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STORY OF CLARE HEROISM
Memorial Church That Recalls Quilty's Greatness
THE wreck of a French boat off the coast during the week and the renewed interest in the declining coastal fisheries recall one of the most daring deeds of Clare fishermen in rescuing the crew of another French vessel some fifty years ago.
An epitome of the rescue story and its consequences is best gathered from the sermon of the Most Rev. Dr. Fogarty, Bishop of Killaloe, when he blessed the memorial church at Quilty in July, 1909.
LORD    BISHOP'S    SERMON
His Lordship, having laid and blessed the foundation stone, said: I congratulate you, Fr. Cahir and the good people of Quilty on this auspicious day. The little chapel which you have wished and prayed for so long is by God's favour born to you at last. He even has blessed the Baptism of your infant sanct​uary with beautiful weather; and sympathy with the good work has, I am glad to see, attracted to you hosts of friends, and assuredly never did church or chapel come into existence with circumstances of greater honour. When I first came to Quilty after my conse​cration, five years ago, I remem​ber the crowd of poor people who gathered around me over there at the cross, and who welcomed me so cordially in their warm hearted kindness. They then explained to me how they were devoted to their faith and religion as their fathers were, but that they were in a bad way for Sunday Mass. as the parochial churches lay far away and their clothes were often too poor to go amongst strangers.
They appealed to me to try and build a chapel for them. Theirs was a pitiable state. We have here a community of nearly eight hundred people, mostly very poor people, whom poverty and hardship have beaten into a corner by them​selves. They have but little inter​course with the outside world, and know little of, save what pertains to the great ocean on which they live, fishing and gathering seaweed. They seldom travel landwards so that a journey to Mullagh or Miltown Malbay on Sunday would be for most of them like a visit to Limerick for some of us. Religion so necessary for human life in all its forms, is doubly necessary for the poor and afflicted, for without the sustaining force of its eternal hope there is little left to soften for them the misery of their hard lot. It was impossible not to feel compassion for these poor people, so numerous but so desolate, and yet so religiously disposed. I was at the time unable to do than pray that Almighty God, the common Father of us all, would remember them, and in His own good hour come to their aid and mine.

FISHERMAN’S RIGHTS

We little thought that our prayers and wishes would be heard so soon, and above all we little dreamed of the way Providence had chosen to accomplish His will. Who knows, it may be that St. Peter still retains amidst the joys of Heaven a certain sympathy with the humble followers of his ancient calling. The fishermens' chapel has, as it were, floated into them from that open sea to which they are accustomed to look for all things, and rightly had Canon Cahir baptised it "Stella Maria"—Star of the Sea. But like so much other treasures of the deep they had to land it at the peril of their lives. Toil and hardship may have left their mark on the tall and brawny forms of the Quilty fisher​man, but they have not impaired his manhood. His little cabin, per​haps, sheltered more of the attri​butes of true manhood, than do many great and gilted halls. The great ocean over whose fathomless depths he so often roams, like the sea-bird, in his frail canoe in search of food for himself and for his young, has filled his soul uncon​sciously with an ever living image of the Majesty, the immensity and the power of God. His speech may be rude but his heart is brave and kind; his life may be primitive, but it is pure; and though his hand be rough it is capable of the heroic.
THE  WRECK AND  RESCUE
And this the world was made to feel on that dreadful October day in 1907 when the French ship, Leon XIII, was wrecked upon these rocks. This magnificent attractive sea, which at times can be, as it now is, so glorious and winning, as placid and full of smiles as the blue heavens when filled with sunlight on a summers day, can also be very angry; and when it rages it is ter​rible. It is a matter of history, now almost exactly eleven hundred years ago, it overleaped its barriers and in one of its wild fits of destructive fury, swallowed up several miles of this country, which by the way, it has never given back, since Mutton Island, the Island of Fithar, which now stands two miles out to sea in front of us, was on that St. Patrick's night of 804, to which I refer, part of the mainland. But whatever about its achievements in the past, living memory never saw the sea so terrible as it was on that Autumn day, two years ago, when it wrecked the Frenchmen on your coast and was tearing them to pieces like a tiger. For any man with a mere canoe to venture on an errand of rescue in that howl​ing storm and churning surf, was to place himself in almost as great a danger of death as were the hap​less Frenchmen, now calling from the rigging of their helpless ship.
But it was not the part of the Quilty fishermen to think of him​self when a fellow creature is in distress. Without any hope of reward or any other motive than pure humanity, encouraged by their wives and sisters and trusting in God, thirty-four fishermen signing themselves with the sign of the Cross, braved sea and storm and brought off the ship-wrecked crew successfully and safely to land.

UNSELFISH   HEROISM
This deed of heroism made a profound impression on the public mind. Everyone felt proud that they belonged to a country where such ancient valour was still pos​sible, and well they might, for heroism of this kind is now sadly rare in this, our selfish and sensual age. The readers of dirty literature would never be capable of it. On all hands it was felt that the deed and the men should be properly commemorated.    When  there was question of what form the public action should take, these unselfish heroes came forward and said: "well no doubt we are poor, and want money badly for ourselves, and our families, but we would be glad if some of what is coming in were utilised to build a church here, where we might say our prayers and hear Mass, and call upon the name of that good God whose right arm protects us so often at sea, and who has now made us the humble instruments of saving the ship​wrecked crew." So that the chapel will be not only a memorial of what has been done, but a thanks offering to God for sparing the lives of these men and our own. Your venerable and venerated parish priest, Canon Cahir. whom time and kindness have made so dear to you, when the project was submitted to him, said: "Well, I am old and at my time of life one is but little able for so arduous an undertaking but I will help in every way I can. More than this could not be expected from one whose shoulders were burdened with the weight of eighty years.
PRIEST'S NOBLE WORK
Fortunately, however, he had here at the time a young priest full of zeal and courage, and of that great trust in God which has been such a glorious characteristic of all our Irish priests and their poor people; the trust, namely which enables them to commence with empty hands and finish churches or chapels wherever needed through​out this Island. I mean your popular curate, Father Ned Scan-Ian. He put his heart into the work and to his energy and ability we owe it that your little chapel and its prospects are now so hopeful. A chapel committee was formed, of which he and Dr. J. H. Healy were members, and Mr. Harris, who, though a Protestant gentleman, : took as much interest in this chapel as any of ourselves. All things have prospered with them.

FREE   SERVICE
The good fortune which started the chapel sent us also a worthy architect to design it, Mr. O'Malley of Limerick. This eminent archi​tect, when approached on the subject by Father Scanlan, not only undertook to draw the plans and supervise the building of the mem​orial chapel, but insisted on doing it for nothing, for the sake, as he said of  those brave men.  He applied his genius to the task, and has drawn for us a perfect gem of Irish Romanesque work, one of the prettiest I have ever seen, and, while it is very cheap, shows what charming results may be achieved  by the gifted use of the old Celtic ideas of art and architecture. There is not a bit of cut stone in the building, but so well has he done his work that the mere outlines of the structure give it an effect of exquisite beauty. With consummate taste he has added to it a small round, tower sixty feet high, which explains for the chapel its Celtic and memorial character, and which, in the future, may carry a lamp or an alarm bell for the benefit of the fishermen when at sea as they often are in stormy nights and foggy days.
OTHER HELPERS 

After Mr. O'Malley, to whom we are extremely grateful, you were( fortunate in having such an hon​ourable and capable contractor as Mr. Ronan, Kilrush. And Mr. Richard Horan, the tenant, and Col. Lynch and Mr. Francis Casey, the middleman, and Mr. T. Crowe, D.L., Dromore, the landlord concerned, have all most kindly given the site free, for which we sincerely thank them. Perhaps the outer world may be interested to know how enthus​iastically the poor people on the spot have co-operated in building this chapel which is so dear, and. perhaps as grand to them as Sol-1 omon's Temple was to the Jews of old. They have no money to give, but they have devout hearts and willing hands, and almost every man, woman and child in Quilty have helped at the good work, giving their labour free, and taking their turn at quarrying the stones and drawing the sand even in Spring months when their liveli​hood depended upon taking and saving the sea weed. Mr. M. S. Brews, J.P.. of Kilrush, has given us the quarry and Mr. Patrick Kelly, Bushypark, Ennis, the sand​pit for nothing It would be im​possible for me to thank by name all the kind friends at home and abroad, priests and people, rich and poor, who have contributed so generously to the chapel fund, but I cannot pass over Mr. John Casey, of Dublin, whose big cheque of £50 gave us such an encouraging send off. All have been generous except the very persons who should be the firs; to come forward—the French Government—for whose people these brave fishermen risked iheir lives, but who have never e them one penny from that c: this. This French Government is rich in ribbons, and in letters o: gush, but they are deaf and dumb when it comes to rewarding with a franc the heroic men who imperilled their own lives to save the citizens of the Republic.
THE  COST
The bare walls of our little chapel will cost £895, and with all Father Scanlan's industry he has not reached that amount yet. Then it has to be floored and slated, a sanctuary made and an altar erected and other sacred furniture to be provided. But I have no fear, for God is good, and as he has inaug​urated this building with his bless​ing, He will, in the language of the Church, "perfect it by His bounty to the honour of His majesty and of His name." Perhaps the incidents of to-day may be read by eyes who sympathise with this chapel and its history and will send us someth​ing for the memory of the brave men and the glory of God.
In conclusion, his Lordship said that it was a source of great gratification to the poor fishermen to see the large crowds of friends who had mustered round them on that joyful day to give them the benefit of their encouragement and support. "In the name of the parochial clergy and of the people of Quilty, I thank the priests who have come at great inconvenience to assist at the religious function, and also those vast crowds of sympathetic friends who have flocked to us from far and near, by road and train on this memorable day. Prayers will be said in this little chapel when we are dead and gone, generations yet unknown of sea-beaten fishermen, will worship round its altar,but as long as the Atlantic surge continues to thunder on yonder beach, so long will this little chapel and its beautiful round tower stand as a monument of brave men and howhow God rewarded them.                
His Lordship then gave the vast multitude his blessing, and the customary indulgence was  granted to all who attended.
