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The Music of Innisfail.
Entrancing Subject Treated in Masterly Style 

Bespeaking Intimate Knowledge.

The inopportuneneee of the ap- i Gospel, 
preaching Christmas» season did not ; The Irish Celt is possessed of a 
prevent St. Ann’s Hall from being musical taste which is frankly ac- 
crowded on the evening of the knowledged by friends and enemies, 
twenttiy-first to listen to the It distinctly reveals a nature the su- 
Hev. Martin Callaghan, P.S.S : periority of which will triumphant-

with ai charm which cannot bo 
sisted, analyzed or defined. It 

i stamped with the booad-seol of 
, spiration. It thrills every fibre 
the heart. It is the outpouring

re- , important in days of national dis- 
is , tress as to be calmly resigned, con- 

in- i stunt in duty ar.d courageously push- 
of I ing forward ta the contemplated fu
el : turc. The air has been culled from

the

The lecture was a iriumph. 
From start to finish 
was enjoyed by an intelligent 
select audience. It was marked by 
classic diction, fluency, humor, eru
dition and oratory. The reverend 
lecturer was absolutely at home in 
his subject. His delivery was fault
less and his violin eloquence itself. 
He was interrupted by frequent out
bursts of applause. Professor Mc- 
Caffery won golden opinions and 
the pupils under his tuition eclipsed 
themselves. Edward Shanahan oc
cupied the chair and introduced 
Rev. Martin Callaghan.

: ly stand any test that could be ap- 
it ! plied, it is inbred and inherent. It 

and ; manifests itself whenever the oppor
tunity offers. Does it not rapidly 

; develop and attain perfection? All 
, that it needs can be summed up in 
proper cultivation and congenial 
surroundings. Davis asserts that it 

| is “the first quality of the Irish.”
| This statement, though comp 1 i me n t- 
ary, is perhaps exaggerated. I count 

; upon your indulgence in venturing 
I upon a subject to which I am incom- 
. potent to do full justice. In order 
| that it might be treated in a mes- 
i terly fashion, it would demand

all the emotions that could sway | tradition and arranged for 
• the human breast. It does not lackj pianoforte by Carl Hurdebeck. 
any quality which might be desired. *j words are by Edith Wheeler.
At times, it is the very embodiment , What follows is mournful in 
of the ideal. It blends originality , extreme. It is a wail of the
and s.mplicity with elegance, | tensest grief and «, cry of the most

l consistency and vigor. It j poignant anguish. This dirge 
; is characterized by a pa- would not be despised by Chopin,
thos which is altogether unique. Mendelssohn or lk>liman. Whut an 

! The soul is melted into a flood of effect it would have if at a funeral 
j tenderness, penetrated with the keen- it come pealing from the organ un- 
|iest sense of delicacy, and fettered ,-dvr the touch of an artist ! ln the 
i with chains to which it lovingly j pi nal times Ireland had various 
| clings, and from whicn it would fain tegorical designations, — 
j never be separated. j Waile, Roisin Dubh, Drimin
j The music 0l our distant past is Dhefclish. 
i underestimated by certain critics, I vigilance

Brother Arnold was a voluntary i thoroughness of knowledge, an ac-
and recent exile from Erin. He was 
in the prime of manhood with the 
richest of blood tingling in his veins 
and mantled upon bis cheeks when I 
was listed as one of his pupils. His 
shadow still lingers in this hall. 
With grateful pride shall I always 
remember him. You knew him and 
idolized him afl well you might.

I have been an ardent admirer of 
his distinguished community. You 
do esteem the sons of De La Salle in

curacy of judgment and a proficien
cy of skill which I cannot presume 
upon having in my possession.

The literature of Irish music is 
quite voluminous. Let me condense 
what I had a chance to peruse. Ori
ginally five scales were known to 
exist. Each included the notes C, 
D, E, G, A, and utilized as a funda
mental one of these notes. B and 
F. were omitted in all the scales. 
This fact explains the quaintness

the measure you should. You do i pervading a multitude of' our ancient 
not hesitate in confiding your child- j melodies. The two notes were gra- 
ren to their charge, and to no bet- j dually introduced during the eighth 
ter hands could you entrust them, and twelfth centuries. The fourth 
Never were they needed so much as j scale should not be allowed to pass 
now. They could not be surpassed by unnoticed. No other brought 
in training worthy citizens, practi- 1 into such striking evidence and sin

gular relief the genius of the com
poser or enabled him to encompass 
the objects he had in view*. The 
finest airs were written in this scale 
upon which an improvement was 
made by the addition of F natural 
or what is termed the flat seventh. 
It would be no slight mistake to 
imagine or contend that the major 
key was seldom used or that the mi
nor was almost in constant requisi
tion.

Tost perceptibly does a vein of 
melancholy run through our ances
tral music. It was remarked by 

natural phenomenon The prince of Irish poets. Addressing 
t#ti ~

cal Christians and loyal Catholics. 
They are bound to everything Irish 
by ties of the closest sympathy; and 
seen marching in the vanguard of 
Any movement that may redound to 
ov national glory.

I am ploased to appear upon this 
stage. I thank Reverend Brother* 
William, Brother Tobias ar.d their 
confreres for the magnificent audi
ence that has greeted me so cordial
ly. What 1 am prepared to say and 
do is not undeserving of attention. 
It will not be either tedious or uee-

Sountl is
inasmuch as it is a mere vibration 
of the air we are breathing. This 
vibration can be caused by a voice 
or an instrument. Music began 
with the dawn of creation. It is a 
gift for which we are indebted to 
the liberality of the Creator, and a 
treasure which we could not prize 
too highly. It consists in a series 
of inarticulate soundrwhich is agree
able to the ear. It is the language 
of the heart—a language that 
is spoken and understood without 
having been taught or learnt. It

fïe Harp of his country, he sings:

“But so oft hast thou echoed 
deep sigh of sadness 

That e’en in thy mirth, it will etea,l 
from thee still.”

the

In the days of long ago prevailed 
three kinds of composition: the
Sunnlraigbe, which inclined to rest; 
the Goltraighe to weeping; and the 
Geantnaighe to laughter. The melo
dies were «peculiarly constructed. Ge
nerally speaking, they were written 

deals with human sensibility. It re- | in three-fourth time. They were 
presents and transmits the feelings j short and symmetrical. They had 
with which we may be impressed. It I ^e major fourth along with a final

tonic which was repeated threeis unrestricted to any special pe
riod o( history or to any particular 
section of the globe. Civilization is 
nothing less than a product and cri
terion of education. It has, mani
fold forms amongst which music 
should be reckoned. This form will 
never lessen in beauty or splendor. 
Always will it compel the tribute of 
Admiration. Music wields a vast 
influence. It tells upon the indivi
dual, the family and nation. It may 
be a blessing or a curse. It may 
bear good or bad fruit. Aleays 
should it serve to raise aloft but 
never to lower the standard of mor- 
•Nty, principle or honor. It should

times. Their number could not be 
determined even approximately. If 
it oouldK it would be well nigh in
credible. Thousands have been 
preserved and placed within easy 
reach. Thousands have been rele
gated to obscurity or oblivion. With 
rare exceptions, the names of the 
composers could not be ascertained 
If they could, how proudly and 
gladly we would rehearse them 
Would we not cherish and revere 
them? A good many airs are un
matched to words. They look like 
Plato’s half creatures that wan
dered over the earth hoping in vain

and nevertheless, in the opinion of 
the most reliable authorities, it I 
could not be overrated. In vei j 
truth, it forms at least a type of j 
superior merit. It is eulogized by 
such masters as Handel, Beethoven, 
Haydn, Berlioz and Pleyel, who did 
not speak from infancy the language 
we do, who were strangers to our 
race and nationality. It is lauded 
to the skies by such celebrities as 
Sir Frederick Ouseley, Sir Hubert 
Parry, Sir Alexander MacKenzie, 
Chappell and Brindley Richards. 
How could Irishmen of undisputed 
renown be too loud in its praise? 
Did they not have am enlightened 
and firm conviction of its transcen
dent excellence? The leader of the 
Young Irelanders says that it is
“without a rival.” Sir William 
Stokes tells us that, according to 
Dr. Petrie, “it stands pre-eminent 
among that of the other Celtic na
tions.” And William H. Grafton 
Flood holds to the idea that with 
the testimony of modern research oi 
hand, nobody could be justified u. 
doubting “the claims of ancient Erin 
to the possession of the loveliest 
airs in the worldi”

My programme is a novelty with 
which no audience has been favored, 
and which 1 am confident you will 
long retain in your memory. 1 have 
taken my precautions so that in 
executing myself, I may not shock or 
shatter your nervous system. My 
bran-new selections may be con
strued into so many arguments 
which I will submit to your fair 
and unprejudiced minds in confirma
tion of what I have advanced. 1 will 
be responsible for whatever prelude 
or embellishment may be given to 
the pieces which I will play upon 
an instrument I studied under Bro
ther Tertullian- of St. Lawrence 
School, under William Sullivan of 
this parish and from Tralee, and un
der Oscar Martel, a graduate of the 
Spa Conservatory and violinist to 
His MajesW Leopold of Belgium. The

al- 

Dhown
By such designations the 
of England was cheated, 

the love of fatherland fostered and 
•the Irish cause served. Crania 
Waile or Grace O’Malley flourished 
in the sixteenth century. At the 
death of her father, she commanded 
his piratical fleet and terrorized the 
inhabitants of the western coasts. 
Shle visited Queen Elizabeth in Lon
don The air is rhythmical in no 
ordinary degree.

Edward Walsh could not have been 
in ai happier mood than when he 
wrote "Roisin Dubh,”—the (fork 
little rose. The music has all1 the 
features of the remotest antiquity. 
It is laden with the sweetest of 
nectar and tinged with the most i 
plaintive strains. “Drimin Bhown ; 
Dhcelish” is a, superb symphony. It

TRIBUTES
TO IRELAND.

Expressions of Appreciation Culled 
From the Best Writers.

The Irish people would not erect a 
splendid shrine even to liberty on ! 
the ruins of the temple.—O'Connell. J

As an Englishman, knowing t’h© ! 

temi>er of Englishmen, 1 am con- 1 
vincud limit the great mass of them i 
misjudge Ireland, s imply because \ 
they never came .into contact with 
her as site really is.—Rev. K. F. 
Clarke, S.J.

j T'he une.out blood that knows no 
' fear,
j The stamp is on us set,

And so, however foes mav jeer, 
i We’re Irish yet—We’re Irish y«t.

—Dr. Drummond.

I No more the patriot's words will 
cheer

Your humble toil and care—
No more your Irish hearts will tell 
The beads of evening prayer;
The mirth that scoffed at direst

Lies buried in your g rave,
Down where the blue St. I^awrencs

Sweeps onward wave on wave.
—Dr. O’Hagan.

We've seen our very martyrs win 
The slime of serpent’s Longue;
We’ve seen our sainted Grosse-Isls

• The foes of God ranked ’mong;
Ihere is still room for dear old And yet, with hearts limit know not 

Ireland on the world’s stage, Und | fear,
she has true hearts to love her and | We're proud,of what wo aro; 
minstrels to sing her praise, and J Our land for us grows much mors 
orators to proclaim her rights, and I dear,
a Church and an altar, on which j When fools our worth would marl
the blight of heresy has nev 
len.—Mrs. J. »Sudrier.

fnl-

The religion of the olden race of 
Inelahd has been written imperish- 
ably on the national heart.—S. Hu
bert Burke.

Constancy in adhering to her

and we stand

we

is in two keys. A certain B natural ligion is Ireland's greatest glory—a 
lends it a rich flavor. | peerless privilege which every time !

“Slieve-Gallon Braes” is one of | lovar of his country shlolild be anx- 
the oldest and prettiest melodies, j ious to preserve and to defend.—Rev. j 
The words of “Innishowep” 'were , Dr. Moran.
inspired by the mose of Sir Charles ------
vavnn Duffy. The tune is spirited. ; Now, in the nineteenth century, | 
It rings with a merriment which is Ireland with her millions glories in

the name of Catholic.—Itev. .J M.
! Brennan, O.S.F.

mtngious. If vou could you would 
pinout and toss your hat in the air.

“POstheen Fionn,” tho fair little 
child, has been a universal favorite 
in Munster. It is inimitable. It is 
bewitching in its ingenuity.

You could not tire of “Jimmy 
Movella Sthore,” or “Jimmy My 
Thousand Tmxsrtires.” How exqui
site tho sentiment and how felicitous 
the style!

Irish music has tho secret of vi
tality'—a secret un possessed by the 
music of the day. It has u. popula
rity which is nothing transient in 
character. It should be and yt*t is 
not always interpreted as it ought. 
A few months ago 1 heard an or
chestra playing “The Blackbird”, a 
slow and sad medody, as if it were a 
jig to be danced. I resented 
the outrage. The study of our mu
sic is not what it should he. It is 
disregarded by many singers ami 
players who prefer to have in their 
repertory nnich indeed that is really

promote whatever Is calculated to to find the remainder of themselves, 
tighten and swedben life-to purify, j Not a few, from being unprotected 
exalt and ennoble humanity. The | at home, shared the fate oA certain 

not 1 natives of the soil. They were press
ed into the service of foreigners.

The land of the Thistle legitimate
ly claims a collection of airs of

murical tendency of our age is not 
On the upward but rather on the 
downward grade. The public must 
cot be disappointed. It must have 
an equivalent for the money it has 
disbursed. It clamors for whet is 
whimsical, odd, morbidly suggestive 
and flattering to the sensual appe
tite.

All praise to dear old Ireland! 
malesty Is seated upon her 

^row and what serenity Is reflected 
*n her countenance I How truly 
Jf^nt and how eminently great she 
» in the eyes of all those who 
riefctlv know her *nd Judge her with 
inmart;ality! What materially oon- 

to her greatness is the 
®*nuer in which she appreciated the 

art In the days when she 
in the sunshine of prosperity 

M well as It»
J*? thorny ) 
String the i 

1 4t the i

which it may boast. They are gems 
of unfading brilliancy and priceless 
vadue. They differ considerably 
from those belonging as a birthright 
to the land of the shamrock. Seve
ral Irish airs, and by no means of an 
inferior description, tempted the 
Scotch who yielded, to the tempta
tion without scrupling in the least
to ignore the owtw.. Formerly the duplicate of the
Caledonians had a pasdon for rob
bing us of our Saints. For this of
fence, Dempster was called “The 
Saint Stealer.” Though in all im
probability, yet It might be con- 
lectured that when he resided in
Pleo with hie prepoeeeeefng wife. It too often or too
must have 1 by

of reprisal.

without c
etole her ladyship

air is: “The Lament for Gerald, 
and the words are f»x>m the pen of 
Felicia Hemans. The song will be 
rendered by the bright and good 
boys of St. Ann’s School, which is 
reputed throughout the city to be a 
high-graded nursery of musicians.

It is not only mortals who can be 
musical composers. it Is said that 
Irish fairies could. The fairies of 
Knockgrafton have been credited 
with a composition in which took 
part Lusmorc, a little 'hunchback of 
Aherlow. It was a moon-lit night. 
Lusmore was walking from Cahir in 
Tipperary to his home in the glen. 
On arriving at Knockgrafton, he 
rested himself close by the fort. Pre

nt, ly a group of insiders sang only 
three bars of a sorg—with only two 
words: Monday, Tuesday, repeated 
three times, and then stopped. After 
a brief interval, they commenced 
again and stopped again. They 
went on in that way till it seemed 
as if they never intended to come 
to at full stop. At first Lusmore 
listened with rapture, but after a 
while he could not stand the per
formance any longer. It wearied 
and bored him. Profiting by one 
of the pauses, he added to the tune 
a few notes with the words “And 
Wednesday.” The fairies were liter
ally spell-bound. Rushing from the 
fort, they escorted him into their 
palace, where they royally enter
tained him. At the break of day. 
they dismissed him. No sign or 
trace of a bump was left upon bis 
back. It was gone. He was as 
straight as a rush. This story may 
be read in prose by Crofter Croker, 
and in verse by Thomas Parnell. 
You may be curious to be given

In glancing over oollectiers of pub
lished Irish music, I came across 
lullabies, one of which you will not 
fail to relish. If entered into a 
competition, .it would bid fair to 
win the prtoe. Babies cannot sleep

this cradle
bun ■

»ng to ell Who 
OBorlciow

excellent without the faintest apo
logy of anything national. It is 
neglected by others who waste their 
splendid talents iq-on nd hing but 
what is nonsensical, trashy and 
•sensational. In this connection, I 
am reminded of Mrs. Casey’s goat.

“Michael, avick,” said eh© to her 
husband, “shurc th’ goat has ate all 
av Maggie’s piano music!”

“Thank th’ Lord!” he exclaimed 
“Now, if he’d only ate th’ piunny 
Oi’d pinshin him for all his loife.”

Nothing should lie heard so fre
quently as Irish music in parlors 
and schools, at concerts and social 
gatherings. I was visiting a fami
ly. Hilda was present. Sbe was 
a girl of five summers. Her aunt 
went to the piano and asked her 
to sing. What did she sing? It 
wafl “The Angel's Whisper,” a 
matchless' Irish' lyric. I was en
chanted. I said ' within myself : 
What if all our children were taught 
Irish airs and» if anything, a% mere 
trifle of what is commonly learnt. 
How little they would lose and hoxv 
much they would gain! Into what 
a beautiful mould wouJd to cast 
their minds, hearts and manners ! 
Is not Irish music a glorious and 
precious heritage with which you 
should not part ? Should you not 
preserve it and hand it down to 
the rising generations? Could any
thing deter you, and why should 
it not stimulate your activities? 
Will you not revive the past inas
much as it will be compatible with 
vour condition? Will' you rjot show 
you have not degenerated? Yours
is the chivalry' of your ancestors, 
and yours under God it shall be. 
Present to the astonished gaze of 
the world a grand, bold, solid and 
united front. Omit nothing that
will enhance the land of your fore
fathers or shed lustre upon the 
Green Isle of the Ocean. Never were 
we so near a change in tho political

Sparkling guns of genius,—imag- 
cry, poetry and fancy, nil forming 

J a wreath and a circle of ^lory 
| around th*. fallen fortunes <>f Ireland 

—O’Connell.

From the arrival of the Irish i 
troops in 1691 1«, 1745, riie year 1 
of t he Ixxttle of Foeitcnoy, more than 
four hundml and fifty thousand 

! Irishmen die in the service of 
i France.—Abbé MacGeoghegnoi.

The sublime and supernatural spi
rit of Christianity lieonane natural to 

'the Irish mind, in the great as well 
as in the lowly, in the rich nfi well 
ns in the poor.—Rev.f A. Thé-laud, S , 
J.

Whatever else the Irish may be, 
they are not commonplace. They are 
regarded with gnat admiration or 
great dislike, according to Lhetr i 
traits of character and their 
duct as a people arc criticized 
friend or foe.—T. F. Galway.

The Irish may Lx* judged by 
kind of enemies they have mode 
t hemsel vtw.—( ’ardi no I Per mud.

We stand for our God, 
for Ills Altar;

Wo battle for justice, and this 
do, lest

The faith that is thine, in our hearts 
could e'tcr falter:

We’re Irish! We’re Irish! Saints Isle 
in the West!

We’re loved nnd we’re hated; we’re 
feared and we’re trusted;

To friend or to foe we can grant 
hi8 request;

We’re reckoned with e’er, for our 
steel never rusted:

We're Irish, thank God, famed Land 
of the West !

It has taken England marly nine 
centuries to try to suppress Ireland, 
and calumniators will not do in a 
da.v. what she could not do in nine 
hundred years.

Largest Diocese in the World.

I he largest diocese in ehe world *» 
the archdiocese of Mohilow, which 
comprises all Russia outside of Po
land, and the vast territory Qf Si- 
lieria. It has about a million Cath
olics, fifty thousand of whom ace 
scattered over the thirty-five mil
lions square miles of Siberia. The 
Archbishop resides in St. Petersburg 
Until recently Siberia has never hod 
the benefit of a canonical visitation.
It was, therefore, an important 
event when tho Auxiliary Bishop of 
Mohilow set out. to visit the Catho
lics of Siberia. It means a Journey 
across the continent of Asia. To ln- 

coii- voke thi) protection of the Almighty 
by j for the perilous undertaking a Pon- * 

I tifical High Moss was celebrated at
tended by the clergy, and all the 
prominent Catholics of the city. A 
large crowd assembled at the rail
road station when the Bishop with, 
his companions, Itonrded the train. 
The government pu»t a parlor car at 
his disposal for the whole trip.

A Patagonian Prayer.

Ireland has never hath a divorce 
court, nnd does not need one.—Car
dinal Moran.

Ireland is t he most crimeless coun
try in the world to-day.—Lord 
Aberdeen.

We’ve to-wed beneath the chastening *n an address delivered recently to 
rod, the students of Manchester College,

We’ve had our griefs and pains. I England, Prof. Max Milter said .that 
But with them all we still thank one of the most valuable results of 

Cod, studying the religions of so-called
--------------------------------------------------------- savages is that there is almost al-
lesque lakes, ivy-clod towers, storm- ways to be discovered in them the 
worn castles and pillared temples of stronghold of nil religion—a belief in
darling old Ireland.

With Pryden. slightly altered, I 
might conclcd-*:

“C’eas^, O Erin! cease thy1 moutning 
Happy days appear.
Thou shall be restored again,
Dear Erin, loved) of God and men. 
Still thou art the care of Heaven, 
In thy years of exilj driven,
Heaven thy ruin then prevented,
Till the guilty land report led:
In the hour when none could aid 

thtee,
Foes conspired and friends betrayed

To the brink ol danger driven,
Still thou ait . the rare of Hea-

Mr. Robert Hart, President of St. 
Ann’s Young Men’s Society, moved

God as the Father nnd Ruler of the

Wher. people talk about savages, 
they always take the people of Tier
ra del Fuego or the Patagonians, a/* 
the lowertt of the low. Even scien
tists have declared that they are 
scarcely to be called fellow-cretv- 
tlires. Yet these people possess a 
copious language, and their religion 
contains n. prayer in which any of 
us could join without shame :

O Father, Great Man !
King of this land !
Favor us, dear Friend, every day 

With good food,
With good water,
With good sleep.

Poor am I, poor is this meal :
Take of it If Thou wilt.

a vote of tbanks. Mr. John Nolan, ex-
president of the society, seconded the This is not addressed to tuoy idol 
motion, which received from the au- made of wood or stone. It is ed- 
dience a unanimous and most hpaJtv dneesed to an unseen Father, a dear 
approval. Friend, the King of their land, to

Among tlvoee present ware: Rev. i whom they offer the best they have,
atmosphere to which all hearts have j^ther8 Holland. Walsh, Jackman, although it is only, as they say, a
been aspiring and aJl energies have T>lrfreBne> Omelette. Cullhian, Messrs, very poor mèol.
been directed The cloud# are' „M xValsh, M.P.P., Aldermen Fraser. 5
swiftly leBlshfne from Ue horizon. Joe MUon> j Gould. T. Hanley, , ;----- ----------------

-will toe mm of T Mon.|™y T Hartford and Her. 1 M one be troubled with corne and 
abundance stream, ... - - -**T-— --in

; dazzling 
fertile

the
ptetu- otter 

Tbe bWod i

from Mount Louie end wants, be will find Holloway's Corn 
- theit wm.*nt,r"


