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Sister Alice O’Sullivan,

Born at West Gate, Clon-
“mel, 1886.

.~ T'or loix: years & pupil of

is Convent.
She died for the Faith at

Tien-Tsin, China, 21st June,
1870,
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¢ Sister O’Sullivan was a daughter

L of the late Cornelius O’Sullivan, who
| died in* Syracuse, N.Y., several years
Y her bro-
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ago. Captain O'Sullivan,
i gher, is very well known in Syra-
. cuse. The Very Rev. Daniel O’Sulli-
van, visiting priest to the ¥nglish-
| speaking Sisters of Charity through-
out the world, is another brother.
| Father O’Sullivan has had his head-

: SHARSWWD‘, | quarters near Cork for the last

tatiom Agent, b twenty years, and in 1891, in Lon-

AMES STREET; R don, celebrated the golden jubilee of
MONTREAL. | his ordination.

Thirty years ago Tientsin came

i i suddenly before the world as the

scene of an awful massacre by the

M
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ne hundred and nine
e land. Within six
lage, having good
smith shops, wheel-
amery, Post Office,
a place of Protest-
schools, about the
'om R. R. Station,
irs ride from Mont-
R. R. The place is
buildings are large-
8 repair. A large:
aged for two fami-
be a desirable place
ders, or for a gen-

[ Chinese rabble of ten daughters of
§t, Vincent de Paul, holy souls in-
¢ent on the apostolic - mission of

spreading the Faith. Among these

gentle sisters who had renounced the
titles of home and fatherland were
daughters of France, Belgium and
Italy, and one of Irish nationality,
Alice O'Sullivan, known in the reli-
gious life as Sister Louise.
Alice’'s prents had come
Newry, County Armagh, to Clonmel,
shortly before her birth, and Mrs

was still a mere baby, the 'child was
feft very much to the care of a de-
voted nurse, and to the loving at-
tentions of her brothers, all older
than herself.
ghe learned to read, and was  per-
mitted to indulge her lIove of read-
ing as she pleased, but, fortunately,
‘beyond exciting her lively imagina-

country home for tion no great harm was donme. She
mer, There are al- received her early education in St
r orchards; with s Mary’'s Presentation Convent, Irish-
~of wood for alife- town, Clonmel, a convent that has
the farm will carry ‘been instrumental in  sending  reli-

wenty cows and [} gious to all parts of the world. Some
liculars  apply to: of the nuns who welcomed the little

B girl in those happy days still sur-
HELLADY’ vive and spcak with deep affection

of their pupil, who when only ten
years old showed great piety and ex-
pressed the desire to enter the reli-
gious life,

At a later date it was decided that
she should b e a Sister of Char-
| dty. Her bmx::'I was a Vincentian

bridge, P.Q.

| Sisters of Charity of St. Vincent de
Paul. A brother of St. Vincent she

this, her father sent her to the Do-
.~ Iinican Convent, at Kingstown,
@ear Dublin, where her time passed
happily under the care of the sisters.
~ Alice's open and simple disposition
. and her great piety so impressed her
. Wistresses that they would have
. gladly admitted her to their commu-
_ nity had she dqdud it. The present
. Prioress of the L, ! whu knew
Ahce very intimately, when asked to

|3rish town that was her bﬁth-pla-ce.

| Irish gix]
.| where
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0'Sullivan dying while her daughter

At  a very early age’

missionary, and, no doubt, this
| circumstance in part influenced the
<hoice of the Congregation of the

would become, and with a view to

Yet she never faltered, qut departed

| to follow the call to a more perfect

life—a. life ‘'of obedience, of toil, of

 |self.abnegation, of prayer, and unjon

with God, in the modest and coarse
greyish-blue habit and white cornette
of a Sister of Charity.”

Across two seas went the young
to the convent at Amiens,
passed some time as a pos-
tulant, and from which she was sent
to the Rue de Bac, where she receiv-
ed the habit of the Congregation and
made her vows. As soon as her
vows were made, Alice, now Sister
Louise, went to Bologna, and from
there to Drogheda, where she spent
five years among the destitute of the
town, her gentle heart grieving for
their distress as she went on her er-
rands of charity ' through narrow
lanes and winding stairway. In the
mission of Hereford the Irish Sister
unconsciously prepared for the great
change impending in her life, a
change that brought to pass the pro-
phecy she had spoken when a school-
girl of sixteen years; ‘‘Later on you
will see that I shall go to China,
and there die a martyr,’”” she had
said to a very dear friend.

When Alice entered the Congrega-
tion she frequently expressed her
willingness to go on any distant
mission, and her generous spirit was
gratified when she was selected to go
with a band of foreign sisters to take
charge of a hospital of Shanghai. On
their arrival at Shanghai the sisters
met with great discouragements;
preparation had been made for their
reception and the hospital commit-
tee, having changed their minds, no
longer wished for their services. Be-
ing 'Protestants they could not un-
derstand the wants of the nuns, who
were compelled to reside in a wretch-
ed lodging with hardly anything in
the way of furniture or food. Sister
Alice, the only one who could speak
English, acted as interpreter between
her French Superioress and the com-
mittee, and so well did she fulfil her
task that in a short time the Eng-
lishmen became the sisters’ sincere
and influential friends. In the hos-
pital where the sisters were soon
hard at work, Sister Louise’s charm
of manner and heartfelt kindness had
an immense influence over the sick,
one of whom, a Scotch Presbyterian
Freemanson, wrote to the Catnolic
Archbishop of Dublin after the mas-
sacre: ‘‘Amongst those saints wag¢
my kind-hearted nurse, Sister Louise,
who was at my bedside day and
night, cheering my drooping
country. Barncstly she sought out
spirits, broken down with sickness
and pain. Often she told me how
delighted she was to have the privi-
lege of conversing in her native
tongue with a Scdtchman. I will not
dwell longer on the characteristics
of this ministering angel, who is now
with her Redeemer.”” In a letter
written to her brother, Alice tells
him that on St. Patrick’s Day, 1867,
thirty Irish soldiers came to pay her
a visit and to present her with five
pounds for the poor, out of their
meagre pay.

Having made the sacrifice to go
on this arduous mission, Sister
Louise endured great mental suffers
ing when she found out that she
could not sympathize with or under-
stand the people for whom she had
given up all that was dear to her,
The dispositions and customs of the
Chinese excited deep repugnance, but’
she prayed for strength and enduyr-
ance and her prayer was heard. ‘1
am now, thank God,” she writes,
“‘quite at peace, only that now and
then I feel a little lonely, but hap-

no

own

|py in having nothing to trouble my

conscience, and with great trust in
God, Who has taken such care of
me up to this time.”” And suppress-
ing her yearning for her far-distant
hbme. with its dear, ldndly Catholic

she devoted henel! to the
the Chinese!.

. year 1867, Siam Allce
o as stattoned - Pekin

support and education’ of baby girls,
who are so frequently killed or ab-
andoned by their inhuman mothers,
many of whom have the firm convie-
tion that infants are born . without
souls, which only develop at a mdre
advanced period of existence; corse-
quently there can be no krarm in
getting rid of such  superiluous
mouths .as those of little girls, who
are numerous . enough everywhere,
““We receive almost every day iii-
tle babies,”” wrote Sister Alice, ‘‘and
I hold them for the Sacrameat of
Baptism.” This seems to have hoen
her great consolation. Through st=iv-
ing ever to overcome her antipathy,
she could not become accustomed to
the Chinese, and finally wrote to
Pere Etienne, the Superior-Genorul of
the Lazarjsts and Sisters of Charily,
admitting her failure to acelimatize
herself to her Fastérn surrounuings.
In reply he instructed her ro
to France with the Sister Visiiu-
trice, then on the eve of deparcire,
Great was the joy of the "ittle sis-
ter! To see once more the civiliza-
tion of Burope, to escape her con-
stant struggle against her own feel-
ings, to make this vovage with Sis-
tef Azais—all delighted her «nd they
started together for Tientsin on
their way home. The peopls of
Tientsin were filled with hatred and
scorn for - ‘‘the devils the
West,”” and the missionaries of those
days, "between 1862 and 1870, heau
indeed great need of patienve ara
trust in God. That His Providines
had marked out for the Irish Sister
a different foundly dreamed wher
granted permission to depart from
China, was soon made manifest,

urn
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Sister O’Sullivan with Motha
Azais stopped at Tientsin, at the
convent of the Sisters of Charity
known as the Jen-tse-t’ang. Mo

were orphanages for boys and girls.
a dispensary, and a hospital for Fu
ropeans. The sisters had bLean ruak
ing a novena that their community
should be increased by an Englio,
speaking member and conscquent!v

on the arrival of the young Irish
sister they begged her to stay with
them and undertake an important

post in the hospital where weve muny
British and American subjccts. Pom
little Sister Alice!
her visions of home? Was she neven

where now wen,

to hear again the languaze of hes
childhood. or look into the Kindly
eyes of hor dearly-loved friznds «nd
rclatives? Must she give up ail for

the cold-hearted, deceitiul and oitc,
cruel Chinese? Heart-wrung snd
most crushed by anguish the
little exile reached the bittec. s
of her existence. Love of home with
the Irish race often amounts o a
passion and Sister Louise was thor-
oughly Irish, passionately longing
for even a short time amovrg her
own kindred. She thought that
she could interest friends in the
work of the mission, and would come
back herself with renewed zeal. Un-
happy and resentful because she had
been asked to stay, she went with
some of the sisters to see the
Church of Our Lady of Victories,
erected at Tientisn by M. Chevrier,
the Lazarist missionary. There be-
fore the silent tabernacle she knelt,
after her companions had left the
church, her heart rent with contdict-
ing feelings. Touchingly does the au-
thor of ““The Martyr of Clonmel
depict the struggle and surrender of
this brave, true Christian spirit:

“Surely God having accepted the
sacrifice of her whole existence did
not wish that she should remain. in
China. He must see how very lonely
she was, not even one Irish sister
or priest or friend in the whole of
the strange’ Chinese town - to whom
she could turn - for counsel; only
these foreigners, kind and = good
though they were, who could not
understand her utter loneliness, or
what the giving up of the journey
meant to her, It must have been a
great’ struggle for the poor sister,
k.neeling before th. lﬂﬂed ‘Sacra-~

tryin

al-
[oor

st hon;

to admit the [

but Thine, O Lord.” It has
eer thought. that our Blessed Lady
cm to her in those moments of
qonlzing pain and encouraged her
to hear and obey unreservedly the
call 'to duty and self-sacrifice from
the Holy Spirit, whom as Our Lord
Himself has said, ‘‘breatheth where
he will.” Into those few minutes
had been compressed the combat and
the glorious victory over human na-
ture. When the other sisters came
to fetch the Irish nun they ' were
electrified to hear her say, “I am
not going home, oh, I will not go.”
“What in the world has happened,
dear sister?’’ they exclaimed. She
answered: “‘If T were to' tell you,
you would not believe me.’’ She has-
tened to find Sister Azals, and told
her that she placed herself at her
disposal to remain in China as she
thought it was God’s will. Sister
Azais said to her at the moment of
departure, ‘“Good-by till we meet a-
gain,” Sister 0’Sullivan answered :’
‘*We shall never meet again in this
world. You will 1®turn, but we
shall all be gone.'’

A miracle of grace had been work-
ed in the soul of Sister Alice.
“Thanks to God and Qur Lady of
Victories, who is as powerful at
Tientsin as at Paris,"” she wrote to
Pere Etienne, ‘‘my heart which had
suffered from illusipns for so long a
time has been entirely changed, and
to-day I fully understand why it
would be more perfect for me to re-
main till death in this poor country.
I reckon on the Blessed Virgin to
give me the grace of perseverance in
this resolution, I'or' it was she her-
self who said to me ‘Remain for the
rest of your life with these poor peo-
ple.” > With renewed ardor she took
up her work, always humbling hér-
self in the knowledge that her com-
panions served the Chinese with
pleasure, while she did constant vio-
lence to herself to overcome ner dis-
like. In the last letter written by
Sister Marquet to the community we
read: ‘““We are very happy to have
Sister O’Sullivan. Our Lady of Vie-
tories has not done her work
halves. I do not think our dear lit-
tle sister has any thought now of
leaving She is a  devoted
worker and does all that is her
power to supply the place of any of

by

China.

in

the sisters who may be ill or con-
valescent.’’
The mission of the Sisters of Char-

ity at Tientsin was one of the most
remarkable foundations of their con-
gregation. Its beginning was most
humble, a small house, of which five
chairs and two huge Chinese sauce-
pans were about the only furniture.
At first not a single child or a sick
person was given to the sisters’ care,

but by degrees they opened anm or-
phanage, a dispensary, and a hospi-
tal, and at the time when Sister

Alice gave up her journey home they

were 200 orphans in the Jen-tse-
t’ang and 200 out at nurse; 2,007
dying children had been baptized,

48,000 sick cared for at the dispen-
sary, fifty adults baptized Dbefore
their death and 56,700 starving poor
had been given relief. The sisters be-
came a familiar sight in the town
where they daily visited the poor
and sick, who called them the
“White Devils’’ on account of their
cornettes, a name given to them
even by those whose llking they had
won, ;

But untoward circumstances
wrought a change fn the friendly
feeling = of the natives., A season of
drought followed by a flood made
sad havoe. Starvation stared the
people in the face, and the babies
brought to the sisters’ creche arriv-
ed in such condition that they died
in great numbers. Then followed an
epidemic in the orphanage, and the
hospital and dispensary wards were
so crowded *that the sick lay about
on the floor, The time was ripe for
the schemes of enemies, and early in
1870 a num]mr of funatics came to
n began e campaign a-
1 Among the
clrculated was tlu.v.

post despite the repeated warning of
the native Christians and a few Eu-
ropeans. Calmly and steadily they
pursued the routine of duty, so
bravely subduing natural fear that
neither the children nor native un-
der-mistresses in the brphanage knew
of the storm gathering about them.

On the 19th and 20th of June, the
Chinese part of Tientsin showed
signs of activity inimical to the sis-
ters, and the mandarins, secretly
conniving in the disturbance, sent
word that they would visit the or-
phanage on the 21st of June to as-
sure themselves that all was in or-
der,

The sisters rose at their usual
hour, and passed the morning
their respective avocations, though
at nine o’clock they could hear the
ominous gongs in the town where
their enemies were assembled under
the command of the Tai-Ping chief.
Jn the course of the day the wob
massacred Fathers Ou and Chevrior,
the French Consul, and several other
French and Russian subjects, and set
fire to the consulate, the mission
station, and the church. So the
hours wore on. When flames issuing
from the roof warned the sisters of
the burning of the mission station
and church, Sister Marquet ordered
every one into the chapel, in the
crypt of which the babies were plac-
ed for greater safety. As the cries
of the approachjng mob were heard
the doors were locked, the sacred
vessels, hidden, and kneeling on the

Viaticum
superioress,

in

altar-steps received their
from the hand of their

who to preserve the Sacred Hosts
from profanation copsumed those
remaining in the ciborium, with Sis-
ter Androeni, ‘‘Before their mick,
their orphans, and their little chil-
dren,”’ says Lady Herbert in her
description of the massacre, *they
remained firm and strong, like their
holy Mother on Calvary. Only that
day they called together all those
employed in the house to go into
the chapel and to pray to our Lord
to appease the tempest which raged

against the missionaries and the
sisters.””

They had scarcely completed their
sacred office when the house door

was forcibly broken in by the infuri-
ated mob, fresh from their atrocious
work at the mission house and con-
sulate. Sister Marquet quietly plac-
ed the pyx inside her habit over ha
chest and intrepidity stood before
the chapel to make a supreme effort
to save the who
thought, would be massacred
the sisters. There she could hear
the mob wrecking everything in the
dispensary in their mad seavch foyr
the children’s eyes and hearts which,
they asserted, were used as druus hy

children, she

with

‘“‘the white devils,”” while others
were engaged in maltreating 1he
porter of the convent, to tervibiy
that he died of his wounds goine
weeks later. They then vushed 1to
the inner court, where the chapel
was situated. On their appearance

Sister Marquet turned to the leader,
saying calmly, ‘“What do you want,
with us? We only try to do »li tha
good we can to your poor and sick,
If you wish for our lives here
are, all ten of us; we are ready
die; but spa.re, at lenst
children.’

Wwe
0
our poor

This dignified and touching sppoal
made no impression on these Chi-
nese flends, who instantly cut open
her head with a sabre, killing her,

eand then they murdered Sister An-
dreoni who was standing near.
‘While this martyrdom was going

on two of the other sisters went in-
to the erypt with the orphans, and

Sister Alice O'Sullivan and five of
her companions left the chapel by
the side doors, in the hope, no
doubt, that by exposing their lives

they might thereby save those of the
children, Sister O’Sullivan having
come out by a door not far from the
kitchen, the murderers seized a
saucepan of hoiling water and seald-
ed her fearfully. In her agony she
m tomdl Qhe ch;pel and - was

going on the wife of a bonze, or
heathen priest, was watching ‘the
terrible scene from her balcony, and
as each sister expired she beheld - g
brilliant cloud soaring up into heav-
en. She was so.impressed by this S
prodigy that she exclaimed that

these people must have been dear
friends of God, and she ran over to

the sisters’ courtyard. On being ask.

ed what brought her there she said

they were killing holy people, and

that she had comé to adore the God

of the murdered sisters. One of the

rabble at once cut off her head, and

in her baptism of blood' the poor
ignorant soul went to join the mar-

tyrs’ glorious band.

On the 3rd of August,
carbonized remains of the hapless
sisters, collected from the charred
ruins of the Jen-tse-t’ang, were sol-
emnly interred in a grave on the
side of the destroyed mission sta-
tion, in the presence of an immense
crowd, among whom were the native
and foreign high officials and all the
foreign residents in the Tientsin
concession. Mgr. Thierry, the Pro-
Vicar of Chi-li, who conducted the
furneral service, in his oration ob-
served that ‘‘the death of the vic-
tims had been to them a gain; com-
ing to China with a hope of martyr-
dom, they had attained the accom-
plishment of their sincere wish, and
lives for Jesus

the few

had given their
Christ.”’

For thirty-two years these hero-
ines of the Church have rested in
their quiet grave, but the lesson of
their lives can never be forgotten
while hearts respond to the high im-
pulse of holy deeds, Two years ago
a movement for Sister O’Sullivan’s
beatification ‘was inaugurated at
Rome, but was suspended because it
was impossible in view of the Boxer
uprising for the Apostolic Delegate
to China to reach Rome. His testi-
mony was required. Now the pro-
ceedings are about to be resumed.

The little Irish sister who hunger-
ed and jyearned for the home she was
never to see again mas there an en-
during place in the treasure house of
memory. In the years to come, be-
fore the door of the convent school
where her pure young heart first
gave itself to God, generations  of
children will learn from the beautiful
monument the sublime story of the {
life and work of Alice O'Sullivan, §
the martyr of Clonmel.—Francis Ho-'
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Power of a Mother's Prayere-

Once, says a writer, 1 suddenly
opencd the door of my mother’s
room and saw her on her knoea be-
side her chair, and heard kcr speak
my name in prayer. I quickly and
quietly withdrew with a feeling _of
awe and reverence in my heart. Soon
I went away from homa to school,
then to college, then into life's stor-
ner duties, But I never forgot that
one glimpse of my mothir at pray-
er, nor the one word—my own nume
—which T heard her uttec, Well did
I know that what 1 had porn  that
day was but a glimpse of what wus
going on every day in that saercd
closet of prayer, and the conscious-

ness strengthened me n  thousand
times in duty, in danger and ju
struggle.
e
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