Gratitude flows from nivergkty of Notre Dame

the humble mants

Rbliflous Bullcetin

heert,  You ews grati- Moy 18, 1935
tude to bishop Noll, S

The Chelice of Cirecoc,

(O thou invisible spirit of wine
If thou hast no name to be knom My,
Let us call thece-devill--0trello,

In ©iree's hall o dainty feast is sprord;

Swuut music brecthes throd all the merhle piles;

i myriad perfumed lights soft lustre shad
O'er many ¢ roscate bower cnd long-drovm aisle,
Lu331V1OUS, 1:QSg-r3bu& girls, with buek cnd smilec,

To brnquet summon ©11 who poss the gobes-
sut woe to him who hoods their tompbing wilel

Nor preyers nor toars nor love nor high estote,

For friends nor child nor wife can save him frcm.ils fote,

by magic spells end incentations wild
Unto the cup is given a wondrous chearm:

'"Tis said, 'twill turn the parent 'gainst the child,
ind 'geinst the mother rear the offspring's crm.
Hot oton the loving wife is snfe from harm

If onec the hushand drink of Circe's bowl;

Hor yet hath fevor's fire nor wor's clorm

Brought to our little enrth such namoless dele,

Or hn rled to horrid hell so mony n hapless soul.

It tnints the springs of Genius, rnd it bronks
The golden bhond which friond to fricnd unitoes;
It £ills the bones of yeuth vrith opets scehes
And robs groy hodrs of hen re it deliphts
In roken hecrts cnd hesrdk stonosg sluomlm ss nights
ind frenziel deys rre 21l ite vietims Yaours
The revel oter ond dend the countless lights
The morn comos dovm on sahle wrings of e
fnd wzeps to find how men may £011 the brute belew,

It fills the heart with renerr, dulls the mind,
Grwis soeds of sin in Virtuo's sn vy brocst:
The L-livst vows it scctters tn the wird,
The holiest things it trocts with scirn and jost,
Tt nerves the arm to strike the fricrd loved best,
hnd vhets the assnssin's stoeols, From pole to nol.
Jegurted homes and “roken heart ottt sb
The baneful cherm of Circe's maddening bewl,
ind cvery drunkard's prove mers hoer peor vietimtc pond,

Yot cvor and forevor and for ayo
Gits ruthless Ciree, plotting in her polocus
ind over and forover, night cnd doy,
Rush men to sip the polson of hor chrlice.
Dull siyhtoed foole, nre then your hoeerds gn c 1lrus,
Your s uls so dend 4o herwenly Vietuels epall,
io not Lo gsec creh drop is ﬁ&vrd,tﬁ1} nalicu,
Imst, repine, surder, —-crimes thet broethe of hoelll

[ig in your menh codt's pride, nn& spurn the I'nehrntress foll,

(uh‘-i‘i(?vu P»y‘ Jt }tc}rui‘h‘)



