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~ ST. PATRICK’S DAY

Hibernians at Massey Hall—Spirited
Oration by Matthew Cummings
—Beautiful Musical Programme.

Patriotism, oratory and music were
the elements that inspired the fine au-
dience of three thousand or more of
the men and women of Ireland and
their descendants, who gathered in
Massey Hall on St. Patrick’s night to
celebrate the Feast of Erin's Patron
Saint and to give gre.ling to Mat-
thew Cummings of Boston, National
President of the Ancient Order of
Hibernians of America. A chorus of
four hundred children, the boys and
girls of the schools of Toronto, were
the animated and salid phalanx that
faced the audience from the platiorm,
and above them clustered the green
flags and the motto that never fails
to awaken a responsive chord in the
Irish heart, ‘“‘God Save Ireland.’
Meeting this were long lengths of
green and white which crossed at the
centre of the ceiling above the stage,
and wound themselves about the gal-

leries Immense palms outlined the
plattiorm and together with the scroll
Caed Milie failthe, cave just the
appropriate finish to tnhe decoratior
of the night. The chorus ‘‘Hibe:
nia ( hampion, by the children,
opencd the entertainme This and
their later selections were sung with
fine precision and spirit, winning them

unstinted applause and reflecting great
credit omn the Director, Mr. Stuart
The cond number, “‘Come Back L0
Erin,”" excellently rendered by Mrs

Mabel Manly Pickard, won the singer
an enthusiastic recall Ruthven Me-
Donald sang ‘“‘For Freedom and Ire-
Jand”’ with the well-known great voice
and consummate ease that places him
amongst the first in his prolession,
and with the enthusiasm of the true

Celt Miss Charlebois made her first
appearance in Massey Hall in the
solo ‘‘The Lass irom the County
Mayo,” and her beautiful voice was

beard to still better advantage in the
“Marseillaise,”’ sung in the original,as
an encore. An immense sheal of
roses rewarded the young singer. Mr.
Geo. Dickson gave ‘‘In Sweet Kil-
arney,”’ and was enthusiastically re-
called. ‘‘The Wearing of the Green,”
sung in a sweet and musical voice by
Miss Middleton, was recognized by
the bestowal of a large bouquet of
carnations and a recall. The last
soloist was Bert Harvey, who wan
his usual unstinted praise by his sym-
pathetic rendering of Robert Emmett
and other selections All these sing-
ers appeared in the second part of thwj
programme, a distinctive leature ol
which was the fine exhibition of Irish

dancing given by Mr. Tho.aas Corri-
gan, wha was twice recalled before
the enthusiastic spectators were sat-

isfied Miss Angela Tone Breen made

an acceptable accompanist

I'he speaker of the evening was in
troduced by the chairman, Mr. Vin-
cent W. McCarthy, to whose energy

much of the success was due, and who
in his address, proved himsell a bril-
liant and ready speaker He referred
to Mr. Cummings as the originator
of the movement against the carica-
ture of the Irish people and as the
one instrumental in introducing Irish
history into the schools of Boston.
Mr 'L'umnnngs, who was welcomed
by the applause of the audience and
by a song composed in his honor ard
sung by the children, thanked all for
the reception given him. He referred
to the fact that on that night gather-
ings of (Gaels would be held every
where throughout the world Mr
Cummings then launched into his sub-
iect. It was a mistake, he said, to
suppose that Pagan Ireland was un
civilized Ireland had a Legislative
Assembly 1,406 years before the Chri

uan era She was civilized 2,000
years before England, and betore ihe
latter had anvy code of laws she had
her courts of justice and her courts
of appeal. So far was Ireland ad
vanced that those who made her law
had to make a preparation ot twenty

years before they might act as judges,
and the bards who handed down het
history in verse had to serve an ap-
prenticeship of a decade of years. The
Druids were the Pagan priests whose
learning caused them to be regarded
as magicians.

Coming to St. Patrick, Mr. Cum-
mings sketched his history and noted
that though the Apostle spoke four
languages, it was in the Gaelic ton-
gue that he preached to the Irish peo-
ple the doctrine of Christ Crucified.
The Ancient Order of Hibernians en-
tered into the history of Ireland to
protect her priests in time of perse-
cution and it should go hand in hand
throughout the world and for all time
side by side with the Catholic Church.

Referring to the victims of the fam-
ine who died at Grosse Isle, Mr.
Cummings declared his intention of
asking a monumeut for their grave
in the near future. He also paid a
tribute to our good Canadian Govern-
ment and was glad to see that Cana-
dians were proud of it. As » parting
thought the speaker declared that Ire-
land in the matters of lunacy, pau-
pocism, taxes and depopulation was
worse to-day than at any period of
its histoty and believed that the rem-
edy lay in nothing less than an en-
tirely free Ireland.

Mr. Cummings is a speaker who
warms with his subject and who has
evidentiy given the social and politi-
cal situation in Ireland a considerable
amount of thought His remarks
were punctuated with applause, and
many points in his discourse were en-
thusiastically received

BANQUET 70 MR. CU MMINGS.

At the close of the entertainment at
Massey Hall Mr. Cummings was han
quetted at the St. Charles, where
covers were Jaid for one hundred
and twenty-five guests. The table
decorations were Shamrocks and the
menu was in keeping with the excel-
lent reputation of the house in the
matter of catering. Mr. A. T. Her-
Bon presided, and at his right was

the .
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Irish Night With the 2. Y. L. L. A. CROSS AND SHAMROCK

To commemorate the Feast of St.
Patrick, the annual Irish night of the
Catholic Young Ladies' Literary As-
sociation was held at the home of
Mrs. W. K. Murphy of Dunn avenue,
Parkdale, the kind hostess taking up-
on herself as she has done for some
years past, the entertainment con-
nected with the occasion.

The large number present filled to
overfowing the beautiful drawving-
room, and after the usual routine of
business, a fine programme in keeping
with the patriotic character of the
evening was presented. Each mem-
ber responded to the call of her name
by her quota to the programme and
the result was a varied and choice
collection of the gems of Irish versi-
fication, music and song. Moore,
D'Arecy McGee, Boyle O'Reilly, Drum-
mond and others, were heard from,
and the practical work of the Gaelic
League was seen in the Gaelic quota-
tions of several of the members who
are also attendants at the Gaelic

Br M. E. JAMES

(Written for The Cath)lic Register.)

“Not to Palladius, but to Patrick
did God grant the conversion of Ire-
land."” t did seem as thou St.
Patrick were predestined to the
spreader of the Faith in that dear
Land of the Shamrack, for though
good Palladius had some success in
the christianization of that unciviliz-
ed race of Irishmen (or Scots, as the
were then called), it was not until
after his expulsion from Ireland that
the real work of propagation of the
Faith began, and indeced the fierce,
warlike tribe which ’iad so ruthlessly
expelled a missionary of the zeal and
diligence of Palladius, did not pre-
sent a very inviting field for religious

labor to any other missionary. How-
ever, the Apostle of Ireland was a
man of no nrdxn.xr) goodne and

ability, as we will see in glancing

tions and bloody sacrifice, in the ear-
ly history of Ireland we find them
;'“appmg the sun, moon, streams,
‘l as the Romans and where
! ds o* anything in the shape
|of Nature, leaving all the persecution
{and bloodshed to those succeeding
'them i power. Nature was their
?004 and %o it in its every farm they
|gave the honor and homage which
|should have been accorded to its Au-
|thar. They always seemed to have
'an idea of the supernatural existence
of a God, but worshipped His handi-
work rather than the Diety itsell. It
was probably owing to this, however,
that they embraced the Faith of the
itme God and kept so steadfastly to
t.

Our Saint was a Frerchman and
Ireland ws< only the land of his adop-
tion. Tk @ can be no denying this,
if we reaa his “Confessions’ written
a short time before his death in
which he tells us that his father (pro-
bably aiter death of his wife) was a
priest of the town of Bonavem Taber-
niae amdl | mother is said to be re

THE POET OF THE

By Wirriam J. CUuLLEN,

(Written for The Catholic Register.)

For ceanturies preceding the nine-
teenth the Irish had ather and graver
cares than even the fostering of their
literature. With few exceptions the
memburs of the Catholic Faith were
too poor and too oppressed to trou-
ble much with books, and those who
did were generally obliged to go to
coutinental schools for an education.
As a result of this galling condition
the literary field became fallow, the
springs choked and the paths leading
to them overgrown.

At last, in 1829, the shackles were
removed by the Emancipation Act;
an Irishman of the proscribed creed
was permitted to hold land and office
and might attend college at home
withaut being adjudged a felon

jut Irish literature sufiered rather
than gained by this change Far

[ wear a sh.mrock in my heart
Three in one, one in three
Truth and love
Tears and pain
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classes of Padrig Lewis. The heaviest
share of the literary programme fell
to Miss M. O’Connor of Berkeler
street, who read a most interesting
and clever paper upon the | resent-day
literateur and patriot, T. P. O’Connor.

At the close of the programme dain-
tv refreshments were served.

The appreciation and thanks of the
gathering were tendered to the
hostess, Mrs. Murphy, after which the
gathering withdrew to meet on Mon-
day evening next at the home of Miss
Hart, 40 Shannon street

were The Day we Celebrate, Our So-
ciety, Our Gues%, Ireland a Nation,
Canada and United States, Sister So-
cieties, Our Athletics and The Ladies.
In happy speech and appropriate quo-
tation, the toasts were responded to
by Messrs. McCauley, V. McCarthy,
F. Walsh, F. Slattery, L. V. Mc-
Brady, G. J. Owen, J. T. Loftus, D.
Hinds, H. McCafirey, P. W. Falvey,
N. Kennedy and Arthur Stuart.” The
event was a pleasant close to a suc-
cessful and joyous day.

through any version of the Life of St.
Patrick. Schooled as he had been in
adversity and hardship, it was not
surprising that he made so much pro-
gress among such an obdurate race as
were these Scots; although it is a
strange co-incidence that Ireland,even
in its early stages of paganism and
idolatry, was known as the “‘Sacred
Isle,”” and while its inhabitants were
extremely crude and warlike, stil’
they were never bloodthirsty, even in
their sacrifices. Perhaps it was ow-
ing to this in part that St. Patric

was spared martyrdom and was able he

to continue so 'ong in the field of his
labors. Even in its very paganism
Ireland was different frora most coun-
tries with its fairies and spirits and
scores of fanciful superstitions, traces
of which to this day we see in Ire-
land and in the Irish people :nore than
in any other nation. F.ven our
present day superstitions such as our
Hallowe'en frolics (this being their
‘Feast of Baal) savor of ancient cus-
toms ol Ireland.
' the elements, though not i
|we read

lated to St. Martin of Tours He also
tells us that it was at Bononia or,
as it is now called, Enon, that he was
first taken captive and brought by
his caplors to the Northeru shores
of Ireland. Here for same time he
acted as herdsman, and in the lonely
occupation of shepherd he had ample
time to meditate an the holy reli-
rion which had been instilled iate
im in early childhood in his sunny
home in France. From the beauty
his surrounaings, the loity moun-
n, green sward and lealy forest
seemed to gain a deeper apprecia-
tion of the wonderfulness of Almighty
God and His power to protect him in
his lonely captivity It was no wan-
der then that by prayer and con-
stant reflection, thereby coming in
close contact with holy things, that
St. Patrick often had strange visions
and in fact the whole course of his
life was directed by these divine com-
munications. it was through the

instrumentality of one of these he re-

turned to his native land. there to fit

himself for his future vocation of
(Continued on page 8.)

|

from receiving recognition or encour-
agement the study of Irish language
and history found no place in the new
educational system.

English was taught instead, ana
with the powerful efiforts made to
impose it, the ravages of famine and
emigration, Gaelic and all that it
stood for seemed doomed inevitably
to destruction During this * critical
and cunning transition in which many
failed to see a national disaster some
were fcund trving to save a precious
heirloom or ' wo before all would be

lost. They cried out a warning in a
stronger tongue, bui it was very evi
dent that *“Zir hearts and thoughts

were of the Gaels Some, overcome
by the ruin they foresaw, swept tueir
lyres in grief and despair or sounded
the wild note of rebellion, while a
few more hopeful, like Davis, inspired

confidence and proclaimed surer means |

of preserving the national life.

As years went on and t‘olitiu cJaim-
lul the mind of the mul
| still cor“inued to lose its hold, and
|the old tradition and folk-lore began
| to vanish quickly before the sorsor

'And Niamh

tude, Gaelic *

————— —

that blew from English coasts. Con
sciously or unconsciously, leaders of
public opivion in lreland wore being
molded after the tnglish fashion.

So closely did they resemble the
Briton in dress and speech ana manner
that when they professed their nation-
ality to a stranger he scarcely knew
whether to believe them or not. To
combat these conditions an enthusias-
tic band ol Irishmen, determining on
making their country’s present and
future a rational continuation of her
glorious past, organized the Gaelic
League and turned from the rank of
luxuriance of English pastures to the
healthier herbage of Irish fields.

Through their own language they
sought by lis and rath the lost paths
that led to enchanted springs
whereof when they drank they might
preserve the old and establish the
new. Led by Douglas Hyde they
turned forever from the materialism
of the Saxon to the spiritualism of
the Gael The poet and standard-

Lthe

bearer of this little host that has
worked so well for Ireland and recov-
ered much that seemed irrevocably
lost is W lam Butler Yeat the Poes
of the Ga I'he influend i pareant-
! ¢ mnment were well

au a 1o Nt i1ir for ! } WOIK.
The i M a L iu Al 1
ne was born abont Ly veal ago in
Dublin t belonging to an old Sligo
far Douglas Hyvde
| Johnson, he spent

{ hi outh at the home of his
rrandparents in their native county
1 had much to do in nurturing his
nherent love of bheauty and the
making of the future poet The pan-

orama of sky and sea and land that

he looked out upon in Sligo 1s unsur-
passed in enic loveliness He tell
us himself that ‘““the scenery is most

wild and beautiful and the sky ever

loaded and fantastic with flying
clouds.”” Strewn over hill and plain
are architectural monuments ranging

from the round tower of doubtful pur-
pose to the battered castie and ruin-
ed abbey of no uncertain story. There
are, too, cromlechs, pagan and Chris-
tian battlefields and haunted raths.
The town, a thriving little seanort
of about eleven thousand, is st ung
like a bead near the mouth of 7 sil-
very thread of river that steals down
from Lough Gill 40 the Atlantic. A
few miles to the north, running par-
allel to the shore and sheltering the

valley of Drumeclifi and the mainland
of Rosses, near which the poet lived,
towers Ben DBueben, ‘‘the mountain in
whose side the great white door
swings open at nightfall to loose the
fairy riders on the world.”

Across the bayv to the south, like a
mighty sentinel, and on its heath-clad

suramit the huge cairn
last resting-place

that marks the
of Queen Maeve, the
reo’ \Ma)
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»ods round him are full of never-fad-
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try-woman in the
evening, and in her own words, ‘looks
at the mountains and thinks of the
goodness of God,” He is all the nearer
the pagan powers are not
because, from Ben Bueben at
rush forth the wild, unchris-
pon the fields, while
the White Lady still wan-
s under the broad cleud night-cap

stands at

l‘x cause
fur,
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sothward
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THE HOISTING OF THI

I'he host is ling from K

SIDHE.

! wKknarea
And over grave of Clooth-na-
bare;
Carlthe tossi
And Niamh
away!
Empty your heart of its mortal dream.
The winds awaken, the leaves whirl
round,
Our cheeks are pale, our hair is un-
bound,

ng his burning hair,
calling Away, come

Our breasts are heaving, our eyes
are a-gleam,
Our arms are waving, our lips are

apart,
And if any gaze on our rushing band

We come between him and th: deed
of his land—
We come between him and- the hope

of his heart.
The host is rushing 'twixt night and
day,
And where is there
fair?
Caolthe tossing his
calling:

hope or deed as

burning hair,
Away, come
AWay.
A similar spirit breaths in *‘ The
Stolen Child,”’ from which the follow-
ing lines are quoted:

Where the wave of moonlight glosses
The dim grav sanas with light,
Far off by furthest Rosses
We foot it all the night,
Weaving olden dances,

Mingling hands, and mingling glanees,
Till the morn has taken flight,;
Toe and fro we leap,

And chase the irothvy bubbles

While the world is full of troubles,

And is anxious in its Slt‘:p

Come away! O human chiid'

‘o the woods and waters wild,
With a fairy hand in hand,

For the wotld’s more full of weeping
Than you can understand.

Listen to the profound, strongly
beautiful appeal:
INTO THE TWILIGHT.

Out-worn heart, in a time out-wora,
(Continued on page 5.)
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