Sr, St, Gertrude, Sisters Adorers of the Precious
Blood, Manchester, New Hampshire.

McHALE, CHRisTINA (Main Street, Louisburgh): Mother Mary John, Sisters of
the Presentation, Taita, Wellington, New Zealand.

McHALE, MARGARET (Main Street, Louisburgh): Mother Mary Ita, Convent
of Mercy, Ballinrobe, Co. Mayo.

McMYLER, IMELDA (Chapel Street, Louisburgh): Sr. Mary Pius, Convent of
Mercy, Ballinrobe, Co. Mayo.

McMYLER, Mary ELLEN (Chapel Street, Louisburgh): Sr. Mary Francis,
Convent of Mercy, Clonbur, Co. Galway.

McNALLY, Sadie (Carrowniskey): Sr. Mary Bernadette, Convent of Mercy,
Castlebar, Co. Mayo.

MITCHELL, ErLLeN (Derreen): Sr. Mary Michael, Sisters of Mercy, Clinton,
Mass., U.S.A.

NEEDHAM, Annie (The Colony): Sr. Mary Rose, Franciscan Sisters for Africa,
Uganda, B.E. Africa.

O’DONNELL, MARY (Caher): Sr, Mary Brigida, Sisters of St. Louis, Monaghan.

O‘D(l)Jl\éNAELL, Nora (Caher): Sr. Felicitas, Good Shepherd, Hartford, Conn.,

O'MALLEY, BriGib (Doughmackeon): Sr. Jane Anthony, Ursuline Sisters,
Toledo, Ohio,

O'MALLEY, Mary (Devlin): Sr. Mary Ailbe, Sisters of Divine Providence,
Holyoke, Mass., U.S.A.

O‘REILL‘_A’, ANNIE (Sraugh): Sr. Mary Evangelist, Sisters of Mercy, County
Hospital, Ennis.

O’REILLY, AnNE (Collacoon): Sr. Mary Joseph, Carmelite Order, Fairhaven,
Mass., U.S.A.

O’REILLY, Mary (Collacoon): Sr. Clementine, Maria, Carmelite Order, New
York City.

O'TOOLE, EvLLeN (Chapel Street Louisburgh): Sr. Mary Anthony, Presentation
Sisters, Tuam, Co. Galway.

O'TOOLE, KatHLEEN (Church Street, Louisburgh): Sr. Mary Malachy, Convent
ol Mercy, Claremorris, Co. Mayo.

O'TOOLE, MARGARET (Aillemore): Sr. Mary Ailbe, Sisters of Mercy, Drum-
condra, Dublin.

O'TOOLE, Mary BerNaDETTE (Chapel Street, Louisburgh): Sr. Marie Therese
Convent of Mercy, Tuam, Co. Galway.

PRENDERGAST (McHALE), BriGip (Accony): Sr. Mary Jarlath, Bon-Secour
Sisters, Arras, France,

PRENDERGAST (O'MALLEY), Brigid (Accony): Sr. Mary Richard, .B.V.M.,
Loreto, Sisters, Ascot, England.

PRENDERGAST, Kitry (Accony): Sr. Mary Claver, Convent of Mercy,
Brisbane, Australia.

RUANE, AnNIE CAECiLIA (Mooneen): Sr. Mary Vincent Theresa, Franciscan
Sisters, Syracuse, N.Y.

SCANLON, Nora (Bridge Street, Louisburgh): Mother Mary Philomena,
Mulranny, Newport, Co. Mayo.

SUGGESTION—Many nuns whose names appear above will not
be able to get or read a copy of this magazine. We suggest that some
[riend send each nun a copy. Full postal addresses may be had on
inquiry.—EDITOR,
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In compiling the above list, we have come across the following names of
nuns—natives of Kilgeever—who have died within the past few years. We
- recommend them to your charitable prayers:

Sister Hyacinth Gallagher, Aitin na bhFiann, died at Franciscan Convent,
Syracuse, New York.

Sister Perpetuo (Nellie), McHale, Louisburgh, died at Mercy Convent, Clare-
MOTTis.

Sister Luigi (Mary) McNamara, Devlin, died at Mercy Convent, Georgia, Atlanta.

Sister Victorine (Annie) Kilcoyne, Derriheigh, died at Presentation Convent,
Fitchburgh, Mass,, U.S.A.

Sister Bernadetta (Brigid) O'Malley, Carraclaggan, died Franciscan Convent,
Drumshambo, Co. Leitrim.

Sister Brendan (Julia) O’Malley, Bridge Street, died at Prseentation Convent,
Rhode Island, Connecticut.

Sister Nora O’Malley, Falduff, died at Pittsburg, Pennsylvania.

Sister Ann of the Sacred Heart (Margaret) Grady, Cregganbawn, died at Notre
Dame Academy, Roxbury, Mass., U.S. A,

Mother Augustine (Bridget) Fergus, Caher, died at Mercy Convent, Wattle Flat,
New Zealand.

Sister Mary Patricia (Ellen) McNamara, Carrowniskey, died at Good Shepherd
Convent, St. Louis, New Orleans.

Sister Xavier (Annie) Grey, Louisburgh, died at Mercy Convent, Mullingar.

Sister Michael (Katherine) Burke, Devlin, died at Ursuline Convent, Toledo,
Ohio, U.S.A.

Sister Rose O'Toole, Aillemore, died at Clifton, Mass., U.S.A.

Sister Ellen Gibbons, Roonith, died in U.S.A.

A MAYO WISH . . .

SLdimte an Bravdin 4gdaT: croi polldin, Tob pLuic, 4zus bdas 1
gConovae Mwmgeo!

May you have a salmon’s health—a strong heart, a moist mouth,
and death in County Mayo!

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS . . .

WE gratefully acknowledge the help received from:
The Western People (2 blocks).
Father William Tiernan (4 photographs).
Farrell's, Photographers, Galway.
Lafayette, Dublin.
Farnan’s, Castlebar.
“The Far East”, Navan.

Our SINCERE thanks is due to the many willing hands that helped
to make our first number a success; especially so to those who—
often at personal loss rather than gain—furthered the sale of the
magazine at home and abroad.

S0 et Dia 4 bpéite 06id!
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1959

8 September:

21 October:

30 December:

1960
6 January:

25 January:
3 August:

8 September:

25 October:

1961
4 April:

10 April:

Mr. and Mrs. William O’'Malley

AT HOME

Michael Fergus (Cahir) and Miss Brigid Donnelly (Cahir).
John Joseph Ward (Sligo) and Miss Kathleen Sweency
(Louisburgh).

Patrick Malone (Westport) and Miss Christina O'Malley
(Bunowen).

Patrick Feeney (Spiddal, Co. Galway) and Miss Brigid
Elizabeth Prendergast (Louisburgh).

David W. Ray (Louisburgh) and Miss Joan Scanlon (Bunowen)
Michael Grady (Devlin) and Miss Sarah McGreal (Thala-
bawn).

James Kilmartin (Dromahair) and Miss Mary Casey (Louis-
burgh).

Terence Gallagher (Currane, Achill) and Miss Mary McMyler
(Carramore).

William P. Mannion, N.T., (Abbey, Co. Galway) and Miss
Marguerite Hannon, B.Sc., N.T. (Louisburgh).
Martin Cox (Kilmeena) and Miss Sarah Scanlon (Furmoyle).

AWAY FROM HOME

Liam O Duibhir (Caiscal) agus Triona Nic Ré¢il (Cluain Cearbdn).
John Joe McDonnell (Louisburgh) and Miss Mary Naughton (The
Post Office, Louisburgh).

William O’Malley (Carrowclaggan) and Miss Joan O’Sullivan
(Tralee).
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Mr. and Mrs. Patrick Feeney

FMcLuughllns

.i Mr. and Mrs. Liam Mannion

Mr. and Mrs. David Ray [Farnan
Mr. and Mrs. Terence Gallagher
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We blush . . .

{ 7~HE RECEPTION with which the first Coinneal met is reflectea in
U the following comments—which we take the liberty to quote.
in most cases anonymously:

“The magazine was too much centred on too few families.”

“An Choinneal dealt too much with the eastern half of the parish,
and too little with the half-parish.—A Louisburgh town exile in
America.

“More of the old people’s stories should be published —just
printed, without editing.”

“Why not a few good recipes from Irish housewives ?7’—A4 South
of England lady reader.

“The Candle was good; but we want more wick.—Clerical wit.

*“An Choinneal has set a headline: it has made an excellent start.”
—Editor of an Irish Periodical.

*“It includes a number of delightful features which will warm the
hearts of Louisburghmen everywhere. I enclose five pounds for
another copy. which is an estimate of what I think every copy is
worth to a Louisburghman.”—A Louisburgh Priest.

“You people in Louisburgh have done your part: now it’s up to
us who are away from home to do ours.”—Chicago.

“I spent the most delightful moments of my life reading it: it has
a place of honour on our bookshelves.”—London.

“There are so many things mentioned in your publication that
bring back to me the most pleasant memories of my short stay in
Louisburgh. In all the articles runs the same thread of love of God,
country and fellowmen.”—Chicago descendant of Louisburgh parents.

“This is an excellent example of what may be done in this field by
local communities.”—/rish Independent.

*“One senses a strong community spirit in the parish as one reads
these lively pages. ‘The brave banner of a man’s own people’ is
proudly raised as native sons and daughters express themselves
vigorously around the parish hearth. . . . A headline for parishes
wishing to strengthen their memory of the past, the solidarity and
common effort of their present inhabitants and the link with their
exiles.”"—The Furrow.

FULL MARKS TO NEW
. DIELDRI

FLEECE N
FLY DIP

Approved for the control of seab in one dipping.
Gives extra long protection against fly strike,
especially during the Summer months. Controls
keds and lice. Does not remove natural oils from
the fleece, leaves it in execellent condition after
dipping.

FORMULA : Gamma B.H.C, 3%, Dieldrin 10%,. Neutral

Hydrocarbon Oils 33%, Cresyhc Acid 28%, Emulsfyving
Agent 26%,,

A product of HYGEIA LTD., GALWAY

Soft creamy filling
covered with delicious
Urney chocolate . . . . .
UM-M-M! and all for 3d.

% Please Support Our Advertisers %
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Best Drinks always in stock

BURKE-SCOTTS

Wine and Spirit Merchants
Drapery and Boot Warehouse

BRIDGE STREET - LOUISBURGH

O’MALLEY’S

*

Wholesale Greengrocers
Potato and Fruit Merchants
Shellfish Exporters
*

VICTORIA PLACE, MERCHANTS’ ROAD
GALWAY

Phone 4011

JOHN GIBBONS

Fancy Warehouse and General Stores
WESTPORT

Specialists in Souvenirs, Irish Horn Rosaries, Belleek China
Carrig Pottery, Blackthorn Sticks
Connemara Marble, Kapp & Peterson’s Pipes, etc.

JOHN GIBBONS TRAVEL AGENCY, WESTPORT

Bookings arranged for all trips by sea or air
Telephone 54

AU ANLLY BTN AUAET RACH AUARL RULH AT (UL RRCEY NTTUT STEAY RUANT (UUET AEOA AR N

M. MULLOY & SONS LTD.

Coal and Timber Importers
Builders’ Providers

Distributors of Asbestos. Cement, Lime, Plaster, Steel.
Furniture and Bedding
WESTPORT and CASTLEBAR
Phone: Westport 16 Castlebar 20

P. J. KELLY LTD.

Builders’ Providers Timber Importers

Church and School Furniture Manufacturers
Joinery Made to Order
Wholesale Undertakers’ Manufacturers
TILED FIREPLACE SURROUNDS MADE TO ORDER

Distributors of “Rayburn,” “Truburn” Cookers, “Stanley”
Ranges, etc.; “Lignatex” Hardboard; “Prestcold” Refriger-
ators; “Aga” Cookers; “Bendix” Electric Washing Machines;
“Robbialac” Enamel and Emulsion Paints; “Parmacem?”

Waterproof Paints.
Cement, Asbestos Goods, Steel, Glass, and other Building

Materials ex stock.

PLUMBER REQUISITES A SPECIALTY
Joinery and Hardware, Sawmills, Workshops:
Castlebar Road

Domestic Furniture, Hardware, and all Fancy Goods:
Bridge Street
WESTPORT
Phones: 55 and 35

TELEPHONE
983055

A

=
HASTINGS

& CO. LTD.

Civil Engineering Contractors
DUNDRUM ROAD,
DUBLIN.
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CATAIR NA MART (Jutéin 21)
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*
CARRAT & Cuman ATUS 4 SAOCRATOD AT CAINTEOIRT DACHIS N4
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*

Luacanna Scapa

TRADMARC: “Aan CRUACT

TIM HASTINGS LTD.

Vauxhall, Simea, Triumph Herald

and Ferguson Main Dealers

*
LUCAS SERVICE DEPOT

Self-Drive Hire Service
Caravans for Hire, sited or on tow
FAIRGREEN, WESTPORT
PHONE 15
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‘Phone No. 18. 'Grams: “Jeffers, Westport.”

RAILWAY HOTEL, WESTPORT

CO. MAYO

A.A, 1.T.B. Appts.
Ireland all-round Angling Resort

Sea Angling: Clew Bay Trout: Loughs Mask, Carra, etc.
Salmon Fishing: Lough Feeagh

All arrangements by Prop., J. J. JEFFERS.

LOURDES BY AIR, 1961

7 Days—39 gns. inclusive

@ The fare includes return transport by Aer Lingus Viscount,
full pension at the Hotel Astoria, transfers from Lourdes
Airport to Hotel and vice versa, Courier service.

@ Spiritual Director accompanies each group.
@ Departures August 6th and 20th, September 3rd and 2lst.
@ For full details, apply:

SHANNON TRAVEL LTD.

5, WILLIAM STREET, GALWAY
Tel. 4361

M. BROWNE

SHOP ST., WESTPORT
for

LADIES’ and CHILDREN’S WEAR

Handwoven Scarves
Connemara Marble Souvenirs

Irish Linens
Hand-knit Jumpers

SssDEERUCEENEERENE [LTTTT]




CECE LR SUIRT SRURT STERY YUY RAUEY RCY JUURY RUCE SNCET RUTNE SURNT SUIRE SUCRT WRAVE RUURT TUSRT RANIT JEUET WINE UCIY ARURY TRRIY SUUGE RVAY AVCET SNIAE TUUSI STAN REH RUARS

WILLIAM COFFEY & SONS

Monumental and General Stone Works

ALTAMOUNT STREET - WESTPORT

* RICH SIMPLICITY—Coffey’s Designs are examples of
the beauty that lies in simplicity in monumental
work.

* WE ARRANGE TRANSIT for work to be fixed in any
part of the country.

* IRISH, Scotch and Foreign Marbles, Granite and
Limestones.

* ALL OUR MONUMENTAL WORK is marked by Dis-
tinctive Superiority. Headstones in Marble and Lime-
stone from £20 upwards.

Estb. 1852 Phone No. 116

A GOOD BUILDING IS ITS OWN ADVERTISEMENT!

For Sincere Estimates
Honest Workmanship
. and Elegant, Lasting Buildings
Call on

COX, WALKIN & COX

Building Contractors
WESTPORT

Sce our work at Sancta Maria Secondary School

Phone 5
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ALTAR CANDLES ™ 2 mubriea

Recommended and used by the Hierarchy and Clergy
Shrine and Household Candles, Tapers, Incense, Charcoal,
Wicks Sanctuary 0il

LALOR LTD.

Church Candle Manufacturers
14, LOWER ORMOND QUAY, DUBLIN

Factory: GREAT STRAND STREET and BERESFORD STREET
Telephone No. 73533 'Grams: Beeswax, Dublin.

Branch Office: 12, Cook Street, Cork.

SWEETS

The best by request

Ask for

GLENSIDE

Pure Sweets
Phone: Dublin 93973

SOUVENIR ROCK 6d., 1/-, 2/-
1d. MARSHMALLOW MICE
Id. WAFERS, ECLAIRS
Id. PEGGY’S LEGS 1d. ROCK
BON BONS 8 a Penny
NUTTY FAVOURITES 8 a Penny
2d. CREAM PIES, Etc.

Wholesalers, we will send you prices and terms on request.

WHEN IN LOUISBURGH
Call to . . .

AUSTIN KEANE

HighClass Victualler Licensed Vintner
General Merchant

BEST QUALITY LAMB ALWAYS IN STOCK
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JOHN . PHILBIN

GENERAL GROCER

*

Confectioner Newsagent
Fishing Tackle, Hardware and Cement

BRIDGE STREET E - LOUISBURGH

MEDICINE? PRESCRIPTION? TONIC?

Do it the scientific way: call to

JOSEPH STAUNTON, M.P.S.L

Main Street, Louisburgh

Stockists for

COSMETICS, PHOTOGRAPHIC MATERIALS
HUMAN AND VETERINARY MEDICINES
PATENT SHEEP DIPS FARM CHEMICALS

L™ T~ T ]

Chemists’ Sundries, Watches, Clocks, Jewellery, Souvenirs
in variety and quality

EVERY ORDER IS ACCORDED PERSONAL ATTENTION
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When in DUBLIN Stay at

THE ORMOND HOTEL

Three minutes from City Centre and beside the
E River Liffey.
FREE GARAGE
H. & C. ALL ROOMS CENTRAL HEATING

BALLROOM

BATHROOMS WITH BATHS
DININGROOM TO SEAT 250

Tariff on application to the Manager

’Phone: 72648 and 72649

ORMOND QUAY - - DUBLIN

Your Travel Agent . . .

Seamus Durkan

BRIDGE STREET, LOUISBURGH

WE SPECIALISE IN ARRANGING FOR YOUR JOURNEY
HOME OR ABROAD

SEA or AIR

LET US HANDLE YOUR TRAVEL ARRANGEMENTS
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED

Write—Phone—Call Phone: Louisburgh 16
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MAYNOOTH MISSION
TO CHINA

(Society of St. Columban)

A Society of secular priests for the foreign missions—
China, Korea, Philippine Islands, Burma, Japan, Fiji
Islands and South America.

The official organ of the Maynooth Mission is

“THE FAR EAST”

an illustrated periodical published monthly

*

Young men under the age of twenty-two, who have
passed either the Leaving Certificate, Matriculation or
Senior Certificate examination in the necessary subjects,
including English and Latin, are eligible for admission to
St. Columban’s College. Dalgan Park, Navan.

Applicants for admission should write to:

THE VERY REV. DIRECTOR,
St. Columban’s, Navan.




