








chapel at Tobar Mhuire in 1952, as well
as snaps of the first class of students to
benefit from the proceeds of the Vocation
Guild, and nostalgic pictures of the
“Forty Hours Adoration” to which
several bus loads came one after another
because the chapel held less than a third
of our most welcome visitors. So, in

order to cadge the photographs, Father
Gabriel Mary puffed me up with pride
about being the Director of the Guild for
the delicate first eight years of its infancy.
I fell for his flattery and eventually got

In the Monastery garden! (Tobar Mhuire)

paper and pen together to fulfil my
promise before that “wee innocent simple
priest” tackled me for the third time. I
hadn’t a clue how to begin, being neither
a journalist nor a writer, but I resolved
that the best method of defence for daring
to write at all was to attack the gentle-
man who persuaded me to say “yes, of
course”, in a moment of weakness.

In spite of all I've written about
your present good and zealous Director,
I haven’t the slightest fear of a Libel
Action, because I know enough about
him to be assured that the present funds
of the Vocation Guild, plus those likely
to come in the next ten years, wouldn’t
even cover the costs against him in a
High Court case!

When T first arrived in Wheatfield
House in 1947 as a sick student in Second

Minor Orders, 1 realised that the Junior-
ate was in heavy debt and that my addi-
tion to the Community was anything but
an asset. We had no salaries for teach-
ing, no Government grants, no public
church where weekly collections would
have been a help. In fact, we simply had
no regular nor steady income to support
our boys or Religious who couldn’t live
on fresh air and the lovely view of
Antrim and Down Hills embracing
Belfast Lough. The Lord had granted
us a wonderful increase in the number of
vocations, but to provide extra accom-
modation, class-rooms, food, heat, light,
sheets, blankets etc. etc. was a serious
financial worry to successive Superiors.
It cost, in those days, about £100 per year
to keep one boy and the official fee was
only £40, which many were unable to pay
in full. Where on earth could we find
some £4,000 a year to keep Wheatfield
open?

Earnest, enthusiastic priests, and
Brother Bernard, God rest his good soul,
had organised concerts, dances, whist
drives and raffles, but the income from
these ventures was infrequent and mini-
mal, as well as being out of proportion to
the amount of energy and organisation
involved. For example, I remember one
function in St. Mary’s Hall, which was

The famous ‘Forty Hours', 1954



well advertised, well arranged and well
produced, even to the extent of engaging
Cross Channel artists, yet, when fees were
paid, the printer’s bill settled and the hire
of the hall accounted for, we had some-
where around £50 profit—enough to keep
one boy for half an academic year.

We decided to discontinue these
means of fund raising but were unable
to think of a suitable substitute to pro-
vide a more stable source of supplying
the needs of those whom God had called
to serve His Pilgrim People as Missioners
at home or in Africa.

Eventually, after lots of chats and
many prayers for direction on ways and
means of meeting our debts and main-
taining our Juniorate, Father Alphonsus,
who was then Superior, brought forward
the general idea of the Vocation Guild
and left the working out of minor details
to me. We agreed that it would be a
completely spiritual appeal. We would
request our friends for a small weekly
alms—even three pence. We would
issue cellection cards to those we named
Promoters and depend on them to enlist
other subscribers whom we called “As-
sociates” and, instead of material prizes
or a nights entertainment, we promised
to offer Holy Mass everv Saturday
morning in honour of the Immaculate
Virgin of Fatima for the soiritual and
temporal intentions of all who aided us.
Deceased persons could be enrolled and
active members who died, would still
share in the weeklv Masses. The Mass
Register beeun in Wheatfield and now in
Crossgar shows that this promise has
been faithfully fulfilled for a quarter of
a century now, and almost every day,
typed requests appear on the Community
notice board with the nretitions of some
poor Promoter or Associate, who is ill or
facineg some trial or crisis. appealing to
the Brethren and the boys for a remem-
brance in their Masses, Rosaries and

other prayers.

To get the Vocation Guild off the
ground and on to its feeble feet was «
tairly hard job. 1 trudged around Chiet
street, Butler Street, Bombay Street,
Herbert Street and most of Ardoyne
rarish. It would be impossible to men-
tion even a fraction of the early Promot-
ers, because so many were most anxious
to help, once the scheme was explained
to them, but I clearly recall that the very
first good lady I timidly approached, who
is now in Heaven, I'm sure, listened to
my tale of woe and when I anxiously
asked if I might dare burden her with a
collection book, her reply was “Give me
a dozen and I won’t let you nor Wheat-
field down”. Nor did she until her un-
expected death some ten years later.

Encouraged by the results of my
efforts around Ardoyne, I tried other
parts of Belfast and then set my sights
on further horizons. I begged around
Cookstown, Omagh, Dungannon, Ennis-
killen, Drogheda, Navan, Dublin etc.,
yet, even with the assistance of the boys
and the Brethren, the total income for
the first year was less than £200. Still,
the seed was sown and had taken root
and under Mary’s patronage it continued
to flourish for eight years, increasine
annually, until I was changed to Scotland
in 1956.

Mhuire.

The Monastery chapel, Tobar
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My place was filled by Father Peter,
whose more methodical and more com-
petent management had a stabilizing
influence on the Guild, while his gracious
approach towards the people, combined
with his regular visitation of Promoters,
his meticulous care in fulfilling requests
for prayers or blessings and his conscien-
tious attention in giving prudent guidance
to Members with worries and problems.
made the Guild more deep-rooted and
more flourishing in its fruits. To Father
Peter is due our sincere gratitude for all
his expenditure of time and talents for
the steady growth of the Passionist Voca-
tion Guild. Doubtlessly he is still re-
membered with affection by the many
good people he tirelessly helped and is
not forgotten in their prayers.

Long ago a holy prophet once pro-
claimed that “God’s ways are not our
ways; nor His thoughts, our thoughts”
This quotation must have entered many
minds when the effervescent, exuberant
and effusive little Scotsman, Father
Ninian, was appointed Director of the
Guild.

There are some who would claim, and
firmly hold, that he started all the trouble
in the North, but T wouldn’t go that far.
He started only some of it! Like a
meteor, he flashed in to the lives of many
people and had them enlisted as Mem-
bers before they even knew whether he
was the rent man or the fellow for the

A boy's first view of Tobar Mhuire.
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instalment of the T.V. or the new china
cabinet! Still it was this holy monk whom
The Lord selected (even prior to his con-
tact with begging Arabs or commercial
Jews) to expand the Guild further afield
and increase its prosperity where it was
already established.

All of you, who had the pleasure of
knowing him, will admit that he is neither
the shyest nor the most silent of the sons
of God, but his successes bear witness to
the worth of the spoken word and testify
to the advantages of plenty of personal
contact with people. To Father Ninian
also, great praise is due for his energetic
efforts in promoting this charitable
cause. God bless him and reward him.
We can only say “thanks very much for
all you did”.

Since I've been out of touch with the
Vocation Guild for almost seventeen
years, I'll leave the account of recent
events and expansions to other Fathers
more conversant with current affairs and
put away the pen and paper till the Gold-
en Jubilee when I may have a type-writer
instead. I feel confident that this much
writing is sufficient penance to pay the
price of my pride in being conscripted in-
to contributing to the contents through
the guile of Father Gabriel Mary. For so
many words I hope he will be decent
enough to pay for the photographs and
give me my due reward—probably a stud
for my collar or a new pair of laces for my
old shoes!



To conclude, I wish all the Pro-
moters and Associates many graces and
blessings in this life, and as we pray each
day for our benefactors after our Com-
munity Rosary;—“Grant eternal life, O
Lord, to all who are good to us for Your
Name’s sake.” And I also wish Father
Gabriel Mary continued success in his
great work, coupled with the unfailing
ability to smile a pound out of your
pocket or your purse and leave you feel-
ing that you're better off without it!

On behalf of the entire Passionist
Province of St. Patrick and in my own
name too, I wish to express our deepest
appreciation and sincerest gratitude to

Below:

The ‘baby’ is Fr. Ignatius, C.P.,

now Recior

you all and I trust that Our Crucified
Saviour and His Immaculate Mother will
attend to our petitions for you, so that all
your intentions will be graciously granted
and every desire be completely fulfilled.

May your constant fidelity and loyal
support continue in the future with the
same devotedness as during the twenty-
five years that have fled.

Very sincerely and gratefully yours
in Christ,
Sebastian Agnew, C.P.,

St. Paul’s Retreat,
Mount Argus,
Dublin. 6.

A last look at the old Wheatfield House.

of the Graan, Enniskillen.




Shortage of
priests . ..

By Fr. Peter, C.P.

Dear Promoters and Members of the
Vocation Guild,

May 1, as one of your former Direct-
ors, offer you my heartfelt congratu-
lations on having reached your Silver
Jubilee.

That you have played an all impor-
tant part in aiding young men to become
Passionist Priests and Missionaries has
been, in my experience, a note-worthy
fact. Through your prayers and your
contributions, so gladly and willingly
made, there are now priests and religious
working on the home and foreign mission
who, otherwise, might never have at-
tained to their goal.

It should be obvious to all that the
Church could not continue unless men
responded to the call of Christ and em-
braced the priesthood. What is no less
obvious is that there is a great shortage
of priests throughout the world. The
Church has, perhaps never been in greater
need of priests than at the present time.
“The harvest is great but the labourers
are few” and if the Church which Christ
established is to prove a fruitful instru-
ment in overcoming the materialistic and
neo-pagan tendencies of our time, it is
essential that vocations increase in num-
ber and that we have worthy priests to
carry on successfully the work of the
Master Himself.

We are all members of Christ’s
Church—the laity, no less than priests
and bishops. We are the “People of
God”, the “Church Militant” and we all
have an obligation to foster vocations;
to provide the Church with those instru-
ments it so direly needs for its salvific
work.
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Fr. Peter, at present in the Graan, Ennis-
killen, who is so well remembered by all his
many friends in the Guild.

That work is now momentous.
Even though Christ suffered and died
almost 2000 years ago and established a
Church that was to teach all nations, to-
day, less than one fifth of the human race
is within the true fold of Jesus Christ.
Conversion has been slow. That this con-
dition may be remedied we should try to
realise that, in the words of Pope Pius
XII. “To be a Christian is to be a Mission-
ary” and that we have each our own role
to play in the extension of Christ’s King-
dom.

As members of the Passionist Voca-
tion Guild, through your prayers, your
generosity and the priests and mission-
aries that you have assisted towards the
Altar of God. you have made an effec-
tive contribution to the preaching of the
Gospel.

I am confident that your good work
will continue, that your efforts will be
rewarded one hundred fold and that you
will enjoy God’s blessing.

I am,
Yours sincerely,
Father Peter. C.P.



“1 remember
your kindness”

By Fr. Ninian, C.P.

My Dear Vocation Guilders,

Silver Congratulations. Edge them
with gold. Just imagine you being old
enough to celebrate your 25th. When Fr.
Gabriel asked me for this contribution,
I was quite surprised to think that the
Vocation Guild was 25 years old. I was
even more surprised to think it’s almost
10 years since I was the Director. I am
happy to say that I have not forgotten
the Guild or yourselves, especially those
of you—and I am sure everyone will
understand why—who live and suffer in
“The North”.

Fr. Gabriel’s invitation was “tell
them about the time you were in charge
of the Guild”. For a start, I can’t even
remember exactly when that was. I'm
guessing that it was from about 1963 to
1965. What do I remember best? Your
kindness! No doubt about that and T’ll
tell you why in a moment.

Before T took over the Guild, I'd
been involved in all sorts of Fund Rais-
ing for Tobar Mhuire with Fr. Alphon-
sus. These were mainly Draws—on a
vast scale—and anything else that might
entice people to part with their money.
There was always a prize, most often a
big money prize. These ventures were
very highly successful—there was only
one snag! To run a Draw ... well . . .how
can I say it delicately? The law lays down
lots of rules and regulations and “The
Authorities” interpret them very strictly.
The last one we ran “They” ended up
showing even more interest in it than we
had—and that is saying something! Their
interest put us off just a little. We didn’t
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exactly welcome that kind of “Competi-
tion™!

It was at that time Fr. Christopher
asked me to take over the Guild. Fr.
Peter had been transferred from Cross-
gar to Enniskillen some months pre-
viously and in the meantime there had
been no Priest appointed to succeed him
on the Vocation Guild. For me this was
the beginning of a revelation. The Guild
had been running smoothly and almost
under my nose and I had hardly noticed
it. I was too busy with other things. Now
I discovered there was a considerable
number of people who, without any
thought of big money prizes, were
quietly, regularly making contributions
to Tobar Mhuire: helping us — doing
what we couldn’t with our work — of
training boys for the Priesthood. Here
was a thought: People wanted to help us
and they were not interested in winning
prizes. If there was some, could there be
more? I set out to discover.

I can lay claim to “One First”—I
was the Guild’s first “motorised” Di-
rector. Fr. Peter and Fr. Sebastian be-
fore him, had done the job the hard way.
the slow blistering way—by “bus and



shanks”. Being soft—especially about
the soles—and being impatient to dis-
cover how many potential Vocation
Guilders were just waiting to be asked, {
rented a car and began to scour and
scourge the countryside.

Both the reception and response
were amazing. But, I'll let you in on 4
secret: In those early days I was de-
cidely nervous about the whole business.
I mean, how do you do a thing like that?
Knock on a door, stick your foot in like
a salesman and sell your wares? What
did T have to sell? Just ask for a hear-
ing? Suggest a paying partnership in
Tobar Mhuire? 1 did all of them and
that brings me right back to what I said
about my big Guild memory—your kind-
ness. You made it possible for me to
do all these things by your welcome.
No-one ever closed the door on my foot;
no-one ever threw me out; no-one refused
to listen. I can recall only one not-too-
warm welcome, but a generous apology
and full, satisfactory explanation soon
followed. I'd called at a bad time.
Needless to say, I knocked on ten times
as many doors as we got Promoters but
even those many who could not join were
most kind to me. The nervousness soon
wore off: vou banished it.

Your response was wonderful and
the community in Tobar Mhuire soon
knew how many “Silver” co-workers
were paying and praying for them and
their students.

That word prompts another grate-
ful thought. Living in Mount Argus. I
am reminded of you daily: six of the
students here at present are Crossgar
“boys”—your “boys”. One of them was
ordained last Christmas. He’s now pre-
paring to go to our Mission in Botswana
later this year. Do you need any further
proof that your work “pays”.

Fr. Gabriel may exclude this next
paragraph. I'll take the risk. Two
compliments must be made—the first is
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Saving goals and saving souls!

to Mrs. Knight. From the time I took
over the Guild. she “took over” the
office—keeping books, accounts, corres-
pondence and a dozen other things in
good order. She deserves great praise
and credit for all her hard [abour. She’s
been of enormous service to the Vocation
Guild—and she is still providing it. The
next compliment . . . well, yes . . . to your
own Fr. Gabriel. TI’ll be honest with you
and DI’ve never said this to him before!
When he got the job I was sure he
wouldn’t stick it for six months . . . well,
I ask you, does he even look the organ-
ised type? But, there he is almost ten
years after, still there and still thriving,
doing the job in circumstances which
would have daunted—and dented—me,
long before now. To him, on my own
and your behalf, sincerest congratula-
tions.

But the very best of all these spark-
ling Silver Congratulations are for you.
What you’ve done in 25 years (I know
that some of you are founder members)
or 20, 15, or 10 or whatever it may be,
can be counted up in terms of cash, but
that’s not the real value of vour sacrifice
for, and support of, Tobar Mbhuire.
Only God can count that. May God
reward vou in all the ways that my words
can’t. However, to put those words in



their strongest possible form; to join
with the community in Tobar Mhuire in
thanking you (as a once “insider” I know
just how much they appreciate you). Il
offer Holy Mass for you and all your in-
tentions on the occasion of this Publica-
tion.

Office work of
The Vocation Guild

Each week the promoter collects a
voluntary subscription from the members
and it is entered in the promoter’s card.
At the end of three months this card, to-
gether with the money, is forwarded to
the Vocation Guild office where it is re-
ceipted and returned to the promoter. We
try to acknowledge every subscription
with a personal letter of thanks with may-
be a snippet or two about the boys or
even the weather. The amount is entered
in a day book and also in a file under the
promoter’s name. Quite often promoters
are kind enough to enclose Mass offer-
ings with their collection money. Natu-
rally, these have to be carefully separated
and entered in an entirely diflerent file in
Fr. Superior’s office. Prayers are often
asked for special intentions. These are
written out on a small white card and
placed in the priest’s common room to
ensure that the whole Community re-
member these intentions in their prayers
and Masses.

Experience has shown how much
the members appreciate the annual
Christmas card, so, every October, a
blank list is sent to all collectors with the
request to fill in the members’ names
and addresses and to return it before the

15

May Our Lady protect and mother
you. May your Silver Service turn into
Gold. And why not, it’ll soon be here—
in 1999!

I am,
Yours sincerely and
gratefully in Christ,
Father Ninian, C.P.

By
Fr. Gabriel
Mary, C.P.

end of that month.
the number of changes of addresses that

It is extraordinary

we record each year,
these troubled times. Occasionally, pro-
moters complain that their members
have been overlooked in the Christmas
cards. Often the very promoters who
complain are the ones who have not sent
in an up-to-date list or who have given
inadequate addresses. Therefore, it can
be seen how necessary it is to return an
accurate list each year.

The success of the Guild is due,
among other things, to an efficient postal
service and, in this regard, we would like
to express our gratitude to Mrs. Cathe-
rine Williams and Miss Margaret Ring-
land of Crossgar Post Office.

There is also quite a lot of book-
keeping associated with the Covenant
Scheme and there is a separate file too
for contributions from the boxes. My
own hand-writing is not of the best. Mrs.
Knight, the secretary, should get a medal
for ploughing through some of my notes.
It is well she can type better than I can
write!

especially in



“"Twenty-five
years later. ..

By Fr. Alphonsus, C.P.

'l

“O Jesus, be a token of my gratitude—
Bless those who have led me to Your
Altar” (Elyard)

The date was June the 11th, the day
was Saturday, the place—the Sacristy of
Dublin’s Pro-Cathedral. Twenty stu-
dents were preparing for the slow
procession to the Sanctuary where each
would receive the Sub-Diaconate.

Amongst those twenty students
there was one, and only God will ever
know the gratitude that filled his heart.
Words could not even remotely resemble
his expression of ‘thanks to God Who
had brought him to this moment’ and
after God, his gratitude to the Vocation
Guild, its Promoters, its members, its
Director—may God reward them both
here and hereafter — without them, he
would not be standing with his com-
panions—only two steps removed from
the Goal of his life—The Priesthood.

This student,—the second child in a
large family, born and reared in a
country home—a home that was both
small and poor—from his earliest years
had one wish, one prayer, one goal—The
Priesthood. It could only be a dream . ..
as he tries to forget those around him,
closing his mind to all distractions and
offer God a sincere thanks—the past ten
years, with the speed and brightness of
lightning, seems to pass before his eyes.

He can remember as if it were
yesterday, a young Passionist calling at
the school—it was the first time he had
ever seen the Passionist Habit. The
Passionist had a chat with The Master,
and all the children were given a break
—except the boys in the two senior
classes. He gave us a short but very

homely talk. He told us his name was
depasuan, In second year lneology, had
been sent to the Juniorate “to rest and
recuperate after a very serious iliness’.
Althougn his talk was over in half an
hour—ne had taken us from that class-
room to the morning ot Ordination. How
we would have loved it he had kept on
talking. One moment the room rocked
with laughter, the next, we were listening
as in a trance . . . “God Bless you, boys,
if any would care to know more about
the life and work of a Passionist, I’ll
have a short time with him later, but
remember, I have to walk to Morgan’s
Cross for the 4.15 bus.”

Yes, he had an earnest talk with
Father Sebastian . . . there was nothing
in this life he would love more than to
give himself to Christ, body, soul,
intellect and will . . . working for those
for whom The Son of God gave His
Life . . . but how? In his home, to
exist demands a really great effort . . .

“Suppose we discuss that later . . . cross
the bridge when we come to it . . . but
remember. the Priesthood — God’s

Greatest Gift to man, after the Gift of
Himself, surely demands a sacrifice both
from yourself and your home”.

Fr. Alphonsus who first thought of it all!
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How vividly he can remember leav-
ing home, his first weeks in the Wheat-
field House Juniorate—had he made a
terrible mistake? In those first weeks
his days were heavy with home-sickness,
his nights made sleepless by this uncer-
tain future. What assurance had he,
that God had chosen him and blessed
him with a Religious Vocation? In this
completely new world the boys were
friendly, helpful, understanding — they
assured him that time would give the
answer—but even time seemed to have
slowed down—‘every day was Jike a
year, a year whose days are long’. Of

one thing he was certain—The Good
God “had asked him to trade with His
One Talent”—Intellectual pride would
never enter his life!

“A life of work and prayer—
his goal The Priesthood . . . "

In the silent Oratory, before The
Divine Master to Whom he longed to
give his life, the sincere prayer of a
pleading heart was offered time and
time again. How that prayer was in-
tensified. when the future seemed so
dark. “Dear Jesus, all I ask is the
honour to share in Your Work, the
privilege of living Your Life . . . give
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me the courage, the Grace, the strength,
the talents to persevere’. At times he
seemed to almost hear the slow measured
monologue of the Superior, assuring him
that he was not suited to Our Life.
Occasionally there was a small measure
of success—a Real Gift from The Hand
of God, but for weeks, months, years—
that day to day grind continued.

A Iife of work and prayer—his goal
The Priesthood, he won’t count the cost,
the reward makes any Cross or suffering
little more than a pin-prick . . . with a
jolt he is brought back to reality . . . the
M.C. has given the sign for the pro-
cession to start.

During this ceremony of Sub-
Diaconate, Students were told ‘take one
step forward’, the student of whom we
are writing, takes that step, with a
prayer and a promise, that, even at the
cost of life, that step will never be
retraced. Some months later he is made
a Deacon . . . and within five months . . .
the greatest Day he will ever know on
this earth—from the hands of a Bishop
he receives the Sacrament of Orders.
The lad from the country school has
reached the goal of his life. Work,
prayer. self-denial, a measure of suffer-
ing and the guiding hand of his Spiritual
Director have prepared him — mind,
heart and soul to receive a Sacrament,
transforming him into a Second Christ.
A Gift God has not given to His Angels.
This student is no longer a carefree
young man helping in the home or on
the farm during his holidays—he is a
“Second Christ and like Christ he must
live and work”.

Kneeling down to join in the Family
Rosarv and in preparation for the First
Holv Mass he will ever offer, he slowly
reads through those words of Lacor-
daire—This is Christ speaking to him’.
“Ven must live in the world but never
know its pleasures, you will be a mem-
ber of each family yet belonging to



none, you will share all sufferings, know
all secrets, heal all wounds—you will go
from man to God and offer Him their
prayers, you will return from God to
man, bringing pardon and peace—your
heart must burn with Charity, like
bronze in your chastity . . . from now
until We Meet in Judgment you must
teach, pardon and console’. You are
taking My Place on earth—this must be
your life’. For the first time in his life
as a Priest, he asks with all the fervour
of his heart—O Jesus, be a token of my
gratitude; bless and reward those who
have led me to Your Altar—it’s a long
list—his Parents, his family, the Passion-
ist Congregation; that Passionist, who,
in the classroom of his little school—
gave him his first ray of hope, and the
Vocation Guild, its Promoters, its mem-
bers and its Director—without them, he
would not be preparing for His First
Holy Mass. This list will grow as it
becomes part of his daily life.

None of us will ever forget our
Ordination Holidays—the first in seven
years. Somehow, the little home looks
smaller, that Welcome Home of Mother,
Father, Family, the classmates of our
school days —now young men, just a
little bit ill-at-ease—The Priesthood has
—in their minds — made .you a man
apart. One can notice a few added
furrows in the Mother’s brow. To the
young Priest of whom we have been
writing, more than a few surprises await
him, a sister has entered the Nazareth
Order in Hammersmith, two younger
brothers have joined in a modest busi-
ness venture, the twins have started on
that long journey which he has made,
while the younger members of the family
have given little thought to the future.

His first Holy Mass is over, the old
and the young have knelt for his blessing
and kissed his annointed hands. Saying
His Office as he walks along the country
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road . . . he stops to look back at the
little school where his future life all
began . . . he will call there to-morrow
... then he has a long hard look at the
little home where his family were born
and reared . . . he looks around the
fields, and on that beautiful June
morning, the question — dormant until
this moment, now strikes like a hammer-
blow . . . how did his Parents pay the
many extras . . . Yes, his fees were paid
by the Vocation Guild, and that must
never be forgotten every day of his life.
Standing there, with the beauty of God’s
Countryside around him—a picture of
the past ten years unfolds ‘what sacrifices
that little home must have witnessed,
that he might have the God-Given Power
to offer Holy Mass this morning, where
twenty-five years ago he received the
Sacrament of Baptism. Clearly and un-
mistakably his voice of conscience
reminds him of that first glaring failure
. . . failure in gratitude. Has he at any
time said a word of thanks to the Father

‘The old and the young have knelt for his
blessing . . .~

(Fr. Sebastian gives his first blessing to his
parents.)



Sebastian who gave him his first words
of encouragement, was with him through
the Juniorate and Student days . . . but
was absent during the Great Ceremony
of his Ordination; had a note been sent
to the Director of the Vocation Guild,
with a request that his sincere thanks
be conveyed to the Promoters and the
Members, with a promise to remember
them in his daily prayers and Holy
Masses . . . was this ingratitude or just
a mistake? Ah! sure only one returned
to say “thanks” to Christ when He had
cleansed ten of Leprosy. Christ will not
condemn me for the mistake, He won't
even condemn me for the act of selfish
ingratitude, if I turn to Him in sorrow,
and learn the lesson which my failure
will teach.

In his article for this brochure,
Father Sebastian mentions that I brought
forward the idea of a Vocation Guild,
and to the man, sent to the Juniorate
‘to rest and recuperate’ was given the
task of working-out the ideas. For eight
years, often without a rest or a holiday,
Father Sebastian continued in this hard,
uphill work, through Summer and
Winter, working on a shoe-string budget.
the building-up of the Vocation Guild
continued. How many of my own age
group, have ever given a thought, or
said a word of gratitude to the Greatest
Vocation Director of our time? After
years of dedicated, self-sacrificing work
for the Passionist Priesthood and for
souls for whom Christ gave His Life,
Father Sebastian is changed and his
place as Vocation Guild Director is
taken by Father Peter.

Father Cronan—God have Mercy
on His Great Soul — was Provincial
about the time we were starting the
Vocation Guild. To many, he is little
more than a name, but to those of us
who worked with him on missions, or
shared his life in the first months of a
New Foundation—his memory will live

for a long time. He held every Oifice
in the Province, he carried more than
his share of The Cross, but remained the
same unruffled, placid Father Cronan.
He had a wonderful mannerism when he
wished to get around a request. Once
when asked for some financial aid for
the Juniorate, he hummed a little ditty,
had a brief soliloquy—no reference to
the request. Trying to bring his mind
back to Juniorate revenue, I mentioned
how Our Master of Novices had said—
if we pray and continued in prayer . . .
the money would come in through the
Church windows! “Tell that to the Bank
Manager because from your Bank
Account, I would say his invitation to
call is on its way!!” God give you
Eternal Rest, Father Cronan. In over
forty years I have never known a more
Christ-like Priest.

After your Parents, family and The
Congregation, your greatest friends are
the members of the Vocation Guild, each
one of them helped you to God’s Altar

. now it’s your turn, you must give
each one a place in your daily prayers
and Holy Masses, that is the only return
they expect, the only reward they re-
quest. (To thank them in any other

way would be like a child trying to say

Fr. Bernard and Bro. Martin with some of -
the senior class of ’73.
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“thanks” to its Mother.) Their Director
—Father Gabriel Mary—you all know,
but most of the Vocation Guild Mem-
bers you will meet for the first time in
Heaven—do give a special remembrance
to those members who, every Friday,
put aside their donation, knowing that
the Promoter will call before Sunday.
They have been Christ’s Helgers for a
quarter of a century . . . helping The
One Who has said that He will remember
and reward the one who would give a
drink of water. Surely their reward will
be exceedingly great.

Christ loves a cheerful giver—dare
one add—He loves a generous giver—
Can anyone doubt the cheerfulness and
generosity of those who have been mem-
bers of the Vocation Guild for twenty-
five years.

“O Jesus, bless and reward them,
their gift is far beyond any material
return”

Yes, He will reward them—what do
they expect and deserve from each one

of us, just one thing—that in work and
life I am really a Second Christ, that
having sanctified my own life, I bring
Christ’s Sanctity, His Sacred Passion, His
Resurrection into the lives of others.
What more can one say—as you pray
for those who led you towards God’s
Altar, would you give a memento for
the one who has written these few lines.
I won’t blame you if you say — ‘did
Father Alphonsus live through the past
thirty-five years as the Second Christ™—
no one is happy about their past, I have
had failures, more than I would care to
remember—it’s for this reason that I re-
quest a share in your prayers and Holy
Masses. May God Bless and keep you
always, and may Mary—The Mother of
The First Priest—have a special care for
you, Her Chosen Son.

Fr. Alphonsus, C.P.,
St. Patrick’s Juniorate,
Tobar Mbhuire,
Crossgar,
Downpatrick.







