
 

 

 

 

We were once landed in a church where the baptismal font was a rock of 
roughly oval shape with one side hollowed out either by mechanical abrasion or, 
much more likely in that place, generations of human toil. Outside the church, 
near the widow of the pastor’s bedroom, was another; this one mounted on a 
little pillar and serving as a bird-bath. The baptism font was used periodically 
but the second rock was much the busier. The small birds of the place came 
there every morning and evening of a long dry season, sang for their drink and 
their bath and sprinkled a little blessing on the place with fluttering wings. It 
was raised high in an only partly successful attempt to save the bathers from 
hungry cats in a place where felines fend for themselves. 
  
The rocks had been hauled down from desolate places in the surrounding hills. 
They were the most pristine of grindstones, certain sign that people had long 
lived there before being driven away by fire, foe or famine. Their likes were still 
in use in some villages not far away. They had a history unremembered and un-
recorded.  But if these stones could talk, they’d say Bread. 
  
Bread used to be hard got and in many places still is. One meagre harvest had 
to be eked out to meet the uncertain coming of the next. Seed corn had to be 
put out of reach of thief, pest and sometimes your own hungry family. Fervent 
prayer was made for enlivening rain in good time and measure. Then you pre-
pared your ground, planted your seed, you watched to repel the monkeys and 
you nursed your crop to ripeness.  Harvest was a glad time, ground for hope 
that family would be fed for another year. After threshing, winnowing saw the 
chaff carried away on the wind while the good grain settled on the groundsheet. 
All well, but still no bread.  
  
That’s where our grind-stones come in. Generations of women had knelt holding 
smaller rocks between their two hands to grind  their hard-grown grain      
between the smaller and the bigger stones. So the stone was worn hollow, 
maybe by an inch in a lifetime. That’s only one of the hard labours that went  
into the making of their kind of  bread. They’d know the kind of drudgery the 
phrase Nose to the grindstone meant far better than the first or any other who 
use it.  
  
A lot of life and labour went into the making of bread and it should be no sur-
prise that the God of Life was recognised in its breaking. Nor that the same Lord 
of Life lives in it. So, we celebrate Corpus Christi.                             J.L. 

 

Monday–Friday  
7.30am, 8.30am, 
10.15am,& 4pm  

SATURDAY  
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& 7.30pm 

CONFESSIONS 
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3.00pm-4.00pm 

SATURDAY 
10.45am-12noon 

2.30pm-4pm 
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When receiving in the hand, one places one hand upon another, palms up and hands raised so that the 
Sacred Host can be placed in the hand by the minister saying ‘Body of Christ’ confirmed by Amen. With 
the hand beneath, one takes the Sacred Host steps aside and consumes it.   
 
                                

Soul of Christ sanctify me. Body of Christ save me.  
Blood of Christ inebriate me. Water flowing from the side of Christ wash me 

Passion of Christ strengthen me. O good Jesus hear me.  
Within thy wounds hide me. Never let me be separated from thee. 

From the wicked enemy defend me and at the hour of my death call me and bid me come to thee, and 
with the angels and saints I may praise thee for all eternity.                              Amen 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 

We will hold a meeting on Tuesday 11th June at 7.30pm in the church                                       
for our  Augustinian Eucharistic Ministers and Readers of the Word. We look forward to sharing  

our views on how best we can carry out our ministries. 

 
 

                                                                 
 

An Evening of Choirs in Concert 
Saturday 8th June—8.30pm 

Redemptorist Church  
Afternoon Proms Concert                                               
Sunday 9th June –4.30pm  

St. John’s Cathedral 
More details at limericksings.com/2024-concerts-workshops 

Mass each day at 10.00am & 5.45pm 
(Saturday 10am& 6pm) (Sunday 10.30am only) 

With Novena Prayers, Homily and Blessing with Relic 
Tuesday 11th Prayers for Expectant Mothers 5.45pm 
Wednesday 12th Prayers for the Sick 10am & 5.45pm 

Thursday 13th Blessing of Lillie’s 10am & 5.45pm 

John 6:51(KJV) I am the living bread which came down from heaven: if any man eat of this 
bread, he shall live for ever: and the bread that I will give is my flesh,                                     

which I will give for the life of the world.  


