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Earth's noblest thing-a woman perfe cted. 
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1Rose::s1beart of June. 
0 bleeding heart of tender love ! 
0 pulse of rose divine above! 
Here in the garden of our years, 
Strewn with life's petals-joys and tears
We kneel with face to Calvary's height, 
And think of Him, Strong Rose of Light, 
Who fills each hour with perfume sweet, 
And guides in faith our doubting feet. 

THOMAS O'HAGAN. 

cton"ersatton. 
~Fall God's gifts to man, there is none more 
~ potent for good or evil than the faculty of 
speech. Ages ago, in the dawn of creation, the 
human heart was swayed by all the joy and 
passion and pain that move it to-day ; and 
when in their foolish vanity men said, ''Let us 
build us a city and a town, whose top may reach 
unto Heaven; and let us make us a name," God 
frustrated their plans. And how? Did their 
physical strength suffer a sudden diminution ; 
was there a deprivation of mental power? For 
answer, listen to the words of Him who alone is 
able to estimate men's faculties at their true 
value. "Go to, let us go down, and there con
found their language, that they may not under
stand one another's speech " The sequel is well 
known. The workmen, being unable to under
stand each other, were obliged to relinquish their 
design, and the tower of Babel was left incom · 
plete. Thus it is evident that, to the power of 
speech great weight was attached by God Him
self. 

Speech, or oral discourse, embodies itself in 

various forms; but perhaps the most important 
is that known as conversation. Strictly speak
ing, a difference obtains between talk and 
conversation, the former usually being broken 
and familiar; the latter, more continuous 
and sustained. It is related that Dr. Johnson 
once remarked of an eve.1ing spent in society. 
that there had been a great deal of talk, 
but no conversation. But why be hampered by 
the drawing of such fine distinctions; rather let 
us treat the terms as synonymous, even at the 
risk of provoking the shade of the late-lamented 

Samuel. 
Since no two people hold exactly the same 

ideas regarding things, the advantages to be 
derived from conversation of the right kind can 
not be overrated. Is there not a fascination, a 
mental stimulus, in the interchange of thought 
which gives talk a precedence over all other 
forms of uttered speech? The touch of hand 
upon hand gives a momentary feeling of human 
sympathy and fellowship; but when mind 
strikes mind, there is a force at work whose in
fluence may travel on and on through the eter
nity of ages. Intelligent thought is drawn from 
its hiding place, idle fancy becomes active, and 
even reticence surrenders to the spell of the 
moment. Q!iestions are raised which never be
fore suggested themselves; and the expressed 
doubt of some giant intellect hurls so-c'alled 
established fact into the realm of conjecture. 
This man volunteers an interesting bit of infor
mation; that one narrates some experience that 
has, perchance. been locked up in his memory 
for years; a third delights his listeners by some 
brilliant remark apropos of the subject. That 
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were a dull mind whose ideas failed to broaden 
under such an influence. 

On the other hand, things may not go so 
smootbly. For instance, Mr. Brown announces 
that he read something very interesting the other 
day; shall he repeat it in substance? His listen
ers give an eager assent, and Mr. Brown begins. 
He has not gone far when he discovers that the 
connecting links, the pivotal points of the sub
ject, are but vag-uely fixed in his mind. He 
pauses, and finally breaks off, saying that he 
failed to get the thread of thought; he will re
read the article. Then, as though to vindicate 
himself, he adds: "It was reall_y a very good 
thing." Mr. Cynic assures Brown that they will 
take his word for it, and suggests the propriety 
of hereafter presenting interesting articles in 
serial form. To cite another common occurrence 
-the funny man starts to tell a "fine joke." 
The preamble is rather tedious, but his listeners 
control their impatience in the :inticipation of a 
brilliant climax. The funny man nears the end 
of the story. The auditors are prepared for a 
hearty laugh. The funny man is prepared for 
anything-he has forgotten the point of the joke. 
These mental mishaps, laughable as they are, 
serve to illustrate an important truth. We do 
not really know a thing unless we are able to 
communicate that knowledge to others; and 
thus does conversation reveal the exact state of 
our information . 

The conversational style is as varied as the 
personality of individuals. It may scintillate with 
brilliancy, bore by inanity, sting by satire, or 
conciliate by kindness. The mind is a mill whose 
wheel is ever turning; and if it is not fed wheat 
ti will grind chaff; and as a man thinks so will he 
speak. And since the best as well as the worst 
in man often finds its way into speech, and since 
we cannot always choose our company, but 
must mingle with the disagreeable as well sa 
those who are congenial, would it not be well to 
try to make the most of unpromising companions? 
Can we not by the alchemy of unselfishness con
vert uncongeniality into its opposite? An in
sufficiency of imagination seems to be at the root 
of the evil; we do not look at people as they look 
at themselves. It is said that great men, endowed 
with high powers of imagination ~mg large, 

affectionate sympathies, suffer much less from the 
uncongeniality of those around them th an more 
ordinary people. Wasn't it Scott who made it 
a rule to talk to every man upon the subjects 
with which he was best acquainted; and thus, 
from every walk, from every ride, brought some 
suggestion or interesting fact. Dr. Johnson once 
faced a fellow-traveler in a stage-coach. Try as 
he might he could elicit no information from 
his companion. The poor fe llow seemed to real
ize his own shortcomings. and finally exclaimed 
in despair: "Try me on leather!" The doctor 
did so, with satisfactory results . Here lies the 
secret. All men have hobbies which they delight 
to mount, subjects near their heart, upon which 
they are at home in conversation. And now and 
then one must expect to be bored. In this par
ticular, an amusing story is told of Kant, the 
German philosopher, who had ::i habit of some
times uttering his thoug hts audibly, but uncon
sciously , when alone. He was dining at a friend's, 
where the dullness of the conversation bored him. 
He unconsciously, but audib ly, soli loquized: " My 
God, what an intolerably tedious company this 
is!'' If all were given to such telling so liloquy, a 
premium would be put on popularity. For there 
is a deal of na'ivette in a remark made by Arthur 
Helps-"When you find yourse lf unpopular, do 
not ask yourself what you have done, but what 
you have said." 

Perhaps there is no better guide in conversa
tion than a consideration for the feelings of 
others. A person should think less of showing 
off his own abilities than of givi ng others an 
opportunity to do so. If, at the close of an inter~ 
view, a person is satisfied with himself, he is 
satisfied with his listeners. People do not care 
to admire others; they want others to admire 
them. And perhaps the reason why so many 
are disagreeable in conversation is that, instead 
of listening to what is being said, they are think
ing of what they are going to say next. "A," 
for example, descants on the quality of cabbages; 
and when he finally ceases, looks to "B" tor 
some word of praise. "B," without even allud
ing to the momentous subject of cabbages, starts 
a discourse on pickles. "A" may possibly like 
pickles, but he ·does not relish them in this in
stancy, _He feels hurt at "B's" indifference to 
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his remarks. 
precisely is 
sation." 

· ·So listen attentively and answer 
the greatest perfection of conver-

But above all things a person should say noth
ing of which he may have reason to repent. If 
anything disparaging is known about the 
character of ;;ome absent one, in the name of 

charity be silent,-
" And still believe that story false, 

Which ought not to be true." 
Centuries ago, Thomas {1 Kempis commended 

the virtue of silence in this respect; and, "the 
brief, quivering sentences" of the old mystic 
speak to us to-day . Is there not a pathos in 
these words: ''Oftentimes I could wish that I 
had held my peace when I had spoken; and that 
I had not been in company." Or again, "What 
is a man, ever the better for being by man 
esteemed great. 'For,' said St. Francis, 'what 
everyone is in God's sight, that he is, and no 
more.'" 

To sum up . the magic of conversation lies in 
the fact that in con:unction wi th the utterance of 
thought there is always an interesting byplay of 
personality. That which is great and true in a 
man is not so much his th ought as himself; and 
this self escapes from him in talk. With what 
eagerness, then, should we strive to draw out that 
which is best in the humblest as well as the 
greatest. 

"Something God hath to say to thee 
Worth hearing from the lips of all!'' 

HARRIET NoLTor-; KEAN. 

Ube '.lLoom of '.lLtf e. 
Beside a loom of thundering boom 

An angel in cloth of gold 
Sat weaving the tissue of human souls , 

His task appointed of old: 
And ever like lightning th e shuttle flew, 

And ever with thunderous roar, 
The mighty loom in the working-room 

Went on with rattle and blore. 

And as the web from the yarn-beam rolled, 
A seraph with g littering shears 

Cut it, and dipped it in molten go ld , 
Or steeped, and stained it in tears: 

Dipped it, and dyed it in crimson warm, 
Or scarlet and amethyst, 

Or wet it with drops from a thunder storm .
But this one, ever he kissed. 

And some of the yarn reeled off w:1s fine , 
As fine as a silken twist; 

Fragile and fine as the golden line 
That shoots through the morning mist. 

And othersome, and the most, by far, 
Was a weft of coarser thread;

But all was bright as the silvern star 
That beams and gleams overhead. 

And many a figure of strange device, 
And pattern of quaint design, 

Were woven in with a skill precise, 
By ariel fingers fine. 

Baroque mozaics in red and blue, 
Bez[interies rich in gems, 

Morisco work of various hue, 
And beautiful anadems. 

.. 

But over them all, and under them all, 
. Like the white light in the skies, 

Was His face Who built the mountain wall, 
And mingled the rainbow dyes. 

Yes, whether in fabric coarse or fine, 
In soul of poet or slave, . 

God's image shone, as the heavens shine, 
In the rimpled, dimpled wave. 

Rattled and brattled away the loom. 
The yarn through the heddles flew: 

And the shuttles shot through all the boom, 
Like the gold-light through the blue; 

It was the soul of a genius now, 
That ro ll ed like gold on the reel, 

And the rose-light flushed the angel's brow, 
As the furnace-light does steel. 

Finer than silk was the fa bric spun, 
And rich with bezetta red, 

The gold and blue of the setting sun, 
Or the rainbow overhead. 

But ah! the colors were splotched with tears, 
With thunder-drops they were wet; 

And a hideous troop of griefs and fears, 
On the soul was limned in jet. 

Poor hapless spirit! the angel sighed, 
Thou art of that god-like band, 

That are formed to be their country's pride 
And the glory of the land. 

Beauty and splendour of soul is thine, 
Grandeur and music and light, 

But ah! thy years shall be fu ll o~ tears, 
Grief and the darkness of night! 

j. E. JOHNSTONE. 

KEEP the tongue from unkindness. Words are 
sometimes wounds; not very deep wounds ;i l
ways, and yet they irri_tate. Speech is u_nkind 
sometimes when there 1s no unkindness 111 the 
heart; rn much the worse that needless w?unds 
are inflicted; so much the worse that uninten
tional pain is caused. 
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Ube IDnlgarit~ of Super,,. lReftnement. 
~ UPER-REFINEMENT is to good manners 
~ what prudery is to modesty. Both imply 
a lurking doubt of oneself, both ·result in exagger
ation. Happy are they whose morals and 
manners alike are sound; to them refinement is 
an instinct, not a pose. To be genuine, refine
ment must be unstudied; conscious refinement 
is akin to vulgarity. The man-and more 
especially the woman-who pauses to assume a 
correct mental attitude is lost. Good manners 
should be an outward sign of inward grace-the 
result of a cultivated mind and heart. 

The super-refined cultivate their manners not 
wisely but too well, and leave their hearts as 
they found them, mere organs for blood
pumping. Their aim is not to express but to 
conceal what they feel. Like Chinese artificers 
who reproduce a steam-engine w ith externa l 
fidelity, even to faults in the metal and shades 
in the paint, but omit the works, the over
refined are incapable of discriminating between 
accidents and essentials. 

Vulgarity in its different forms argues a cer
tain amount of civilisation. It is unknown 
among savages, wherein they are superior. Its 
subtlest and leas t eradicable manifes tation is 
super-refinement. If the vulgar, like the poor, 
are always with us , let us, in heaven's name, 
have the man who slaps one on the back, 
wears his hat on the side of his head, and eats 
peas with his knife, the woman who murders 
the Q!.ieen's English and drinks tea from a 
saucer. About these th ere is at leas t no pre
tence. They set up for nothing. and show 
th eir defi ciencies with a simplicity th at disarms 
cnt1c1sm. Such people may have in them ele
ments of greatness . To esteem, even to love 
th em, is possible, but lo ve and esteem enter 
not into the sentiments wherewith we regard 
th e super-refined . 

Aggressive to the we:1k, submissive to the 
strong, satisfied with themselves, assu red that 
anyone who differs from them is benighted, 
contemptuous of the ig norance of those who 
kn ow as much as th ey, expounders of the com
monpl ace, explainers of th e obvious, they are 
intolerable. Learn ed on points of etiquette, they 

have studied manuals or caught up axioms, and 
know exactly what is forbidden; they are never 
so sure as to what is allowed. They understand 
that to be well-bred is to be superior, but not 
that is is possible to be too superior to be 
well-bred. 

To them man was made for manners, not 
manners for man, and primed at second hand 
with ill-digested information , they would rather 
die than infringe arbitrary laws that to them are 
sacred and immutable. "The Habits and Cus
toms of Good Society" is their Bible, ··vulgarity'' 
the deadly sin. So great is their horror of it that 
they grow vulgar in avoiding it. 

Having mastered the rules, they have no mi nd 
for exceptions. To them circumstances never 
alter cases; their knowledge is, as it were, 
docketed and pigeon-holed, and all that is not 
white is black. 

The Book they venerate says, for example; that 
people are not supposed to know each other 
unti l they have been introduced, so the super
refined keep a stony, British stare in reserve to 
freeze simple, genial souls who make advances. 
The Book says that at di nner no one should pa r
take twice of soup. The super-refined would 
starve rather than ask for a second helping, even 
if soup were the only decent item on a hotel 
menu. They sacrifice dai ly to a deity contemptu
ous or oblivious of their homage, whereas well
bred people suit themselves and trust their own 
instincts, knowing that it is better to do wrong 
with easy grace than to be tremulously correct. 

The Book says it is wrong to boast, and this 
to the super-refin ed is a sore trial, since they have 
an irresistible impulse in that direction . Accord
ingly they make a compromise. They do not 
say straight out, "We are very gra nd people, 
accustomed to move in the highes t circles, and 
think but meanly of you." They humi liate their 
hearers by less direct methods, ;1nd try to im
press rather by insinuation than by overt bragging, 
wherein they are distinguished from the simple 
snob, whose blunter weapons th ey despise. 
They obliquely and indirec tly assert their superi
ority to the person they are add ressing, un less it 
be to their interest to suggest that he or she and 
they a lone differ from the common herd. 

They have raised to a fine art the faculty for 
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making others feel small and uncomfortab le, 
without saying anything that ca n be la'id hold of. 
They have no depth of character or feeling, a 
lying tongue, a short memory, no geniality, no 
sense of humor, and an immense but ill-founded 
appreciation of themselves. They generally go 
in fear of those who know their relatives or early 
surroundings, as these rarely accord with th eir 
present pretensions. 

Simple country people, the young, the foolish, 
and the ignorant fall an easy prey to the super
refined . Such persons have been known to 
boast of being acquainted with th em. Until 
seen through, indeed, they are imposing. They 
abash modest merit unused to their methods, 
and too polite or too timid to pay them back in 
their own coin. 

At first they appear well-bred, even scrupul
ously well-bred, but a closer view shows they 
are not gentle, they are on ly genteel. Just as 
paste, when placed at a certain ang le and dis
creetly illuminated, is, if anything, more brilliant 
than diamonds, the super-refined, under favor
able conditions, succeed, to the unpractised 
eye, in outshining the really refin ed. As the 
jeweller, however, can always tell the false 
from the real gem, the m an or woman of the 
world speedily detects the super-refined. There 
is monotony in their methods, and to know 
one is to know all. 

A certain set of people-a class peculiar to the 
British islands-are forever questioning their 
own gentility a nd that of others, tearing up. as 
it were, their manners by the roots to see how 
they grow. '·ls she quite a lady?" they ask. 
"Is he quite a gentleman ?" "ls this what a 
lady should do?'' " If I wear a green necktie 
will it be gentlemanly ?" From th eir ranks are 
evolved the super-refined. Those to the man
ner born do not question; they take themselves 
and their friends for granted. 

There is somethin g , however, to be said for 
super-refinement. In a world mainly composed 
of fools, it is not without its advantajles. Its 
pretensions are so obvious that they impress 
the very dullest, and the good w ord of the dull 
is powerful. Should any of our readers, there
fore, think it worth while to pass for persons of 
taste, culture, high birth, and exquisite superi-

ority amongst the large body of those who know 
no better, the following hints will enable them 
to enter with safety the ranks of the super
refined. 

In the first place it is a good idea to tell people 
things they know, with an air of imparting in
formation. The manner must imply, "You, of 
course, are unaware of this. " Manner being in
tangible and undefinable is a useful weapon in 
abasing others, as in case of unpleasantness aris
ing it may be denied . Simple remarks as to the 
Continent, high life, or the royal family, may 
easily be framed so as to show conviction of the 
hearer's ignorance. The tamest possible sen
tence-for example, " We always have thin bread 
and butter at afternoon tea"-may, by a lofty air 
and a judicious accentuation of "we" and " thin, " 
be made to express conviction that the person 
addressed prefers a loaf cut in hunks at that 
cheerful repast. This method has the advantage 
of admitting no reply; the fact is incontrovertible, 
while a mere "So do I" from the victim sounds 
like an effort to set him or herself right with a 
sceptical world . 

An effective way of showing superiority is to 
assume ignorance of every-day affai rs. An inquiry 
as to what this or that is used for-it should be 
some common article, for the super- refined must 
know or pretend to know all that is rare and 
extraordinary-will effectually embarrass a timid 
hostess, who sees at once that her style of living 
is not what her guest has been accustomed to. 
Listeners will be immensely impressed, and this 
is naturally wh at the super-refined desire. 

If one's relatives have been something in the 
city, it is advisable to affect a horror of business 
and an incapacity for mastering its details. The 
more effectually to throw people off the scent, 
admiration m ay be expressed for those who have 
some knowledge of such matters, and if they 
have made some obvious remark, they should be 
told "how clever" they are, and "how much 
they know about that sort of thing. " Naturally 
this childlike ig norance must not interfere with 
keeping a sharp eye to one's own interests. 

Formerly it was necessary that all the acquaint
ances of the super-refined should be "ladies" and 
•'gentlemen," but, as this is no longer fashion
able, they may now admit that they know mere 
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men and women, if they make it plain that they 
do not mean it. 

In literature they will find few recent writers to 
suit them. Their favurites will be Ouida and 
Bulwer Lytton. Dickens should be termed "vul
gar," and Thackeray "so very satirical." It is an 
excellent rule for them. if any book or play be 
praised, to say they find it "poor," but they 
should not be entrapped into giving reasons for 
their opinion. 

Everything outspoken and unconventional 
should be avoided by the super-refined. That 
persons of title can do no wrong may be taken 
as a safe rule. To introduce their names is the 
mere A B C of super-refinement; but it is well, 
if possible, to have som~ more intimate acquaint
ance with royalty and the aristocracy than may 
be gleaned from buying a doll from a duchess at 
a bazaar. This knowledge is usually acquired 
by living with or meeting them in a subordinate 
capacity, or having relatives thus fortunately 
placed. One will then be justified in saying 
that "The princess is a sweet girl," or that "the 
kindness shown by the dear countess" to the 
speaker "can never be forgotten ." Finally they 
should apologise for everything, especially for 
employing any familiar but inoffensive locution. 
If it be desired to use a common proverb such as 
"A cat has nine lives, " or "The pot called the 
kettle black," it should be prefaced by saying, 
"Pray do not think it coarse of me. " 

In conclusion, those who wish to be super
refined must never be natural, must never let 
themselves go, and though popularity need not 
be expected, most people will consider them 
very superior, and manifest a desire to stand 
well with them. As to the others-they may 
say they are vulgar. 

CHARLOTTE O'CONOR-ECCLES. 

EVERY human soul has the germ of some 
flowers within; and they would open, if they 
could only find sunshine and free air to expand 
it. I always told you that not having enough of 
sunshine was what ailed the world. Make people 
happy, and there will not be half the quarrelling, 
or a tenth part of the wickedness, there is. 

'.lLtnes. 
Written 011 the Recover)' of a Bca11lifi1/ Ch£/d. 

0

Bird of the summer-time sing 
With thy voice velvet soft as the rose is: 

Bird of the summer-time bring 
To my heart all the mirth of July, 

For the cheeks that were pale are now pink, 
Yes. pink as the bud that uncloses, 

And the lips that were white are red now 
As roses of fire in the sky! 

Bird of the summer-time sing, 
For the heart in my bosom is dancing, 

Dancing for very delight 
That the dead is brought back from the tomb: 

Dancing for joy that the eyes 
That had lost all their glitter and glancing, 

Now gleam and now beam and darkle, 
And sparkle like gems in the gloom. 

Bird of the summer-time sing, 
Oh sing in thine happiest measure, 

For the light that went out has revived, 
And is shining and streaming afar: 

Pour all the gold of thy heart out, 
For my soul has recovered its treasure. 

Day has recovered its sunshine, 
And night its most beautiful star! 

Bird of the summer-time sing, 
For the soul of the summer that slumbered 

Has come back to brighten and lighten 
The gold and green th of the glen. 

Sing, for my Palace-of-Pearl, 
My own little girl that was numbered 

With the dead, has returned to the living, 
And gladdens my pulses again. 

Bird of the summer- time sing, 
For no longer there's sorrow nor sadness: 

Sing of the lilacs of May 
And the royal red roses of June; 

Sing, till the neighborhood ring, 
For the world is a world full of gladness, 

A song made of sapphire and silver, 
And sung to a silvery tune. 

J . E. JOHN STONE. 

IN the course of our reading we should lay up 
in our minds a store of goodly thoughts in well
wrought words, which shall be a li\·ing treasure 
of knowledge always with us, and from which, 
at various times, and amidst all shifting circum
stances, we might be sure of drawing some 
comfort, guidance, and sympathy. 
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Ube 'Ulnbersong of 1bome. 

I know there are voices and music, too , 
Wherever we chance to roam; 

For the song of the sea comes i_nland, far 
From the rocks, where the billows foam; 

And the night-wind sings to the bright-eyed stars, 
That are up in the deep, blue dome,-

But the tenderest melody ever was heard 
Is the undersong of home. 

Oh! 'tis bliss at night, when my work is done 
In the big mill 's stifling air, 

When my body is weary from tiring toil, 
And my heart is heavy with care;

' Tis bliss to sit by the bright red fire 
In a cushioned rocking-chair,-

To while away time in a dozy dream
For this undersong rings there. 

It seems to be caught in the chimney's roar, 
When the wind runs off with the snow; 

And it sometimes hangs on the voice of the clock, 
When the fire in the hearth burns low; 

Or it chimes by the side of the kettle's bell, 
In the pipe whence the vapors go; 

And is even heard in the silent hours, 
When I think of the long ago. 

It is heard in the rythm of rocking-horse, 
When the rider is bounding in glee; 

In the laughter on lisping baby's lips, 
When, safe on its mother's knee, 

The little one lies in the light of love, 
Looking laughingly up to see 

The face and the eyes that are all aglow 
With the bliss of maternity. 

Who plays the music I am not sure, 
Or who it is hums the tune; 

But I know it is sweeter for me to hear 
Than the nightingales' lay to the moon; 

Or the bobolinks' rollicking harmonies 
In the perfumed breezes of June; 

Or the lazy lullaby hummed by the bees, 
Over blossoming fields, at noon. 

I have sometime read, -but I can't think where, 
Perhaps in a dusty tome.-

That the "household gods" were a mighty power 
In the hut and the palace of Rome; 

That in foreign lands they think the house 
Is gu~rded by fairy or gnome;-

But I thmk an angel hangs his harp 
In the heart of a happy home. 

And he takes it down, but we cannot see 
With our purblind eyes of clay.-

Though_ he ~tands in the light of the spirit land 
That ts brighter than dawn of day; 

And he strikes its chords with the cunningest hand 
That ever on earth did play, 

To lighten the burdens of mortal life, 
And charm its sorrows away. 

M. C. DONOVAN. 

't!IJougbts for @ur @trls. 
" ~ HERE is a time in every young girl's life 
~ when she says either to herself, or in an 

outburst of irritation utters her thoughts aloud: 
'Oh, dear! if I could once have my own w ay 
with no one to say me nay, what a blissfully in
dependent being I would be!' 

" Now, she might be very independent if she 
chose to cull any comfort from the notion, but 
she would likewise be unutterably lonely in that 
existence when no one took any interest in her 
comings and goings, her bodily or spiritual wel
fare. It might be very lovely for a time to do 
exactlv as she desired, but there would come a 
quiet ,hour when even a rebuke, or an outing de
nied would give more pleasure through its token 
of some human inter.est than the freedom to go 
where she pleased, unrestrained and unnoticed." 

'·Every heart longs for sympathy; it warms the 
thorny path of existence until flowers bloom 
along the pathway and birds sing in its cheerful 
effulgence. What is a home-coming with no 
one to welcome you ? Of what use all the 
treasure in the land if there is none to praise and 
enjoy it with you ? Freedom from all restraint 
means loss of those home ties, the binding cords 
of affection and the genuine, unselfish interest 
that may seem weary ones in their expression 
and repression, yet which the soul longs for 
with an ardent and sincere desire, in the life of 
utter loneliness that such freedom represents ." 

" There are two certain marks of a lady, no 
matter what her circumstances or surroundings 
may be-neatness and choice language. Fre
quently through carelessness we fall into the use 
of language that shocks us when we realize to 
what we have stooped; but neatness is an in
born quality, as is often proved by women who 
are overburdened with care. 

'·God intends women to be nice in a ll their 
ways. He has, therefore, put refined, delicate 
desires into your hearts. He expects it-men 
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expect it-and when you are rude, they are dis
appointed, and turn from you. 

"Even with your most intimate friend let no 
slang expression escape ; it is senseless; it is 
usually vulgar; it is certainly not refined. Avoid 
expletives-they lose their meaning after a time, 
if too often used . A flow of beautiful, well
chosen words from the lips are as such words 
from the pen to the reader. We betray our style 
by our conversation. 

''Let neatness be seen in all your apparel. A 
clean collar costs but little, a soiled handkerchief 
is offensive, and a rent in the seams of a dress 
unpardonable. Every woman should know how 
to wield a needle. 

"In proportion as every woman desires to be 
loved and respected, let her be delicate and dainty 
in her habits and dress, and choice of language." 

"Benjamin Franklin, in the midst of his labors 
to establish the Republic on a safe and solid basis, 
came into his house one day, and found his little 
daughter sewing. 

" 'Those buttonholes, Sally,' he said, 'a re good 
for nothing. They will not wear. If you make 
a buttonhole, child, make the best buttonhole 
possible.' 

"Not content with rebuking the child, he went 
down the street, and sent up a tailor, who had 
orders to instruct Miss Sarah in the art of making 
a buttonhole properly. 

"A great-granddaughter of the Ari1erican phil
osopher, a woman who had a national reputation 
of her inherited talents and executive ability, told 
this anecdote, adding with pride, 'Since then , the 
women of the Franklin family make buttonholes 
that will last.' 

"What great statesman now, employed in the 
formation of a nation, would observe such a 
seeming trifle? How many young girls of Sarah 
Franklin's age think it worth while, if they make 
a buttonhole, to make the best possible? 

"Few men of any age have combined, as did 
Franklln, a broad and lofty grasp of thought 
with the minute attention to practical detail; but 
it is this very quality of thoroughness in the 
most trifling work which fa lls within one's duties, 
that gives to the work and to the character of the 
worker truth and vitality. 

"The stone palaces of a great king, if poorly 
built, will crumble to pieces, but the finely-cut 
facet of a ring will endure to delight ages." 

"She is to be met with every day, this girl 
who gabbles. Everyone knows her, and, in 
consequence, avoids her. It is only the few un
wary ones who walk deliberately into her net, 
there to be talked to death by this female won
der, whose tongue runs on unceasingly on topics 
that have no earthly interest for you. 

"In ten minutes she will tell you all her family 
history, how many gowns she owns, who her 
beaux are, and what is her father's business. 
She has a fondness for recalling anecdotes con
nected with her own childhood in which she 
always figures in some most remarkable manner. 
If you try to break in and tell her some of your 
own or your relations· achievements, she can 
immediately cap your recital with a tale ten times 
more thrilling, and you begin to think what an 
insignificant little thing you must have been, 
though your mother always said you were a 
smart child for you1 age. 

"When you have once learned the ways of the 
gabbier, you find that her slightest utterance fills 
you with horror; you dread an avalanche, and 
feel inclined to duck your head before the torrent 
of reminiscences the most casual word calls 
forth. 

"The extraordinary part of all is that she thinks 
herself so entertaining that you have not the 
heart to stem the flow of words even when you 
are bored to death . Like so many people, she 
thinks a ceaseless chatter the art of fine conver
sation, and unless checked in the beginning, will 
become a veritable terror to all who come within 
her ken ." 

"Some never make the least sacrifice for the 
wel fa re of others. They consult their own taste 
and convenience on all occasions, and act ac
cordingly. In fact, they seem to forget that 
others have any likes or dislikes at variance with 
their own. If they .have talents apd learning, 
they do not give others an opportunity to derive 
any benefit from them. Such persons- do not 
fully realize their duties as socia l beings. They 

CHAPEL. 

REC:EPTION ROOM . 
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think only of themselves; as a consequence, 
other persons regard them with disgust. 

"There are, on the other hand, persons who 
are ever considerate of the feelings of others. 
Their every word is spoken in a manner that 
will hurt no one's feelings. Their every action 
in society is done with a view to please their 
companions. They are willing to forego some 
little personal comforts for the good of others, 
and recognize the fact that what may be agree
able to them will not be so to all those with 
whom they are associated. Such persons are the 
delight of society. And well they may be, for 
this consideration on their part is not only a mark 
of good breeding, but also of a generous, noble 
heart. A small act of politeness, a word kindly 
spoken may be forgotten, but a slight gesture of 
contempt, an insulting remark, will be remem
bered, and may sting the heart of a sensitive 
nature for many a year. 

''Consideration for the feelings of others is, 
then, something which all should practise. This is 
particularly true of persons who are constantly 
associated with many different characters. 
Where all are thrown together " great deal, they 
should ever be watchful of the welfare of others. 
If they have a knowledge of music, or if they 
possess other accomplishments which can be 
used for the entertainment of their companions, 
they should not refuse to add to the general 
amusement. They should rather do everything 
in their power to make life pleasant for others. 
Of course, in order to do this, they will fre
quently have to inconvenience themselves, but 
then this becomes quite natural to those who 
have learned to practise consideration for others." 

'' The danger of young life in this age is drift
ing. We must all put out to sea and make life·s 
voyage. We have left one shore, and will some 
day land on another. Where? That depends 
on what direction we have taken and on the 
mark by which we have steered our ship. Pur
pose and power determine destmation. Whither 
we are bound and the influences we utilize in 
our progress predict our character and our eter
nity. 

"But so many young people have no aim in life 
they simply drift. Instead of being masters of 

influence and the world, they become the prey 
of every passing change, ar.d are molded by 
every contact. Drifting may seem as delightful 
as sailing. But going nowhere, with no pur
pose, no glorious expectation, soon becomes 
monotonous and dull, and satiety and disgust set 
in, and life becomes bitter and despairing. 

"There can be no happiness or development 01 

usefulness in an aimless, accidental, drifting life. 
If young people will only devote themselves to 
some aim and work of life, they will escape 
many evils and losses: and when the aim is 
God·s glory and their immortality, and the mo
tive power of life is the love of God, then they 
will move in a higher plane of living and see 
finite things from the mount of Christian faith. 

'' Drifting, going with the current of thought, 
being influenced by the moral atmosphere of our 
associates, swayed by passing winds of doctrines 
and the sentiments of society, living under the 
tyranny of the present and the transient, will 
shipwreck the soul on a desolate coast." 

'·No more congenial soul exists wherein every 
grace and virtue may live and bloom, than the 
heart and mind of a good Catholic woman, 
whether she be wife, mother, daughter, or sister. 
She is the glory of the Church in every age and 
clime, and to her, above all others, has God 
given the command and exalted mission of re
deeming the world. She has done it once, and 
we believe she can and will do it again. It may 
not be her place to stand on the public rostrum 
to preach the beauty and the necessity of any 
virtue to admiring, applauding · multitudes, but 
in the recesses of her own household, at the fire
side, and by the side of the simple cradle she 
will give expression to words that for grandeur 
of effect and durability are second only to the 
immutable judgments of God Himself. 

"A woman of true and sincere piety, and who, 
at the same time, is courteous and intellectual, is 
the best missionary the Gospel has. God has 
endowed her with a gentleness and sweetness 
which, when blessed by heaven, and guided by 
virtue, can effect wonders. The very presence 
of a woman who knows how to combine an en
lightened piety with mildness, tact and thorough 
sympathy, is a constant sermon; she speaks by 
her very silence, she instills convictions without 
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argument, she attracts souls without wounding 
susceptibilities; and both in her own house and 
in her dealings with men and things, which must 
necessarily be often rude and painful, she plays 
the part of the soft woolen substance we put 
between precious, but fragile vases to prevent 
their mutually injuring each other." 

lResponses to tbe lRoll <tall at an @pen 
roeettno of tbe "S. ct. '.lL." 

MABEL KEAN- "Home-the centre of our affec
tions round which our hearts' best wishes 
twine." 

HELEN KRUMHOLZ- "Home is a central tele
graph office of human love into which run in
numerable wires of affections, many of which, 
though extending thousands of miles, are never 
disconnected from the one great terminus." 

JOSEPHINE McNuLTY-"Home--the golden set
ting in which the brightest jewel is mother." 

MARTHA BAMPFIELD-"Home-an oasis in the 
desert of life where one can find a shady retreat 
from the sun of toil, and drink from the well of 
happiness." 

ALANNA MARMION-"Home is the blossom of 
which heaven is the fruit.•· 

JosEPHINE HARDIN-"Home-the father's king- · 
dom, the children·s paradise, the mother's 
world." 

D. DENMAN-"Home-the place where the 
great are sometimes small, and the small often 
great." 

ALICE LAWLOR-"Home-a world of strife shut 
out, a world of love shut in." 

LORETTO BARRETT-"Home-a school where
in we are taught the most important lessons of 
life, for they constitute the basis upon which 
we build the whole superstructure of our charac
ters." 

MARGARET LYNCH-"Home-a workina model 
of heaven with real angels in the form of 
mothers and wives." 

. EVELYN STEWART-"Home-a place that is 
either made or marred by a woman." 

AMANDA HAWK-"Home-man's ambition, 
woman's pride." 

PEARL HAWK-"Home-the only spot on earth 
"':'here the faults and failings of humanity are 
hidden under a mantle of charity." 

MARIA FORMOSA-"Home is like a military 
band-its harmony depends on those who are 
in it." 

Uo 'Wltntfret, mtobttngale. 
l sat in a quiet, restful room, 

With the drip of the rain outside, 
And the roar of the sea that fretted loud, 

On the shores where its waves were tied· 
And I thought that I heard the music ' 

That is only in dreamland sung, 
The melody, dear, elusive, 

That knows not mortal tongue. 

As the colors are laid on the canvas so 
. 'Gains_t the night and the stormy 'roar, 

Like a p1ctt'.f'red sound was fluna the voice 
And the waves beat upon th; shore. ' 

0 bird ~rom the realms of fancy, 
0 voice from the dreamland hills. 

What thought of that wonderful country 
Through all thy music thrills? 

ls it the strain that Sappho knew? 
ls it the Lorelei ? 

The siren's song on the fateful shore? 
. The lark at the gate of day? 

Sing on, for our hearts are waiting 
To know what that song can be, 

And the voice that holds that secret 
Shall win the world to thee. 

Guss1E PACKARD Du Bois. 

REMEMBER there is no spot in the uni verse to 
which you can retreat from your influence upon 
others. 

WHATEVER our wanderings, our happiness will 
always be found within a narrow compass, and 
amidst the objects more immediately within our 
reach, but we are seldom sensible of this truth 
(hackneyed though it be in the Schools of all 
Philosophies) till our researches have spread over 
a wider area. To insure the blessing of repose, 
we require a brisker excitement than a few turns 
up and down our room. Content is like that 
humor in the crystal, on which Claudian has lav
ished the wonder of a child and the fancies of a 
poet,~" Yiv;.is gemma tumescit aquis." 
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:a. !IO. :ID. (\;. 
SKETCH OF THE LIFE OF MOTHER MARY JOSEPH JULIANA 

MARTIN, SUPERIOR OF ST. MARY'S CONVENT, YORK, 
FROM 1862 TO 1883. 

l\l!bfti 1892. 

CHAPTER IX. 
Care of Temporalltles. Silver Jubilee in Religious Life. 

ln 186- Bishop Cornthwaite gave up his house 
in Micklegate and made a new home for himself 
at Leeds, where he Jived until his death, in 1890. 
Removal from their immediate neighborhood did 
not, however, diminish his interest in the com
munity :it St. Mary's, nor hinder his very frequent 
intercourse with them. He could not. as before, 
pay them daily visits, but his correspondence 
.with the convent was little short of daily. As 
time went on his solicitude for the house ripened 
into warm affection, which he sometimes 
acknowledged with much feeling. In his per
sonal dealings with the nuns, he retained to the 
end much of his original bluntness; yet they 
came, in time, to discover that a rich fund of 
spiritual weight and an unfailing readiness to 
help, underlay the unprepossessing surface. When 
they referred to him the solution of the smallest 
difficulty of conscience, they found him as will
ing to bestow his serious attention to it as 
though it had been a weighty affair of the diocese. 
As to his special relations with Reverend Mother 
Juliana, it must be owned that it was not for 
some years that they came to be on what could 
be called a really comfortable footing. 

When his Lordship had adjusted, according to 
his ideal of wh:1t was fitting, the spiritual struct
ure of Community life, he began to take in hand 
the :ilteration of St. Mary's material building. 
He dearly loved bricks and mortar, and, it was 
a pleasure to him to exercise his taste in their 
disposal. The first improvement in this kind that 
he proposed was the coverina in and unitina . o b 

with a small entrance hall the open court that 
formed the central quadrangle of the house. 
R_everend Mother cordially cooperated with the 
Bishop's scheme for modernizing the old place, 
but in doing so she had to run counter to some 
strongly conservative instincts rife in the com
munity. The "court," unbeautiful as it was, 
with its weather-stained pavement and walls of 

dingiest hue, set around with parallel rows of 
unsightly windows, was, nevertheless, exceed~ 
ingly dear. It formed the distinctive feature of 
the old home, rebuilt by Reverend Mother Aspi• 
nal, early in the later half of the last century, 
after the plan of the oldest existing convent of 
the Institute of Mary, at Augsburg. in Bavaria. 

lf its severity of style suggested the idea of a 
prison, all the more was it dear as a reminder of 
the days when to Join the society of the "Ladies 
of the Bar" entailed a prospect of committal to 
rose-bridge gaol. Apart from sentiment, too, 
there was an objection to the projected alteration, 
for part of the plan was to do away with the 
walls of separation between the entrance of the 
convent and the school quarters, thus providing 
undesirable facilities of observation for curious 
children, and an unintercepted range of vision 
from the street-door to the boundary wall of the 
garden-ground-a formidable innovation! The 
design was carried out, notwithstanding. Work
men, of the Bishop's own choosing, executed his 
orders entirely to his satisfaction; and the new 
hall with its glazed roof, delicately-tinted pillars 
and arches, bright tessellated pavement, and 
flower-stands, was, from an aesthetic point ot 
view, at any rate, an improvement on the scene 
it replaced; and, if among the inmates of the 
house, there were any who could not cordially 
accept aesthetic embellishments as compensation 
for cherished relics of ''auld Jang syne," they had 
the good taste not to tl1row a discordant note 
into the general chorus of approbation. 

The Bishop's next brick-and-mortar scheme, in 
behalf of St. Mary's, was to build a small Gothic 
church adjoining the convent. He was much in 
earnest over the project, and had little difficulty 
in inducing Reverend Mother Juliana to enter 
warmly into his views on the subject, ardently 
loving, as she did, the beauty of God's house. 
lnsuperable obstacles interposing, however, they 
had to relinquish their good intention. In lieu of 
building a church, Reverend Mother was fain to 
content herself with renovating the old convent 
chapel, built by Reverend Mother Aspinal, in 
1769, giving it additional light and airiness, and 
substituting for the dark woodwork and sombre 
colouring of an earlier age a style of decoration 
more in harmony with the taste of the period. 
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When this work was compldeJ the chapel was 
reopened with the clothing and profession cere
monies of a postulant and a novice, the Bishop 
of Salford, Dr. Vaughan, now Cardinal-Arch
bishop of Westminster, presiding at the function, 
in the absence of Dr. Corn th waite. 

Other improvements inside and outside the 
house were energetically taken in hand soon 
after the restoration of the chapel. The west
wing of the building was restored, fitted up with 
commodious bath-rooms, and enlarged by the 
addition of a play-room. The gardens about the 
same time underwent considerable improve
ments. 

Towards the close of 1874, Reverend Mother 
completed twenty-five years of religious life. 
With the sanction and sympathy of the Bishop, 
the community seized the opportunity of testify
ing their esteem of her by a hearty and loyal cele
bration of the Silver Jubilee. A gathering of 
clerical friends, including her brother, Father 
Henry Martin, S. j., officiated at the High Mass 
and other religious ceremonies which formed the 
chief part of the festive programme, and helped 
her religious family to put her humility on thorns 
by making a fuss in her honor. It is pleasant to 
find the name of her old friend and spiritual 
father, Father Jarrett, S. J., among those of the 
most hearty sympathisers, on the occasion. He 
was prevented from joining the party of reve
rend guests at St. Mary's, but he w;;s rep re -
sented there by a metrical tribute whkh, reviving 
his custom of a quarter of a century back, he 
exacted of his muse to grace a new stage in his 
spiritual daug hter's heavenward journey. 

CHAPTER X. 

Zeal for the Community's Spiritual Welfare. Approbation of the 

Institute of Mary by the Holy See. 1877. 

The necessary cares of Martha, as we have 
seen, were not neglected by the zealous superior. 
Still less, however, did she allow these to en
trench upon the more sacred rights of Mary. 
Good things spiritual were always most coveted 
and first sought after by her. Iler chief care 
was duly to regulate those exercises of devotion 
upon which the preservation of the religious 
spirit of a community mainly depends. Methodi
ca l and regular in all things, and bent on secur-

ing consistency in the spiritual direction of her 
nuns, she prevailed upon the Rishop to allow the 
annual retreat of eight days, prescribed by the 
Rule, to be conducted invariably by fathers of the 
Society of Jesus. Previously its plan had varied 
each year according to the bent of a director 
selected indiscriminately from any Religious 
order. Her satisfaction in securing this favour 
was very great. From childhood her affections 
had been strongly drawn to the Society, yet it 
would be wronging her to suppose that in an 
official measure like this she acted at the instiga
tion of personal predilection. Her motive was 
to provide her community with the means of 
attaining a perfect understanding of the Rule 
they were called to follow. She rejoiced to think 
that the course adopted would tend to reset the 
spirit of the house on primitive lines, for she 
cherished the remembrance that the Institute of 
Mary had been fashioned on the model and in 
the spirit of the Kule of St. Ignatius It was in 
keeping, too, with the traditions of St. Mary's 
that its inmates should receive instruction at the 
hands of Jesuits, for almost uninterruptedly from 
its foundation until the first year of the present 
century, owi11g to the exceptional conditions 
resulting from a state of proscription, fathers of 
the society had served the community as chap
lains. *It was to their prudent cou nsels, under 
God's protection, that the community had been 
enabled to carry on a fruitful apostolate, and to 
weather the storms that assailed its existence 
during the fierce ordeal of the pen;il era. 

Now, in more peaceful days, through the in
strumentality of an eminent member of the 
Society, Mother Mary Juliana was privileged to 
obtain a priceless boon for the house she 
governed and for the Institute at large: the 
final approbation, namely, of the congregation by 
the Holy See. The Rule of the Institute, said to 
be the first of the now large number of such 
rules for similar congregations of Religious 
women, drawn from the Constitutions of St. 
Ignatius, had been approved by Pope Clement 
the Eleventh, on the petition of Anna Barbara 
Babthorpe, its fifth General Superior, in 1703, but 

*A t the 1 ime of the Society's suppression, 177 31 the chaplaincy was held by 
Fr. Chamberlain S. J. He died at the convent in 1796. His place was f:lled 
success ively by Frs. Howard, Plowden, and Allain, ex-Jesuits. The last
named left the Convent in 18oo. 
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the Institute itself had been denied confirmation, 
because, as Pope Benedict the Fourteenth certifies, 
it was not in accordance with the discipline of 
the Church at that time to approve any institute 
of simple vows . 

Loyally devoted to her Institute as Mother 
Mary Juliana was, she must often have regretted 
the deprivation of the fuller Papal sanction ac
corded in later times to many kindred institutions 
of younger growth; but until the means of com
pa~sing its attainment were placed within her 
reach she can scarcely have hoped to be instru
mental in securing the coveted favour. 

Certain misstatements, published in one of the 
Catholic periodicals, concerning the origin of the 
Im titute, the enquiries and elucidations that fol
lowed, and still more the warm and intelligent 
interest which enlightened friends bega n, about 
the same time, to manifest in the history of the 
English virgins, led her to investigate in that 
direction, and put her in the way of acquiring a 
knowledge of the subject very usefel to one in 
her position. With increasing knowledge grew 
the ambition to further the interests of the Insti
tute; but she was too prudent to attempt the 
prosecution of any plans for this object without 
submitting them to the judgment of a competent 
adviser. She became painfully conscious of the 
need of a guide possessing the qualifications 
which her case demanded. It need hardly be 
said that prayer was her resource in this emer
gency; and faithfully fulfilling, as she always did, 
the condition upon which the heart's desires are 
granted, it is not wonderful that she obtained 
what she petitioned in measure beyond her ex
pectations. 

. The Spring of 1876 brought to St. Mary 's, as 
if by chance, an unexpected visitor,-Father 
Morris of the Society of Jesus, destined by God's 
good providence to become a staunch friend of 
the Yo_r~ Community and a zealous promoter of 
the spmtual welfare of the Institute of Mary. 
Historical researches among the records of the 
old northern capital detained him in York some 
weeks, during the course of which, as he did 
most of his literary work at the convent, 
R_everend Mother became well acquainted with 
hir:11. Acquaintance quickly ripened into friend
ship, and she recognized with thankfulness that 

the guide she had long prayed for was now at 
her side with all the knowledge, wisdom, and 
prudence she could desire, and an ungrudging 
readiness to put them at her service. She 
freely discussed with Father Morris the matters 
lying nearest to her heart, and concerning most 
nearly her house and Institute. Amongst these 
was a cherished scheme, to thoroughly investi
gate the case of Mary Ward, to have the history 
of that noble and saintly woman well written, 
and so to clear her name from the aspersions 
which have unjustly been cast upon it. Father 
Morris, though he became in later years, one of 
the most zealous defenders of Mary 's cause, was 
then averse to any process that would bring her 
name before the public. He saw no prospect of 
bringing such a process to a satisfactory issue, 
and considered it unwise, therefore, to set it on 
foot. While expressing himself strongly to this 
effect, he proposed to Reverend Mother as an 
alternative more profitable and practicable, that 
she should endeavour to obtain the full and entire 
confirmation of the Institute by the H0ly See. 
It needed but a spark to set her on fire in such a 
cause. The sanction of the Bishop which was 
necessary before the plan could be put into oper
ation, was readily granted. Bishop Cornthwaite 
and Father Morris were old friends, having held 
in conjunction the posts of Rector and Vice
Rector, respectively, at the English College, 
Rome; and his Lordship was more than con
tent to entrust the interests of his nuns to one 
in whose judgment and discretion he had learned 
to place implicit reliance. 

Letters asking cooperation in forwarding a 
petition to the Holy See were addressed to all the 
central houses of the congregation in every 
quarter of the globe to which the Institute had 
spread. From most of these came discouraging 
replies. In the German provinces, critical rela
tions between the civil government and Religious 
orders, enforced the utmost caution where there 
was question of communication with Rome in a 
matter that might attract public attention. In 
other quarters those applied to were advised to 
stand aloof, on the ground that the suit had small 
chance of success. One province alone entered 
warmly into the enterprise-the province which 
had houses subject to the jurisdiction of the 
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Bishop of Rodiopolis, Vicar-Apostolic of Patna, 
in the East Indies. That Prelate seconded the 
Bishop of Beverley in presenting the petition to 
the Holy See. 

Through Dr. Morris' masterly management of 
the business, the necessary formalities were ex
peditiously carried forward, and with a prompti
tude astonishing to those acquainted with the 
proverbial slowness of Rome's proceedings, his 
Holiness Pope Pius IX. graciously bestowed the 
favour pleaded for on the 4th of February , 1877. 

The Decree of Approbation reached the Bishop 
in March, a few days before the feast of St. 
Joseph, a day which seemed to his Lordship a 
fitting one on which to announce good tidings. 
On the 19th, accordingly, having taken the 
Superior alone into his confidence, when the 
community were assembled to assist at his mass 
in the convent chapel, he read the precious docu
ment, prefacing 1t with the following words: 

'' My dear Sisters in Christ, I am about to read 
"you a Decree which, I am sure, will be a subject 
"of joy and grati tude to you all, for in it is con
" veyed to you the solemn approbation of your 
"Institute. I received it only on Saturday from 
"His Holiness, and I take this first opportunity 
"of coming to make it known to you. For 
"this you are indebted to a friend whom you 
"have known but of late years. His talents, 
"his learning, and his holiness have obtained 
"the favour you sought from the Holy See. He · 
"drew up the Petition in which you begged for 
"the approbation of your Institute, and this 
'' Petition the Holy Father found it impossible to 
"refuse. You have up to this time been like 
"many other institutes and congrega tions in the 
"Church, bu.t you have not had that solemn ap
" probation which is here accorded to your In
" stitute. This feast of St. Joseph, on which 
"your work receives the formal confirmation of 
"the Holy See, will be a feast in the Institute in 
"every sense of the word as long as time, that 
"is to say, as long as the Institute shall last. " 

Very frequent were the acts of gratitude that 
went up to Heaven in union with the Holy Sacri
fice which the Bishop offered in thanksgiving for 
the blessing he had announced; and the mother 
of the religious family gathered before the altar, 
must have felt that she was well requited on that 

day for many a bygone year of toil and care in 
her arduous post. 

In a letter of congratulation on the occasion, 
Father Morris remarks: "I never expected that 
the Holy See would grant the petition until the 
Bishop of every diocese in which any House 
exists had sent his testimonial. That is the usual 
proceeding, and you have been treated with ex
ceptional favour. The singular part of the matter 
is that the houses of the In st itute that did not 
ask, share in the approbat ion that you have ob
tained. They will have reason to be surprised 
and delighted. " 

Their own testimony to the ·effect quickly 
followed the announcement of the good tidings, 
which it was the pleasing duty of the York 
Superior to make. The General Superior of the 
Institute in Germany wrote thus: 

"The surprise and the joy that filled my heart 
" at the perusal of your dearly revered lines, and 
'' at the sight of the decree, were so intense, that 
" I feel bound to send you by return of post, 
"a short but deep-felt proof of my thanksgiv
" ing to the Lord for the infinite benefit His 
" Vicar on earth has deigned to bestow on our 
"Institute, and of gratitude towards your ow n 
"self at allowing our convents in Bavaria to reap 
"the fruits of your earnest entreaties, and of the 
"noble exertions of His Lordship the Bishop of 
" Beverley in behalf of us all ... ....... ..... . . . 
" .. .. May our communities be ever united in 
'' prayer for the welfare of each other, and may 
" God's blessing ever rest on all our undertak
" ings. This is the well-meant wish of yours 
"most affectionately in J. C., 

'' Mary Paur, General Superioress of the 
"Institute of the 8. Virgin. 

"Nymphenburg, 4th April, 1877." 
The touching words which follow came from 

the Chief Superior of the Austrian branch: 
" Dear Reverend Mother and Sister in J. C. : 

"May you be pleased kindly to accept my heart
" felt thanksgiving for the most happy news 
'' vou were so very good to communicate to me. 

·" Indeed, in the seventy-fifth year of my life I 
"arn now in and among so many troubles in 
"our poor country, nothing could have given 
"me so much genuine joy . ....... .......... . 

"Maria Mariasher v. Friedenstein, 
" Superior General. 
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" P. S. All the Superiors and all the members 
"of all the houses in Austria unite their earn
" est thanks to the most Holy Father, and to 
" yo u, most Reverend Mother." 

The Superior of the Mother House in Ireland, 
Reverend Mother Somers, wrote: 
"My dear Rev. Mother: 

"Very many thanks for your kind and affec
" tionate letter which contained such g lad tid
" ings as the approva l of our dear Institute, a 
"favour we have been praying for and earnestly 
"desiring, although desired not to petition for 
" it at present. However, thank God, your 
"good Bishop has obtained this great blessing 
"for you, and through you for us all. It is a 
"new link to unite us in grateful love to York, 
"to which we owe our existence and so many 
" blessings. 

'' We sha ll gladly unite in thanking the Holy 
"Father for his solemn approbation. 

" I have been a great invalid latterly, so trust 
'' you will excuse my short letter, but I really 
"feel overpowered with gratitude. 

"Your affectionate sister in J. C, 
" C. SOMERS." 

From the chief house of the Italian branch at 
Lodi came the following: 
"Dear Reverend Mother and Sister in J. C. : 

"With intense satisfaction and happiness we 
"have received the news of the approbation and 
"confirmation of our beloved Institute ... .... . . 
"In order to send our letter of thar.ksgiving more 
"quickly to our Most Holy Father, Pope f--'_ius 
"IX., our Bishops advised us to forward it 
"directly, uniting therein the names of our houses 
"at Crema and Riella with the letters written by 
"our Bishops. I send you a Latin copy of the 
'' letteG etc. , e tc. 

" Yours devotedly in J. C. , 
"M. HELENA SOLERA." 

. Other letters too numerous for particular men
tion were written in the same strain by local 
superiors in England, Ireland, Germany, Bohemia, 
Italy, Gibra ltar, India, America and Australia. 

Among many congratulations from priests and 
prelates, a few words of the late Archbishop 
Ullathorne, of venerated memory, have a special 
value on account both of their intrinsic weight 
and the more than common interest that hangs 
9n the name of the writer: 

"BIRMINGHAM, April 7, 1877. 
"Dear Rev. Mother: 

' ' I congratulate you and your respected com
" munity on your having received the formal ap
" probation of the Holy See. 

" It is far from unusual, however, for an lnsti
" tute to work on for two hundred years before 
"they receive their approbation. I have myself 
"had to deal with such cases. One advantage 
'' results from delay-that the Rule gets thoroughly 
"tested before it gets thoroughly fixed. I have 
"seen the evil results of an Institute receiving 
"such approval prematurely. The Sisters of--, 
"for example, will suffer from this cause as long 
" as they exist. 

"Yet, I can quite enter into the feelings of joy 
"and peace with which you and your community 
"have re.ceived a document which gives you a 
"permanent canonical position among the estab
" lished institutions of religion. 

" You have, no doubt, had your course of 
"trials, but these are always so valuable in the 
'' hoarding up of experience and traditional pru
" dence, as the Church sings in the dedication of 
'' her material churches. By many blows and 
' ' pressures· the stones are fitted into the sacred edi
,, flee After which it stands firm and defies the 
"assaults of time and tempest. 

"I received your letter at Stone, and read it 
"there to the superioresses, who were much 
" pleased to hear good news of your community. 

" I have nothing to draw me to the north now, 
'' but if I ever come to York, will not fail to call 
'' and see you. 

" Praying our Lord to bless you and your com
" munity, 

'' I remain, 
" Dear Rev. Mother, 

"Your faithful St. in Xt., 
"t W. B. Ullathorne. 

Glancing over the history of the Institute, one 
cannot fail to note the strongly contrasting cir
cumstances connected respectively with the 
earlier and later petitions for Apostolic approval. 
That presented to Pope Clement the Eleventh, at 
the beginning of the eighteenth century, was 
urged by a small crowd of magnates. The 
Elector Maximilian Emanuel of Bavaria and his 
roya l consort, the ex-Queen of Poland, the 
exiled Qyeen of England, Mary Beatrice of 
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Modena, Duke Max Philip of FOrckheim, the 
Bishops of Augsburg and Frisingen, and Dr. Ley
burn, Vicar-Apostolic of England. 

The petition to Pope Pius IX., in 1877, was, 
as we have seen, signed by two bishops only. 
In the circulation of the Papal decrees, too, we 
note a no less marked contrast. Seven Houses 
only existed to share in the benefit conveyed by 
the first, while the second, as has been shown, 
had a world-wide tour to make. At the present 
date there exist not fewer than a hundred and 
fifty houses of the Congregation; and the estab
lishment of filiations in the colonies is of frequent 
occurrence. In an article on the origin of the 
Institute of Mary, Father Morris writes: 

"There are few Institutes in the Church more 
"flourishing, though owing to variety of names, 
" and the independence of houses and branches, 
"the essential unity of the Institute is not readily 
"recognized. The 'English Virgins' or 'Eng
" lish Ladies ' is the traditional title under which, 
"in Germany, the work of Mary Ward and her 
"companions is honoured and kept alive, while 
" in Ireland the name which is best known is 
"that of 'Loretto Nuns,' from the title given to 
"the Mother-house at Rathfarnham . The lnsti
" tute of the 'Blessed Virgin' is the official title 
" of them all." 

It was an object very dear to Mother M. 
Juliana to maintain union with the different 
branches of the Institute by association of prayer 
and affrctianate intercourse. For such inter
course many facilities were afforded her. In her 
noviceship she had for companions two young 
Irish sisters sent from Rathfarnham to York for 
the purpose of acquiring the traditional spirit of 
their Rule at the same source, whence it was 
imbibed by the venerable Irish founders. Rev. 
Mother Ball, one of these sisters, eventually be
came superior of one of the Loretto Convents. 
As superior, Mother Mary Juliana had the satis
faction of several times entertaining, as visitors, 
members of both the Irish and the German 
branches. Among the former were Reverend 
Mothers Hogan, Sweetman and Hart, all foun
dresses of houses in India, who, on their w ay 
thither, visited the old "Bar Convent" in a filial 
spirit, as the ancestral home to which their Alma 
Mater owed her origin. Through the instru-

mentality of Sister Mary Christina Gaynor, a nun 
very zealous in the work of education and a 
woman of great influence, Mother M. Juliana 
was enabled to introduce to the Irish noviciate 
many recruits, amongst whom several have done, 
or are doing good service in the colonial mis
sions. 

Among the religious of the parent stock in 
Germany who visited York during Mother M. 
Juliana 's superiority, were Reverend Mother 
Edwards, foundress of the convents of the Insti
tute at Haverstock Hill and Ascot, and Sister Mary 
Catherine Chambers, a member of the Haver
stock community, authoress of the " Life o t 
Mary Ward." 

[ TO BE CONTINUED . ] 

J6atll? IDe"elopeb t,ower to <Iommanb. 
((ONTINUEU.) 

" "1T"" HE appellation of Great," says Gibbon, 
\Ji,-' "has often been bestowed, and some-

times deserved; but Charlemagne is the only 
prince in whose favor the title has been indissolu
bly blended with the name. " The reason may, 
perhaps, be that in no other man were ever united 
in so large a measure, and in such perfect har
mony, the qualities which, in their combination, 
constitute the heroic charar:ter, such as energy, 
ambition, love of knowledge; and sensibility, or 
the love of pleasure-not, indeed, the love of for
bidden, of unhallowed, or of enervating pleasure, 
but the keen relish for those blameless delights 
by which the burdened mind and jaded spirit re
cruit and renovate their powers-delights of 
which none are susceptible in the highest degree 
but those whose more serious pursuits are sus
tained by the highest motives and directed 
toward the hig hest ends; for the charms of socia l 
intercourse, the play of buoyant fancy, the ex
hilaration of honest mirth, and even the refresh
ment of athletic exercises, require, for their per
fect enjoyment, that robust and absolute health 
of hody and of mind, which none but the noblest 
natures possess, and in the possession of which 
Charlemagne exceeded all other men. 

This colossal figure in early European history 
was crowned king at twenty-six, was master of 
France and the greater part of Germany at 
twenty-nine, had placed on his head the iron 
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crown of Italy at thirty-two, and conquered 
Spain at thirty-six . The rank held by him 
among great commanders w as achieved mainly 
by a strange and almost superhuman activity 
rather than by any pre-eminent proficiency in 
the art or science of war. He was seldom en -
gaged in any general action, and never under
took any considerable siege, excepting that of 
Pavia, which, in fact, was little more than a pro
tracted blockade; but, during forty-six years of 
almost unintermitted warfare, he swept over the 
whole surface of Europe, from the Ebro to the 
Oder, from Bretagne to Hungary, from Denmark 
to Cap ua, with such a velocity of movement and 
such a decision of purpose that no general can 
be said to have rivalled his inflex ible persever
ance as a conqueror. To Charlemagne is due the 
introduction into modern warfare of the art by 
which a general compensates for the numerical 
inferiority of his own forces to those of his antag
onists-the art of moving detached bodies of men 
along remote but converging lines with such 
mutual concert as to throw their united forces at 
the same moment on any medit ,1ted point of 
attack. 

Every year, and often more than once in the 
year, Charlemagne raised his war-cry, assembled 
his knights, mounted his steed, and drove back 
several leagues farther rebels, barbarians, or in
fidels . He enlarged the Christian circle; he en
larged it with great blows of his sword. And 
he succeeded so well that in the midst of 
Europe he secured an immense space, where 
priests and monks could fully preach the Gospel 
of God, where the saints could freely offer to 
humanity luminous types of all the virtues, where 
the doctors could freely build the noble edifice of 
theology, and, finally where souls could be easily 
and freely saved. 

The night of the 25th of December, of the 
year 800, will always remain as one of the 
memorab_le dates of universal history. The spec
tacle which the basilica of St. Peter then pre-
ented was one of those which humanity never 

f~rgets. A great man, a great captain, a great 
kmg, on his knees before God and before a priest, 
who_ :epresented that God; kneeling, yet not 
humiliated; kneeling, without lessening his dig
nity! It was thus that the son of Pepin wished 

to show all peoples the divine origin of power. 
All the treatises that have been written on this 
question have not the value of the act which 
Charlemagne accomplished so simply before the 
feet of Pope Leo the Third , and which was so 
easily understood by the whole of Christian hu
manity. The idea of the Pope and of the Emperor, 
for the future, was made lucid and complete in 
all minds. 

The Emperor appeared in the world as the 
armed defender of disarmed truth, and the Pope 
as the independent preacher of sovereign truth. 
To render this indepJndence still more certain 
and durable the Emperor judged it necessary to 
confer upon the Sovereign Pontiff a real royalty, 
so that this guardian of doctrine would not be 
obliged to seek from any other king a hospitality 
dangerous to his liberty. It is, therefore, to 
Charlemagne, the imitator of his father, Pepin,
it is to Charlemagne that the Papacy owes that 
power whose incomprehensible splendor can not 
be contested even by its most violent enemies. 
If Gregory the Seventh was able to struggle ·so 
valiantly for justice and for truth; if the great 
Innocent the Third w as counsellor of the whole 
world; if old Gregory the Ninth was able to keep 
Frederick the Second in check; if Boniface the 
Eighth could thwart Philip the Fair-it is to 
Charlemagne that they owe the power of having 
been able to make these noble and necessary re
sistances. Without the magnificent present 
.which the Frank kings made to the Papacy, the 
successors of St. Peter and Leo the Third would 
have as courageously announced the truth to the 
Christian world, but they would have been har
kened to with less attention, and fewer souls, 
perhaps, would have been saved. 

Bossuet says of Charlemagne: "His prodigi
ous conquests were the enlargement of the king
dom of God, and he showed himself thoroughly 
Christian in all his works . . , And Joseph de 
Maistre adds: • 'This man is so great that great
ness has entered into his name." 

The historical importance of the life-work of 
Charlemagne has. been summarized by an Amer
ican writer in the words: "He left a great legacy 
to civilization. " 

Gonsalvo de Cordova, known in history as 
"El Gran Capitan" ("Great Captain"), and 
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among courtiers as "El Principe de los Cavalle
ros" ("The Prince of Cavaliers") was one of the 
noblest and most picturesque characters who 
gave glory to the reign of Ferdinand and Isabella. 

Prescott remarks: ''Gonsalvo may be said to 
have been literally nursed amid the din of battle," 
for at the time of his birth his family were the 
chiefs of a powerful faction in Cordova, and had 
sanguinary conflicts in the streets with the 
opposing faction-the house of Ca bra. After the 
death of Gonsalvo's father, the partisans of his 
house, deprived of their leader, carried their in
fant chief with them in their fights . 

When only sixteen years of age, the bravery 
exhibited by the young hero at the battle of 
Albuera was noted in his dispatches by Alonso 
de Cardenas; but it was ir:i a war with the 
Moors, which began with the surprise of Zahara, 
in 1481, and ended with the surrender of Gra
nada, in 1492, that the mi litary genius of Gon
salvo was first conspicuously exhibited on a 
great theatre. 

OJ,ieen Isabella chose Gonsalvo to take com
mand of the Italian expedition, sent to repel the 
French King, Charles VIII, from Naples, to 
which he laid claim. Gonsalvo being overruled 
by the impati ence of King Ferdinand of Naples, 
was defeated, but no discredit attached to him 
on this account, and in the thickest of the fight, 
long after King Ferdinand had fled, Gonsalvo was 
seen charging the enemy at th e head of his hand
ful of Spaniards, striving to cover the retreat of 
his panic-stricken allies. By the end of the year 
this valiant soldier had overrun the whole of 
Calabria, and with the slenderest means, with
stood and conquered one of the best-disciplined 
armies in Europe. It was then that ·he was by 
general consent, greeted with the title of "Great 
Captain. " King Ferdinand himself declared th at 
by the conquest of Calabria more lustre had been 
added to his crown than by his triumph over 
Granada. 

Gonsalvo de Cordova possessed all the qualities 
essential to success-courage, constancy, singular 
prudence, dexterity in negotiation, and inexhausti
ble fertility of resource. He has left a character, 
unimpeached by any historian, of unblemished 
morality in his domestic relations . His whole 
public life exhibited the mo t devoted loyalty to 

his sovereign, which was often repaid with in
gratitude and ungenerous requital of his services. 

The history of Europe, perhaps of the world, 
cannot produce a more extraordinary character 
than Peter the Great, the creator of the modem 
Russian empire, the grandson of the illustrious 
head of the Romanoff dynasty, who, at the age 
of seventeen, became the autocrat of the immense 
region stretching from the confines of Sweden to 
those of China, and whose exploits were mainly 
due to his own force of character rather than to 
the favorable coincidence of circumstances 

Peter was not yet twenty-eight when he united 
with Frederic of Denmark and Augustus of Po
land in forming a confederacy against Charles 
XII., the young king of Sweden, with a view to 
recover the provinces of Ingria and Carelia, which 
had formerly belonged to Russia . The Russians 
were undisciplined, and Charles obtained a com
plete victory. Peter was not a character to be 
dispirited by a single failure ''Though my 
brother Charles affects to play the Alexander, I 
trust he will not find me a Darius," he said, an d 
exerting himself with vigor to recruit and discip
line his troops, he took Narva by assau lt, in 1704, 
and in 1709 gained the decisive battle of Pultowa. 
By the peace of Nystad, in 1721, Peter added 
lngria, Esthonia, and Livonia to his dominions. 

The reputation of the conqueror, whose sole 
delight is to be the thunderbolt of war, lives on ly 
in the interested applause and admiration of his 
own age; while the memory of the father of his 
country is immortal; but unfortunately, tha t 
memory, in the case of this imperial organiser, is 
stained with the foul stain of barbari'ty, even to 
his own offspring. Unfeeling, impatient, furi 
ous under the influence of pass ion, and a s lave 
to his own arbitrary will, Peter was shamefull y 
prodigal of the lives of his subjects, and never 
endeavored to identify their ease or happiness 
with his glory and persona l greatness. He was 
accustomed to confound the independence of 
foreign ministers with the servility of his people, 
and to expect from their courtesy a similar acqui
escence in his caprices. It is related that, one 
day, this proficient in navigation proposed to 
them an aquatic excursion from St. Petersburg 
to Cronstadt. The ambassadors assembled in a 
Qytch pt1cket-boat, which sailed along with 
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its illustrious freight under the guidance of the 
scientific Emperor. Before they had measured 
half their voyage, a strong wind blew from the 
west, a slight mist was perceived, and a 
black cloud gathered at a distance in the 
horizon. The experience of the royal pilot 
predicted the approach of a storm; and his nau
tical judgment was not deceived. Its appear
ance presently became dreadful, while the livid 
g lare of lightning, and the tremendous peals of 
thunder, did not serve to pacify the terrors of the 
diplomatic crew. One of them, whom we may 
suppose to be the least familiar with these terrific 
scenes, conjured the Emperor, with every sign of 
fear, to hasten towards the land. "I beseech 
your majesty," exclaimed the angry and terrified 
ambassador, "to return to St. Petersburg or to 
Peterhoff, which is still nearer, and to remember 
that the object of my mission to Russia was not 
to be drowned: for if I perish here (and the 
present prospect shows me no other destiny), 
your majesty must be responsible to my master 
for the loss of his representative." "Sir," rep lied 
the Emperor, with an unconsoling and mortifying 
pleasantry, '·if you are drowned, we must all 
share the same fate, and then none will remain to 
account to your court for the untimely end of 
your Excellency." 

HELEN KRUMHOLZ. 

WlorbswortJ, anb 1Rature. 
He read the book of Nature till he knew 
The most consoling messa ge written there· 
Brook, meadow, hill and mountain sky a~d air 
Bright sundawn, noon a nd sunset, flower and 

dew, 
Storm ~arkness, -aught that's stern or fair to 

view, 
These, each, received, as 'twere a sister's share, 
His love, his praise; and joined with him in 

prayer. 
When Nat_ur~ laug hed his noble heart was gay; 
She "':'as his insp1ra t1on , lover, law; 
Yet since he passed his peaeeful life away 
Among her haunts , ' tis strange he never saw 
Th at often, to maintain her ruthless sway, 
She shows herself with bloody tooth and claw. 

M. C. DONOVAN. 
--- ---

KINDNE sis stowed away in the heart like rose
leaves in a drawer, to sweeten every object around 
them, and to bring hope to the weary -hearted. 

JEaster=='l!ibe flDustcal anb '.lLtterarr JEn-
tertatnment. 

'71+/fl AS it the radiant glory of the Resurrec~ 
~ tion that shone into our hearts and 

made us so exultingly happy at the b lessed 
Easter-tide? You would have thought so at 
sight of the vision of fair maidens who graced 
the spacious hall on.the 28th of April, and enter
t:Jined and charmed beyond the power of words 
to describe , the numerous guests who had as
sembled in it-some for the first time. 

Everything that Art could do--and I may add 
Nature: for where is she so lavish of her gifts as 
in our own dear home ? had been done to beauti
fy and adorn the scene; even the clerk of the 
weather--that much-abused official--contributed 
his share by sending us an ideal day, although 
he had indulged in one of his most capricious 
moods before and after the auspicious event. 

Every number on the program was most effect
ively rendered, but special mention must be made 
of the artistic and sympathetic interpretation of 
Mr. Mahr's two delightful numbers on that soul
ful instrument, the 'cello. The beautiful Popper 
Adag io, "Devotional," was a fitting prelude to 
"Magdalen," A tradition of Nain--to the "hush 
that fell o'er Nain the fair, between the mellowed 
waves and far blue hills of Juda, " where Magda
len had caught her first glimpse of Paradise--had 
seen the Nazarene-

,' Through all the ages, in hope 's sweetest tone, 
The 'Go in peace' that met the Magdalen 
At Simon's feast, in old Bethania, 
That night of mercy 's memory, still m~ets 
The wayward steps that homeward turn when 

Christ 
Triumphs, anti love and mercy conquer sin." 

The picturesque costume of the · '"Yale of 
Pearls," the fairy revel, the tuneful singing of the 
queen, the echoes of "The Home I Love so 
Dearly ," appealed to every heart; whi le the 
magic power of the "Witch of Woody Dell" 
was so cleverly portrayed by Maud Merle, Mary 
Cotter, and the juvenile elocutionists that, doubt · 
less, many present felt tempted to test the 
efficacy of her potions. D. DENMAN. 

THE common mind is the true Parian marble, 
fit to be wrought into likeness to a god. 
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on earth to plead for them? How many are the 
children of those whose lips have never breathed 

a single 'De Profundis'? To devote himself to 
aiding these forsaken souls became the life-work 
of Father Buguet. He began his labors in a 
humble way, set his own type, and printed leaf
lets, pleading the cause of the forsaken souls. 
He craved an alms-the annu,11 subscription of 
one half-penny-to celebrate a daily Mass, and 
the CEuvre E·xpiatoire is founded. Thirteen 

years have rolled by. What is the CEuvre Ex
piatoire to-day? A vast organization, with a 
personnel of nearly two hundred ernployes, an 
Arch-Confraternity, Prima Prirnaria, numbering 
six million Associates, representatives of every 
clime, of every race; honored with the special 
benediction of the Chief of Christendom, pro
tected by cardinals and prelates. And the daily 
Mass is now multiplied three-hunJredfold, so 
that during the year the Holy Sacrifice was offered 

135,882 times for the forsaken souls. Truly, 
considering this marvellous work, we can but 

exclaim with the Prophet: ''Digitus Dei est 
hie!' " 

It is with much pleasure we read this splendid 
record. Such organizations . as the CEuvre Ex
piatoire are best calculated to stern the tide of 
irreligion and infidelity which accomplishes such 
an immense amount of harm in all the Conti
nental countries, and, we regret to say, particu
larly in France. 

* 
A MOO LIGHT serenade. Within the convent 

walls ? The sequel tells the tale. Calmly was 
our sweet sister-editor dreaming away the "wee 
sma' hours, " dreaming, perhaps. of-well, we 
will not divulge her secrets, she is not romantic, 
though we have often heard her declare that the 
balcony outside her window is a perfect Romeo 
and Juliet affair. At all events, calmly was she 
sleeping while the soft moonbeams silvered 
e~ery object in her room, when suddenly the 
st~llness of the night was broken in upon by the 
faint sound of a guitar. ''Music hath charms " 
-in this case the working of the charm was li~e 

magic. Sitting up she listened attentively-per
haps it was, at last, a Romeo who had appeared, 
but, alas! illusion soon fled, a blood-curdling 

note assured her that no gentle amoureux was 
bringing that sound from the instrument. 

The music seemed to come nearer and nearer, 
and, oh! untold horror! it was always the weird 
playing on one solitary string. A vivid moon
beam, more piercing than an X- ray, revealed

friend, shall I tell you ?-a little mouse quietly 
seated upon the fair maid 's guitar, gently twang
ing the instrument with his tail, and combing his 

locks in the moonlight. One wild shriek-one 
bound-the maid was no more. And though 
she lay in a far-distant chamber, almost petrified 

with cold, between two blankets-think of it, 
when she has a weakness for linen-she has · 
never regretted her departure. As for Mousie, 
he still wends his silent way whither he lists, 

and though he may miss his guitar, which has 
been safely put out of reach, his little fat sides 
still shake with laughter when he thinks of his 

moonlight escapade-or, with due deference to 

his musical skill-and apologies to Beethoven
Moonlight Sonata. 

* 
SUMMER is coming! is the glad cry heard on all 

sides, as the sun bursts forth each day in 
warmer radiance, and summer for the school
girl means vacation, and vacation means home 

and all that is dear to the heart of youth. But, 
with this vivid thrill of pleasure is there not 

some pain at the thought of severing ties and 
companionship en.deared by so many hallowed 
associations? And for us who have worked 
together in our beloved sanctum, to add, if only 

a little more interest to the columns of our 
RAINBOW, will not summer and vacation mean 
many regrets? There may have been little vex
ations and trials--the interplay of light and 
shade--but is not human life calmer and richer 
for its sombre shadows? With what pleasure 
will we not look back in years to come at all 
the merry rendezvous in our peaceful sanctum, 
the so-calle<l business affairs, which we laugh-
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ingly discussed, and the numerous et ceteras 

that made the work accomplished by us so 
pleasant and delightful--so sweet to remember. 
For some it will be only au revoir--for others it 
will be adieu, but in after years when we are 
far away from scenes so incomparably dear, we 
will treasure these golden memories, we will 

take our little remembrances and put them deep 
down in our hearts, away from curious eyes, 
in some safe little corner, there to remain till 

Memory with a sigh again brings them to light. 

* 
WE DEEPLY lament being called upon to record 

the unexpected demise of one of the most ami
able and lovable of Loretto 's pupils , Mrs. Free

born, nee Ella Freeborn. Loved and esteemed 
by teachers and companions for her straight. 
forwardness and tender, ready sympathy, Ella 

was ever the friend in need--helpful, unselfish, 

and generous. 
We sincerely sympathize with those who 

mourn the loss of her loving, cheering compan
ionship, and pray that she has now entered that 
blessedness which is promised to the good and 

merciful. 

* 
THE generosity of Miss Barrett, Miss Stewart, 

M. Bampfield, I. Brann, and R. Jordan in con

tributing books to the new library extension is 
gratefully appreciated by the editors. 

'tto tbe '12,ueen of 1bea"en. 
Blest Q1Jeen of Heaven, Thou art fairer far 
Than morn in May, with rosy sunlight strewn; 
Aye, fairer than the full-orbed Summer moon, 
No cloud in sight its silver gleams to mar; 
Yea, purer than the whitest morning star, 
And sweeter than the perfumed breath of June, 
Exhaling all the drowsy afternoon, 
Thro' gold-green groves, where !1owers and bird-

songs are. 
The stellar crown of glory Thou hast won 
Celestial luster sheds upon mankind ; 
Thy holy face is brighter than the sun; 
Or finest vision woven by the mind 
Of saint or poet--when his threads were spun 
From morning light, in drops of dew refined. 

M. C. l'JONOVAN. 

flOaximiltan ant, <Iarlotta. 

,rN July, 1857, a royal marriage took place in 
Europe. The bridegroom was the Arch

duke Maximilian, brother of the present Emperor 
Francis Joseph of Austria; the bride, the Princess 
Maria Charlotte, of Belgium. Both had been 
born in the purple, and educated amid the influ
ences and traditions of monarchy. But, unlike 
the majority of princely marriages, this was not 
one of convenience alone. These young people 
loved each other. The future seemed very bright 
to them. Maximilian was then twenty-five; 
Carlotta, seventeen. There was no foreboding 
that a violent death would come to one in the 
bloom of life, and a fate worse than death over
take the other. 

Ferdinand Maxi milian was born in the palace 
of Schonbrun, near Vienna, on the 6th of July, 
18 32. He was the second son of Francis Charles, 
Archduke of Austria, and of the Archduchess 
Frede.rica Sophia, a very superior woman under 
whose wise direction the mental qualities of her 
son were not cultivated at the expense of the 
physical, but both were equally well trained. 
Maximilian 's mind was active, and he early 
showed an intense love of study. Prince Ester
hazy instructed him in the Hungarian language; 
Count de Schnyder in mathematics; Baron de 
Binther in diplomacy; and Vice-Admiral Zerman 
in naval tactics and Italian. He spoke German, 
English, Hungarian, Sclavonic, French, Italian, 
and Spanish. Altogether, his education was not 
unworthy of one who might at any time be called 
to rule an empire. He was a great lover of books, 
and from them he imbibed the desire of compar
ing his own experience of what he read with the 
views taken of it by his favorite authors. Ac
cordingly, he began to travel at the age of six
teen, visiting Greece, Italy, Spain, Portugal, and 
later, England and Brazil. Of Q1Jeen Victoria he 
always retained pleasant memories. 

Maximilian, undoubtedly, was the most bril
liant member of the house of Hapsburg. Poet 
and artist, at once, excellent linguist and delight
ful raconteur, he would have been a charming 
companion in any rank of life. 

The Belgian Princess, Maria Charlotte, who 
was destined to be the sharer of Maximilian's 
brief joys, was born on the 7th of June, 1840, at 
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the castle of Laeken, near Brussels. She was 
the third child and only daughter of Leopold I. 
of Belgium, and of Louise, princess of Bourbon
Orleans, one of the daughters of Louis Philippe, 

ki.1g of France. . 
It may be of interest to students_ of Engl~sh 

history to know that Leopold of Belg1_um, wh~lst 
yet Prince of Saxe-Coburg, was marned to Prm
cess Charlotte of England, daughter of the fam
ous "first gentleman of Europe," later George 
IV. of England, and of his ill-fated wife, Caro
line of Brunswick. Princess Charlotte died in 
child-bed, with her child. Had Charlotte not 
died, she would have been Q1Jeen of England, 
and Victoria of Kent would, to-day only be re
siding in Coburg as Princess of Saxe-Coburg. 
Q1Jeen Victoria's mother was a sister of Leopold 

I. of Belgium. 
Unhappily for Charlotte of Belgium, she lost 

her mother at the age of ten. The child missed . 
a mother's love, and received a brilliant educa
tion, but by no means calculated to bring forth 
mild and womanly feelings. At the age of six
teen she was a paragon of learning, having 
mastered French, German, English, Italian, Span
ish, and Latin, each of which she spoke fluently 
and faultlessly. The young girl read works of 
political economy and history. Besides being 
well grounded in these studies, she was also an 
accomplished musician. In Vienna, Charlotte 
did not feel at home. Ambitious as she was, it 
was intolerable for her to play a second role. 
She was jealous of the less gifted but most beau
tiful Empress Elizabeth of Austria. Charlotte 
was by no means wanting in beauty. Her figure 
was uperb and her head well posed, but her 
beauty was marred by the extreme ruddiness of 
her countenance, which could not be hidden by 
any art of toilette. 

Shortly after his marriage, Maximilian was ap
pointed Governor-General of Lombard-Venice. 
From all accounts he seems to have satisfied the 
Italians as well as any Austrian ruler could. He 
suggested numerous reforms, and showed that 
he was not deficient as a statesman. He was 
generous and charitable ; one of his biographers 
relates that at the great fire in Chigrenlo he 
cheered the men who were fighting the flames; 
and when the Po, the Ambro, and the Ticino 

united to !1ood the land, he set out in a frail bark 
to carry succor to the destitute . During his 
governorship in Italy, he was informed that some 
of the disaffected intended to throw a bombshell 
under his carriage as he drove to the theatre. 
His friends endeavored to dissuade him from 
going; but he persisted in entering the carriage, 
which was _unguarded, saying coolly to his com
panion, Count de Stromboli. "If I jump it will 

be in good company." 
"No living man, not an Italian," says Mr. 

Hall, one of his legal advisers, "could have 
governed there without making enemies; and 
probably no foreigner could have reigned with 
as few enemies as he. The beauty, grac~, and 
charity of his young wife had much to do with 
his popularity with the masses." 

This singularly amiable prince loved all that 
was picturesque and artistic. He built on a hig h 
promontory in the beautiful Adriatic, near Trieste, 
the famous fairy castle, Miramar. 

The life of the young couple there was per
fectly ideal. Th e scenery was most majestic. 
A magnificent marble castle built into the sea. 
Far distant, but visible, rose the domes of palaces 
of queenly Venice. And in the background, was 
the bewitching city of Trieste towering like an 
amphitheatre. Indeed, there are few more 
charming panoramas in the whole Trentino. pic
turesque though it is, than the four miles of road 
lead ing from Trieste to Miramar. Winding its 
endless curves along a narrow ledge of rock, be
tween tl;e huge grey cliffs above and the smooth, 
bright expanse of the Adriatic below, it forms a 
perfect miniature Thermopylre. in which the 
visions of those fiery Italian patriots who yearned 
for the recovery of "unredeemed Italy " doubtless 
pictured, many a time and oft, the legions of 
Francis Joseph turned to fli g ht by their Leonidas, 

Garibaldi. 
Now you pass under ·a vast overhanging crag, 

whose grim shadow blots the clear blue sea like 
a thunder-cloud; now you come suddenly upon 
a quaint little dock of rudely-piled stones, in 
which a brightly-painted fi shing-boat hovers on 
the smooth water like a dragon-!1y. Here, a 
'sudden cleft in the huge rampart of cliff reveals a 
tiny white village hanging so directly overhead 
that it seems actually painted upon the face of 
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a prolonged survey of it, your eye catches a tall, 
white battlemented watch-tower, rising boldly 
out of the dark green sea of foliage, and you start 
off to obtain a nearer view of it. This proves 
almost as difficult an adventure as Childe Roland's 
search for the "dark tower" of the legend, the 
paths being so contrived as to wind in all direct
ions but the right one, and apparently to lead 
a way from instead of toward the object of your 
search. However, you reach it, at last, and, 
mounting its narrow st0ne stair to the top, revel 
in the full splen9or of a view to which no words 
can do justice. 

But the tempter came. As early as October, 
186,, the fatal Mexican project was broached in 
a letter signed by Senor Gutierro de Estrada, on 
behalf of many other Mexicans. In this letter 
Senor de Estrada, after saying that Mexico was 
the spoil of intestine convulsions, renewed with-

. out cessation, expressed the joy of the Mexican 
people if Maximilian should support the great 
work of the regeneration of their country. In 
reply, the Archduke wrote that, "My co-oper
ation in favor of the work of governmental tr::ins
formation, on which depends, according to your 
convictions, the salvation of Mexico, could not 
be determined unless a national manifestation 
should prove to me, in an undoubted · manner, 
the desire of the nation to see me occupy the 
throne." 

the prec1p1ce; there the steep, rocky ridge 
shelves down all at once into an endless succes
sion of terraced vineyards, green and beautiful 
with all the brightness of spring vegetation. A 
neat i'ittle red-roofed wine-shop, nestling between 
two mighty crags, comes upon you in a kind of 
surprise, while at the same moment a stalwart 
peasant, brown, shapely, and lithe-limbed as an 
Athenian bronze, comes striding past behind his 
laden donkey, showing all his splendid white 
teeth in a jovial grin as he returns your salute. 
Far behind you, toward the other horn of the 
vast blue crescent,' the clustering white houses 
and shining church domes and bristling masts of 
TriestS! stand out in bold relief against the dark 
hillside, while beyond them the beautiful shores 
of !stria melt in endless curves of shadowy blue 
into the warm southern sky. Meanwhile, the 
towers of Miramar, rising above the encircling 
trees, loom out larger and nearer and higher at 
every turn of the road, appearing and vanishing 
spectrally through the rolling clouds of white 
steam brought down by the mountain wind from 
the rock-cut railway track overhead, along 
which the morning train is rattling . and puffing 
on its way to the Italian border and Venice. At 
length the road suddenly ends in front of a tall, 
white, curiously-carved gateway, behind which, 
through an endless maze of shrubberies, a wind
ing path leads upward to the chateau itself. You 
are at liberty to ramble through the grounds, 
which, a part from their historical associations, 
are well worth seeing for their own sake. 

Napoleon Ill., who was desirous of establish
ing a monarchy in Mexico, endeavored to per
suade Maximilian to become Emperor of that im
mense country. Maximilian, at the advice of 
his brother, Francis Joseph, refused. 

From a labyrinth of tangled thickets, worthy 
of Woodstock or Hampton Court, you emerge 
unexpectedly upon a smooth green lawn d;ippled 
with trim flower-beds, in the centre of which a 
pretty little fountain is dancing and sparkling 
amid a cluster of graceful statues. At the further 
end of this lawn, the ground suddenly falls aw;iy 
down to the sea in a declivity so steep as to be 
little short of an absolute precipice, on lhe very 
brink of which stands the daintiest little white 
pavilion imaginable. From its door a flight of 
steps, cut in the rock, leads down to a charming 
little bay, half-buried among huge rocks-a ver-
• • 1table sea-conservatory, which a Greek poet 
would have loved to people with frolicsome 
Titons and bright-haired Nereids. Turning from 

On the 10th of June, 1863, the Mexican and 
French forces, under the command ~f Generals 
Marquez and Forey, entered the City of Mexico, 
the Juarez party having retreated on the last day 
of the preceding month. By a decree of the 
French general, a provisional government was 
formed, which adopted as its title th~t of 
"Regency of the Empire." On October 3d, a 
commission, named by this Regency, offered 
the crown to Maximilian, at his residence, the 
palace of Miramar. Charlotte, fired with ambit
ion, and burning with the spirit of adventure, 
succeeded in persuading her husband to accept 
the proffered diadem. 
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Early in 1864, Maximilian renoun~ed his right 
to the crown of Austria, as a preliminary step 
toward accepting that of Mexico, and then set 

out for his new dominions. 
Music, acclamations, and the firing of artillery 

welcomed the royal couple, and the greatest en
thusiasm was m~nifested by the clerical party. 
The Emperor took up his residence in the Na
tional Palace, on the site of the royal residence of 
Montezuma . He lived plainly; experience had, 
perhaps, taught him that to dazzle the eyes of a 
wavering people by a display of imperial splen
dor is not the most certain way of gaining their 
affection. Carlotta was noted for her charity. 
Backed by the French soldiery, the life of the 
royal pair, during th e first two years, was pleas
ant and usefu l. 

Maximilian's position, however, was anything 
but enviable. The opposition party kept up a 
constant agitation. The Liberals gained daily in 
strength and courage. If left to himself the Em
peror would, probably, have gained the affection 
of his subjects, but he was hampered by the 
French. By the treaty of Miramar it had been 
decided that each body of French or allied troops 
in Mexico should be under the sole control of a 
French commander, and the Emperor was blamed 
for the acts of soldiers over whom he had no 
authority. 

In the month of November, 1866, Napoleon 
withdrew his troops, having as early as this 
planned his campaign against Prussia. He ex
pressed his conviction that the throne of Maxi-
11ilian, in Mexico, was secure and firm , and no 
onger needed the support of France. 

Scarcely had the French Anny departed than 
he Freemasons and Radicals commenced the 
evolution . 

At the very beginning of the year 1867, Car
)tta repaired to Europe to obta in the assistance 
f France and Austria. 
On her arrival in Paris, because she was not 

!Ceived with imperial honors, her morbid antici
ation of the downfall of her husband manifested 
self in her person. She became extremely 
ervous. · 

The day following her advent in Paris she 
·_as r~ceived privately by Napoleo;i. A 'most 
amatic scene then took place. She had been 

told by Napoleon that France was unable to lend 
her aid to Maximilian. Carlotta opened the 
doors of the cabinet in which she met the Em
peror, and, in hearing oCall the persons assembled 
in the ante-chamber, exclaimed: '·I deserved 
this. Why did I, the wife of a Hapsburg and 
the granddaughter of Louis Philippe of France, 
trust to the promise of an upstart adventurer like 
you!" 

Having uttered these words, she fell fainting 
upon the floor. The Empress Eugenie was very 
solicitous in reviving her. On recovering, Car
lotta silently left the Tuileries. The next day 
she proceeded to Rome. There she was received 
in private audience by his Holiness Pius IX. 
The Pontiff, perceiving her extreme nervousness, 
tried to calm her, and invited her to take a cup 
of chocolate with him. What was the astonish
ment of the aged Pontiff to behold his visitor 
snatch his own cup from his hands and drink its 
contents with one gulp. Carlotta quietly said: 
"I know that in your cup there is no poison ." 

The Pope hastened into the ante-chamber, 
where some ladies-in-waiting of the Em press 
were engaged in conversation, with four digni
taries of the Church. These finally succeeded in 
removing her from the apartment. But a terrible 
thing ensued, Carlotta could not be brought from 
the Vatican. She fought like a tigress, scratch
ing the faces of two of the prelates . By order of 
the Holy Father, for the first and only time in the 
history of the Vatican, a woman was allowed to 
pass a night within its walls. The following 
morning she was calmed, and gently persuaded 
to visit a convent of Belgian nuns. There she 
was shown through the house, and, when she 
entered the kitchen, her madness seized her 
again. Seeing a pot in which meat was being 
cooked, she plunged her right arm to the very 
shoulder into the boiling caldron, and drew fort h 
a piece of meat, which she began to devour. It 
required several weeks before her arm was 
healed, and the unhappy princess was brought to 
Belgium. She never heard, and does not yet 
know the sad fate of her husband, who, on the 
morning of June the 19th, 1867, was shot to 
death, uttering the heart-wrung words, "Hombre! 
Hombre!" (Man! 0 Man!) Poor Maximilian! 
the victim of the man who presumed to hang the 
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trappings of Imperialism on the borders of the 
Republic , the brave, true-hearted prince who 
exchanged a ha ppy home and high position for 
the fatal illusions of a -monarch 's title. The 
schemer, driven from the throne, dies in exile; 
but the victim, slaughtered within sight of his 
throne, is broug ht home to lie among his people, 
in the church of the Capuchins, where Austrian 
royalty is interred. 

"Wlere IDe JBit)t)en to Ube jfeast ?" 

,,,.,HE beautiful feast of the Ascension was 
~ commemorated in our chapel, this year, 

by the always impressive and inspiring cere
mony of First Communion. The preparation 
made for: the great event had been J subject of 
edification to all, and indeed, it could hard ly be 
otherwise, considering the painstaking and zeal
ous efforts of our devoted Cha plain, Rev. Father 
Ferdinand, 0. C. C., who left nothing undone to 
purify and beautify these living tabernacles for 
the reception of their Divine Guest. 

Carlotta spent the first year after the fearful 
tragedy in a lonely chateau near Brussels, which 
was destroyed by fire. Since that time she has 
resided in the chateau of Bouchout, not far from 
th_e capital city of Belgium. 

A physician, a chaplain, two ladies-in-waiting, 
and about a dozen of faithful attendants form her 
household. She eats or drinks nothing unless 
the cook, sitting at the same table with her, par
takes of all the dishes he has prepared. Gen
erally the poor Empress passes her time in search
ing for some imaginary lost object. Her attend

ants are instructed to humor this fancy and strew 
trink ets on the floors of her rooms, or on the 
walks of the adjoining park to which no one has 
admission . On rare occasions she becomes re
fractory and violent. When in such moods, her 
sister-in-law. the Q!.Ieen of Belgium, is summoned: 
she is the only person whom she recognizes, and 
to whom she gives implicit obedience. At in
tervals, Carlotta approaches her pian o and plays 
with most perfect accuracy for the space of two 
or three hours. She then bursts into tears, is 
lead to her ch amber and laid on a bed, where she 
remains in the most profound slumber, some
times for days. Physically she is in perfect con
dition. She has become very sto ut, and her hair 
has turned white. She still insists on wearinCY 

,:, 

As the first notes of a solemn march pea led 
from the organ, the procession of pupils entered 
the chapel, fragrant with the wealth of flowers 
that adorned the altars and sanctuary. Then 
came, preceded by a bannerofthe Blessed Sacra
ment, the favored little ones who were to be the 
hostesses of our Divine Lord for the first time, 
each attended by a maid of honor carrying an 
exquisitely-moulded taper which she set in a 
high golden candlestick before the priedieus on 
which the children knelt. 

Precisely at the appointed hour, Rev. Father 
Ferdinand entered the sanctuary, and the Holy 
Sacrifice began; and the moment came when 
the five little doves (Lucille McGuire, May Mc
Nulty, Frances Stapleton, Mary Merle, and Marga
ret Barron) approached the Holy Table, followed 
by the religious and pupils, all sharing in the 
heavenly feast. The sweet strains of exquisite 
music, the glow of the many tapers, the per
fumed breath of the myriad flowers--oh, it was 
all unutterably beautiful and impressive and our 
hearts cried out like those of th e Apostles, 'Lord , 
it is good for us to be here.' 

the m ost cos tly apparel, after the latest fashion . 
Such is the sad fate of one of the proudest ladies 
o f Europe. 

LORETTO BARRETT. 

LIK E a gem set in the earth's rough crust, 
washed by the fl oods, beaten by rag ing storms, 
worn brig ht and polished by th e ceaseless pas
sing of th e careless feet, is the soul which stands 
firm under adversity and draw to itself the 
glorifying rays of God 's grace. 

High on the g leaming altar, around which 
many fragrant blossoms clustered, the Master of 
this fair hom e had all day long been exposed to 
the adoration of His privileged children, scattering 
on all sides the largess of His priceless blessings, 
and gladdening with His sacramental Presence 
th e hearts in which He came to dwell; and now 
e ventide had come and He was going to bless us 
with that inexpressibly solemn and pathetic fina l 
benediction spoken in the hour of departure from 
this earth, and which sent forth on their Master's 
w 9r~ th !'! twelve gathered together on the Judean 
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1e white- robed band entered as befor~, 
~1~~- lit~i'e maidens flitted to the sanctuary rail, 
behind which was placed the ~oo_k of the Holy 

G I whereon th ey laid their tiny hands and ospe s, . 
1 

ts 
solemnly renewed their bapt1sma engagemen . 

B d . t· of the Blessed Sacrament followed, ene 1c 1011 
and our hearts full of the beauty of the day now 
drawing to a close, breathed a fervent prayer to 
the Divine Interpreter of our needs for co_urage 
and perseveranc e, and we laid _ou~ floral tributes 
on our Lady's altar, so lovely in its decorations 
during the ;weet month of May. 

JOSEPHINE MCNULTY. 

ll)rooram. 
~ustcal anti '.!Literary JEntertatnment, :aprtl 2Stb. 

(CONTIN UED FROM PAGE 149 .) 

MARCH, "Tann ha user, " Wagner 
PIAN OS ANO STRINGS 

Mis Barrett, C. En gelking, J. McNulty, j. Hardin, 
E. Kean , A. Lawlor, Miss Lanig an. 

'CELLO SoLO, " Adagio, " Popper 
"Magdalen"-A Tradition of Nain 

OPERETTA, "The Vale of Pearls" 

AR GUMENT 
In the depths of the Alps lies a valley which is locally known _as 
the Yale of Pea rls. It has acqui red this name by reason of its 
having in by-gone ti mes, formed the bed of a large river, now 
non-existent , and from the fa ct that in the ea rth over which the 
waters for merly Oowed, are innumerable shell s o f a peculiar 
description, some of which contain a pearl of an inferi or k.ind , 
but of no real intrinsic va lue. Great store is, however, set upon 
these pearls by the peasants in th e vicinity, the possession of one 
of them being rn pposed to confer g rea t good fortune upon its 
owner This being the case, it is the custom of the peasant
maid*ns to proceed to the va ll ey , on certain staled occasions, and 
there lo sea rch for the hidden t reasure. The conviction of the 
coun try fo lk i5, that the pearl is guarded by a fa iry w hom it is 
necessary lo p ropifo te with song in order to insure the success 
of the quest T he day selected is held as one of festival and 
merry-ma king, and g reat is the rejoicing should the sea rch be 
brought to a successfu l issue. Upon the discovery of the first 
pea rl the quest ends, the nu mber taken on each occasion being 
st rictly li mited lo one. 

CHARACTERS: 

Marie, Loretto, Zora, Nann ette, Claudine, Peasant

I-Chorus, 
11-Recit, 
Ill-Air, 

Maidens, Fairies. 

"The Rays of Morn" 
"The Morn is Here" 

"Over Mead and Mountain" 

JV- Choral Recit, "U it is Sweet '' 
V-Duet, "How Joyous ls' ' 

VI-Choral Recit, "The Vale of Pearls" 
VII-Chorus, "0 Fairyland Wakes" 

V Ill-Choral Recit, . •'Kindly Fairy' ' 
IX-Song, "Follow, Mortals, Follow" 
X-Recit, " 'Tis Found, 'Tis Found" 

XI-Trio, . "I Thank Thee, Fairy" 
XII-Chorus, "The Happy Day is Ended " 

"The Witch of Woody Dell" 

PIANO Duo, Minuetto, . . . Grieg 
Miss Hardin, J. McNulty, C. Kean, K. VanSyckel. 

'CELLO SOLO, Volkmann 

AN HISTORIC EPISODE, "Frances of Brandon, 
Duchess of Suffolk, Mother of Lady Jane Grey" 

(Written by a 111ember of the Co1111111111itJ•.) 

PIANO So1.0, Miserere, from Trovatore, Gottschalk 
Miss Barrett. 

SOLO ANO CHORUS, 
Soloist-Miss Stewart. 

Inflammatus et accensus 
Per te Virgo, sim defensus 
In diejudicii 
Fae me cruce custodiri 
Morte Christi praemuniri 
Confo\'eri gratia. 

Rossini 

"Ur,e JBltnt) 1bero of a;ettrsburo." 
'?T"'URNING over the pages of _history, some 
\w of which are blurred with the tears, 
others with the life-blood of nation_s, I pause 
at one which records the life and heroic de:~s of 
General R. Paul who, though not as fam1h arly 
known as Sheridan and Grant, whose contempo
rary he was, still is, indee~, gr~at in his obsc~~
ity. A brief outline of his history c~~not fail 
to awaken admiration for the qualities that 
adorned his character and to deepen respect 
for a hero whose fame should be enshrined by his 
countrymen as an enduring heritage. _ . . 

General Paul was born in St. LoUis, M1_ssour_1. 
His inclination toward the career to which _his 
life was dedicated was gratified by an appomt
ment to a cadetship in the Military Academy 
at West Point, from which institution he gra~u
ated in July, 1834. Immediately . ~ollowmg 
graduation, he entered the regular military s:r
vice and was assigned to duty on the frontier 
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\,\,her.: he served from 1 34 to 1839, ,vhen he 
became a participant in the Florida War, in 
which a a young soldier, he bore a gallant, if 
not a conspicuous part. From 18 39 to 1842, 
he was engaged in recruiting for the service, 
and, in the latter year, he was ordered into line 
in th e war against the Seminole Indians, a camp 
of whom he aided to surprise and capture near 
Tampa Bay. The service thus indicated in the 
early history of General Paul was marked by a 
manly and courageous spirit that clearly foretold 
the character of the m.m, as developed in the 
subsequent portion of his military career. 

General Paul served in a distinguished manner 
throughout the War with Mexico. He partici
pated in the most important engagements in 
that struggle He was in the defense of Fort 
Brown, the Battle of Monterey, and the Siege of 
Vera Cruz. He bore a heroic part in the battle 
of Cerro Gordo, in which he was wounded by 
the ene my. He was in the line of duty at Cou
treras, Cherubu co, and Molino de! Rey. He 
led, at Chapultepec, the storming-party that cap· 
tured the enemy's flag, and, for his gallant con
duct in that action, wa brevetted Major. Few, 
probably, who have not been in war, have a 
very definite idea of what a storming-party 
rneans. Its other name, in military phrase, is 
for lorn hope. It is made up of men selected 
for the desperate work of an assault, with guns 
unloaded and bayonets fixed, upon a fortified 
pos iti on, that is to be taken, if at all, in a hand
to-hand fight, with the odds much in favor of 
the in trenched force, ,ind the jaws of death wide
open to the ;issa il;ints Even in the days of 
smooth-bore ,ind muzzle-loading cannon and 
musket . It w,1s the dt'adliest service in war, if 
the position were held by a force sufficient to 
withstand the first on et. and prolong resist 
ance It is usually comm itt ed to those only who 
volunteer for it. 

Leavenworth, where he remained from 1848 to 
1850, after which he was for nearly two years 
located at Jefferson Barracks, going thence, in 
185 1-52, back to frontier duty. at Corpus Christi, 
Texas. In 1852, he served wi th the Rio Grande 
Expedition, leading in the capture of Carvajal 
and his notorious gang of desperadoes. He was 
engaged, also, in the memorable Utah Expedit
ion, embracing the years 1858-9-60, and partici
pated in the surprise and capture of a camp of 
hostile Indians on Leanish Fork. The frontier 
duty which General Pau l thus performed through 
a series of years required a high degree of forti
tude and a lofty spirit of sacrifice. 

Sub equently, having returned from the seat 
of war, General Paul was pre~ented by the 
people of St. Louis, his native city, with a 
sp lendid sword as a testimon ial to his soldierly 
record, and as a mark of esteem for his persona l 
character. 

Following the Mexican War, General Paul was 
ntrusted with the command ofa garrison at Fort 

In the war for the Union, General Paul was 
continuously engaged from its inception to and 
including the battle of Gettysburg. His first 
service in the struggle was rendered during 1861-
62 in New Mexico, and thereafter, he was with 
the Army of the Potomac, taking part in the bat
tles ol Fredericksburg and Chancellorsville, and, 
finally, in the Pennsylvania Campaign which 
terminated at Gettysburg where, while in com
mand of a Brigade, he received the desperate 
wound which put an end to his active services in 
the field . Whilst in the midst of that great bat
tle, a bullet frorn the enemy's lines penetrated his 
right temple about an inch and a ha lf behind and 
on a level with the right eye, passing through his 
head, severing the right optic nerve, and making 
its exit through the left socket. The wound thus 
inflicted produced instantaneous blindness and 
seriously impaired his senses of hearing and of 
smell. As a recognition of his heroic conduct at 
Gettysburg a handsome sword was presented to 
him by the Twenty-ninth Regiment of New Jersey 
Volunteers, and he was brevetted Brig:idier
General. 

In February, 1865, Genera l Paul w:1s placed on 
the retired list for "d isability resulting from 
wounds received in line of duty," ,ind assigned 
to duty at the Soldiers· Home, W;1shington City, 
until June of that year, when he was put in charge 
of th e Military Asylum at Harrodsburg, Kentucky, 
where he remained until December 20, 1866. 
This was the last official duty he ever performed, 
and, at the date of his death, in 1886, he had 
been in the regular army fifty-one years and ten 
months. The annals of the country furnish but 
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few instances of so prolonged and meritorious a 

military service. h b 
General Paul was distinguished from t e e-

. . h nd of his career as one whose gmnmg to t e e . H 
ailed only by his courage. e modesty was equ . . • • 

d . heart but unflinchmg m spirit. was ten er tn , d'd f 
He cultivated no aspiration that I not savor_o 
dut to his country. And they wl_,n _kn~w h1'.17 

y bled at the close of his l!fe, and m best were ena 
view of his untn1mpeted achievements, to s_ay 
th at " he hath borne himself beyond the promise 
of his age, doing in the figur_e of a lamb the feats 

f I. ,, He was a patriot whose name de-o a 10n. . 
serves the Republic's grateful recollect1on,-a 
sold ier whose gentle mien engaged, at once, 
both confidence and love, and whose fear le~s 
step in the presence of greatest peril gave to his 
deportment the glow of heroism. At G~ttysburg, 
his bearing- inspired his own troops wtth ferv~r 
and illustrated the soldier's highest type. His 
movements on the field were intrepid . In the 
very face of death, he seemed to say: 

" Life, for my country and the cause _of freedom, 
Is but a trifle for a worm to part with, 
And, if preserved in so great a contest, 
Life is redoubled." 

And, in the very moment when he received the 
dea th-like wound that closed his sight forever, 
even they, whose serried ranks he courageously 
assa iled, might well have exclaimed:-

" His va lor, shown upon our r.rests to-day, 
Hath ta ught us how to cherish such deeds, 
Even in the bosom of our adversaries." 

As a sequence of the wound which General 
Paul received at Gettysburg, he was subject to 
vio lent attacks of pain in the head, and to epilep
tic convulsions, in one of which, it being of ex
traord in ary severity, he breathed his last, sur
rou nded by his loving, devoted wife and two 
daughters-the latter he never saw, having lost 
his sight before their birth. Thus perished one 
of th e greates t heroes the country has known, 
and as Hon. Wa lter Phelps said: "Whose fame, 
although cut in stone, is written indelibly in his 
achievements on the pages of history. " 

ALANNA MARMION. 

CHARITABLE buildings are excellent things, but 
charitable thoughts are better. 

<.tlaremont 1bouse. 
~ F the many royal English homes there_ is 
~ not one, perhaps, to-day, around which 
cluster tenderer memories of the aged Q!Jeen 
than Claremont House. Here her childhood's 
happiest days were spent, and here, in !ater 
years, it was the custom to celebrate ~er birth
day, until, in 1848, the place was given as a 
residence to the exiled royal family of France. 

"The time spent there," wrote the Q!Jeen, 
"was always a happy one, Albert and I being 
able to take charming walks in the pretty grounds 
and neighborhood." How grateful it . must ha~e 
been to the Prince, disliking as he did the dtrt 
and smoke and still more the late hours of Lon
don, to get away to the freshness and privacy_of 
the beautiful walks of Claremont, and of the pic
turesque country around it! 

The first habitation built on these grounds in 
the beautiful vale of Esher, immortalized by 
Thomson, in his Seasons, under the heading of 
"Summer," was by Sir John Vanbrugh, the 
architect and dramatist. The site, however, was 
low and badly chosen, and commanded no pros
pect. Sir John sold the estate to the Earl of 
Clare, afterwards Duke of Newcastle, ~ho en
larged the grounds, added to the residence, 
and called it after his own name, Clare-mount. 
On the death of the Duke, in 1768, the property 
was purchased by Lord Clive, the founder of_the 
Indian Empire, who died in 1774. A short time 
before his death he gave instructions to Browne, 
the architect, to pull down the old house and 
build a new one. An excellent site was selected 
overlooking the Portsmouth road, on which the 
present building was erected at a cost of one 
hundred thousand pounds. After Lord Clive's 
death it passed into the hands of Viscount Gal
way, who disposed of it to the Earl ofTyrconnel, 
who again disposed of it to Mr. Charles Rose 
Ellis. 

On the 20th of June, 18 16, Mr. H uskisson pro
posed that Claremont should be purchased _and 
presented to the Princess Charlotte and Prmce 
Leopold, who had been married a few weeks 
previously. The royal pair immediately to_ok ~p 
their re idence there, and lived very happily llll 
the Princess 's lamentable decease in the Novem
ber of the year following. Claremont was oc-
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cupied by Prince Leopold until his election to the 
Belgian monarchy, in 1831 , but it had witnessed 
the ruin of his hopes, the destruction, at one 
blow, of all his happiness, and he never recovered 
the joy which had blessed his short married life 
in this ideal home. 

From that date till 1848 Claremont remained 
tenantless , when it was granted by Leopold to 
his father-in-law, King Louis Philippe, and QJ_ieen 
Marie Am elie. Here we may note that an 
Engl ish monarch (George IV.) and likewise a 
French monarch (Louis Philippe) tood in the 
relations_hip of father-in-law to Leopold, King of 
the Belgians. The ex-French King died in 1850, 
but Marie Amelie sti ll continued to reside at 
Claremont till 1866, when she died. Leopold 
died in December, 1865, when the property re
verted to her Majesty QJ.ieen Victoria. Clare
mont was again tenantless from 1866 until the 
marriage of the Princess Louise to the Marquis of 
Lorne, when they took up their residence there. 

Since then it has been occupied by various 
royal personages-indeed, the name seems to 
bear a spell-

" Yea, hop_e and despondency, pleasure and pain, 
There mingled together like sunshine and rain· 
And the ~mile and the tear, and the song and 

the dirge, 
Still follow each other, lik e surge upon surge." 

The carriage road, which leads in a winding 
cour e from _the Lodge in Claremont- lane up to 
the house, 1s about a half-mile in length, and 
passes through the most beautiful part of the 
park. The gradation of the intervening vales 
has a most pleasing effect upon the eye, which is 
he1g~tened by the great number of fine trees 
with which the park abounds. The mansion 
forms an oblong square; on the ground floor are 
eight spacious rooms, besides the entrance hall 
and great staircase. In the principal front a flight 
of thirteen steps leads to the great entrance under 
a pediment supported by four Corinthian columns. 

The site commands various views ofthe water 
a nd p!antations. There are a few pieces of 
water in the park, one of which contains a 
wooded island. Upon the most elevated portion 
of the ground a temple, or summer-house, was 
erected by the Earl of Clare, wh0 called it Clare 
Mount, from which the whole estate has since 

derived its present name. From this mount the 
dome of St. Paul's Cathedral, the loftiest spires 
of the metropolis, can be seen on one hand, and 
the towers of Windsor Castle on the other. 
Garth, the didactic poet, was enchanted by the 
scenery visible from thi hill, and forth with 
wrote a poem entitled Claremont, which he dedi
cated to his patron, the Earl of Clare. 

MARTHA BAMPFIELD. 

JEccentrictttes of :.autbors. 

lf N PERUSING the biographies of great men 
and women authors, one cannot help 

taking an interest in the curiou facts connected 
with the compositior: of the works which have 
made them immortal. 

Even their prettie t foibles-their most ordinary 
actions-their by-play-their jokes-are eagerly 
commemorated. Their haunt -their homes
th e apartments in which they have studied--their 
style of dress-any disfigurement or peculiarity 
of the physical-and, above all, their familiar con
versation, are treasured up in books, and fascinate 
all readers. 

Trifles help to decipher the character of a man, 
often more than his greatest actions. 

What is a man's daily life-his private conver
sation-- his familiar deportment? 

These, though they make but a small figure in 
his history, are often the most characteristic and 
genuine things in a man's Life. 

For instance, Bossuet composed his grand ser
·mons on his knees; Bulwer wrote his first novels 
in full dress, scented. 

Bacon knelt down before composing his great 
work, and prayed for light from Heaven. Pope 
never could compose well without first declaim
ing for some time, at the top of his voice, and 
thus rou ing his nervous system to its fullest 
activity. 

St. Bernard delighted in nothing so much as 
the solitude of the dense forest, finding there, he 
said, something more profound and sugge t1ve 
than anything he could find in books. It was 
there, amidst the thunder and lightning of the 
storm, that he composed his "Meditations." 

Camoens composed his verses with the roar 
of battle in his ears, for the Portuguese poet was 
a soldier, and a brave one, though a poet. He 
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composed others of his most beautiful vers~s, at 
the time when his Indian slave was begging a 
subsistence for him in the streets. 

Tasso wrote his finest pieces in the lucid inter-

va ls of madness. 
Rousseau wrote his works early in the morn-

ing; Le Sage at mid-day; Byron at mid-night. 
Aristotle was a tremendous worker and took 

little sleep. 
We are all familiar with the story of Demos-

then es, who passed three months in a cavern by 
the sea, studying ;1 la Del Sarte, in order to over
come the defects of his voice; as at that time 
oratory was the greatest vehicle of learning, - all 
knowledge being gained through the medium of 
lectures; there being so few manuscripts that a 
man who possessed a book and could read it, 
was considered a great scholar. 

Pascal wrote most of his "Thoughts'' on little 
scraps of paper, in by-moments of leisure. 

Du Q!.1esnay first promulgated his notion of 
universal freedom of person and trade--and of 
throwing all taxes on the land- the germ, per
haps , of th e French Revolution--in the boudoir 
of Madame de Pompadour! 

Richelieu amused himself in the intervals of his 
labor, with a squadron of cats, of which he was 
very fond. 

Milton was of the opinion that the verses writ
ten by him between the autumnal and spring 
equinoxes were always the best; and was never 
satisfied with his composition at any other time. 

Alfieri, on the contrary, said that the equinoc
tial winds produced a state of almost complete 
stupidity in him . Like the nightingales he could 
only sing in summer. It was his favorite season . 

Rousseau had the greatest difficulty in compos
ing his works, being extremely defective in the 
gift of memory. He could never learn six verses 
by heart. In his Confessions, he says, ''I studied 
and meditated in bed, forming sentences with 
inconceivable difficulty; then, when I thought I 
had gotten them into shape, I would rise to put 
th em on ~aper. But lo! I often entirely forgot 
th em dunng the process of dressing." 

It is ~ost remarkable that Rousseau, through 
the medium of his celebrated book, "Emile " a 
pedagogic romance, should stir the world 'and 
help t b · ' o nng about certain reforms, so sorely 

needed. by his impassioned eloquence in behalf 
of childhood; all his counsels resulting from a 
power of divination singular enough in a man 
who utterly refused to take care of his own chil
dren. 

It is said that the famous Buffon studied his 
work, "Epoques de la Nature" for fifty years, 
and wrote it over eighteen times before publish
ing it. Wnat would our modern galloping 
authors say to that? 

Caesar had, of course, a multiplicity of busi
ness, as a general, to get through; but always 
had a secretary at his side. His famous "Com
mentaries" was written on horseback, often oc
cupying two or three secretaries at once. 

Pliny the Elder, read 2,000 volumes in the 
composition of his Natural History. He had 
books read to him while at his meals, and always 
made extracts. 

Sully would dictate to four secretaries at a time 
without difficulty. 

Madame de Sevigni never dreamed, when she 
wrote those little fascinating, gossipy l~tter to 
her daughter, concerning the French Court, that 
they would be published and cited as models of 
composition and style. 

What work of Johnson ' is best known? ls it 
not that by Boswell, which contains the great 
philosopher's conversation ? That which he 
never intended should come to light? 

We take an interest in even smaller things. 
Everybody remembers Goldsmith ' bloom-colored 
coat; George Fox's "leathern hull;" Milton ·s 
garb of coarse grey; Meagliabechi's great brown 
vet down to his knees ; his broad-brimmed hat 
and patched mantle, and his cravat full of snuff
droppings; Pope's velvet cap, tye-wig and sword; 
Buffon with his hair in curl-papers while at his 
desk; and the interesting costume of Lady 
Montagu, so graphically described by Walpole. 

We curiously remember Oliver Cromwell's 
warts; Wilks' squint; Scott's limp; Byron's 
club-foot and ome say horns; Pope's little 
crooked figure like an interrogation point; John
son's rotundity and I heum; Charles Lamb's spin
dle shanks in gaiters. 

The appetites, tastes, idiosyncrasies, prejudices, 
foibles and follies of great men and women are 
well known. 
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Perhaps we think too much- of them; but we 
do take interest in all that concerns even the 
pettiest details. 

It is often these that give an interest to their 
written life; and we never tire of reading such 
things, identified as they are with genius, and 
consecrated by their association with the names 
of the great. 

An interesting chapter could be written upon 
the weaknesses of great authors. Some have 
been notorious for their strange fits of abstrac
tion. The anecdote of Archimedes will be re
membered, who rushed through the street with
out apparel, crying "Eureka!" and at the taking 
of a city, was killed by a soldier while tracing 
geometrical lines on sand. 

Socrates when filled with some idea, would 
stand for hours, fixed like a statue, and poor 
Zantippe, very likely, waiting dinner; no won
der she scolded. Perhaps Socrates does not come 
into the catalogue of authors; but he certainly 
furnished abundant material for others to write. 

Bude, , whom Erasmus called the "Wonder of 
France," was a thoroughly absent man. One 
day the domestics broke into his study, with 
the intelligence that the house was on fire. 
"Go inform my wife," said he, "you know I do 
not meddle with household affairs." 

"Ube Spirit of Jo}] flOore ll)recious Uban 
(l;olt,." 

e!,A YS Pope: "Man never is but always to be 
~ blest." May not this declaration account 
for the fact that we are always looking forward, 
always discounting the future, and very few of 
us possess the faculty of enjoying the present? 
Yet, it seems to me, the more we m:tke of the 
present for its own sake, the more we shall ex
tract from the future; for if it should hold nothing 
bright, we shall not have wasted what we actu
ally possess. 

Joyous, hopeful people live every moment of 
their lives, and a happy in their mere existence, 
if not on their own account, at least, on account 
of others; they are happy mainly because they 
are for ever trying to make every body else so. 
Their very presence is a joy, a summer-tide in 
itself. Socially they transform our very qeing, 

Diderot once travelled from St. Petersburg to 
Paris in his morning gown and night cap. He 
was often taken for a mad-man. One day a 
fri end found him in tears, and exclaimed, "What 
is the matter?' ' "I am weeping," answered 
Diderot, "at a story I have just composed." 

Kant, the German philosopher, while lecturing, 
had the habit of fixing his attention upon one of 
his auditors, who wore a garment without a but
ton in a particular place. One day the student 
had the button sewed on. Kant, upon com
mencing his lecture, fixed his eyes upon the 
usual place. The button was there! Fancy the 
consternation of the philosopher, whose ideas 
had become associated with that buttonless gar
ment. His lecture that day was detestable, as 
he had become quite unhinged by the circum-
stance. OuvE C. DODGE. 

just as Phoebus himself is transforming the dreary 
aspect of the land into a blossoming panorama 
of verdure and beauty. And if sorrow and suf
fering cannot be banished wholly from the world, 
or storm and gloom be stayed from sweeping 
across the landscape, still they can both be faced 
with higher courage, with a greater likelihood of 
victory, if we are conscious that behind the 
cloud the sunlight is ready to burst out with en
couraging warmth and light. 

Look out on a glad summer day,-is not the 
spirit of joy everywhere? The migratory birds 
have returned, and the music of the feathered 
orchestra is as charming now as it was when, 
five centuries ago, Chaucer sang of the flower
bespangled meadows and the · 'Smal fowle," 
whose melody has ever been interwoven with 
"our rough island story." If, as Wordsworth 
puts it, every flower enjoys the air it breathes, 
think of what this bright sunlit day means to leaf, 
bud, and blossom. Myriad voices are crying to 
us from the rivers and fields, from the hills and 
valleys, from the cliffs and the sea, and bidding 
us rejoice and be glad in the summer revival of 
the land. 

WISDOM is oftentimes nearer when we stoop 
than when we soar. 

Joy is to the human heart what the sunbeams 
are to the flowers. Nature without the "grand 
dispeller of darkness" seems dead, incapable of 
producing fruit, but on the first appearance of the 

• 
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gladsome light, she awakes from her apparent 
lethargy, and. opening her heart to receive the 
welcome rays, bursts· furth in all her luxuriant 
loveliness. The summer sun spark ling on the 
raindrops, quickly turns them into diamond eyes 
that smile a greeting, so, joy with magic wand 
as quickly transforms the petty irksome cares of 
daily life, its weary monotony and dull routine 
--self is forgotten, the heart dilates, the feet no 
longer tire on their errands of mercy, the hands 
are no longer burdened with the over-heavy 

load. 
Every life has its cloud-some even without 

the silver lining-hut are not these clouds mere 
shadows of the glorious sunset joy? The essence 
of practical wisdom is to take the world as we 
find it. Annoyances, vexations, and trials are 
incident to our pilgrimage here below. We 
may allow them to constantly fret and irritate us, 
or rise above them without repining, looking 
upon the virtues, and not the faults of those 
around us. If we but make up our minds to it, 
we can be joyful under any circumstances, no 
matter how adverse and discouraging they may 
appear. Charles Lamb used to say that a laugh 
is worth a thousand groans in any market, and 
Dr. Johnson maintained that the habit of looking 
on the bright side of everything is better than a 
salary of thousands a year. There are few, if 
any, who find things as they would like to have 
them. In the splendid mansion quite as often as 
in the lowly hut, the heart knoweth its own 
bitterness. It is not where we are but what we 
are that determines the joy or sorrow of o:r lot. 
Let us then face the ills that beset our path with 
a jo~ful heart, singing though the sky be clouded, 
maktng the best of to-day, thankful alike for sun
shine and shower. 

Our heavenly Father never intended us to be 
sad. When He created our first parents he placed 
th~m '' tn a garden of delights." A simple song 
of JOY, sung by a celestia l choir, beneath a starry 
sky, heralded the coming of the Divine Babe to 
Bethlehem, joy was the burden of the angels' 
messag_e _to the Shepherds. "Behold I bring you 
good t1d1ngs of great joy, which shall be to a ll 
Peopl " d h e,_ an ' w en the Magi came near to where 
the Child was with His Mother "Th . . d · h . , ey reio1ce 
wit an exceedtng great joy. " 

Yes, the spmt of joy is the very sunshine of 
heaven-the tender witchery of its presence, a 
foretaste of its bliss. 

MA BEL K EAN. 

"lDobe's ~obalt. " 

~HERE is a new craze abroa d in th e land, 
\Ji; and the Convent has caught th e infec
tion very badly. Like the bicycle rage, it is 
nothing so very new, after all, but suddenly it 
has taken a fresh start and is coming on with 
a rush which threatens to leave all other popu
lar diversions far behind. It is the growing 
interest in amateur photography. 

Within the past century many wond ers have 
been wrought by the nobler pursuits of science, 
and although photog raphy has to yield in a 
commercial point of view to steam, and to the 
conveyance of intelligence with the speed of 
lightning, it occupies a very important place, 
not only as a means of keeping alive and per
petuating affection, but as a means of assisting 
science. The nin eteenth century is signalized 
in the anna ls of history as being one of the most 
progressive ages recorded. Discoveries and 
transformations are continually being m:ide, 
nothing seems to remain in its crude state of 
formation, everything loses its originality, for 
even · while in a la tent state it is already under
going metaphysical examinations and inspec
tions, tendin g towards its regeneration, or 
general utilization . 

Man's insatiable thirst for fame has induced 
him aga in to plunge into that sea of knowledge, 
"of which no man has yet drunk enough," and 
he has brought before the eyes of th e civilized 
world an abbreviated fo rm of camera, which 
comes to us under th e name of "Kodak," and 
which is, at the present tim e, the faithful com
panion of all aspiring tourists. It seems impos
sible to realize that this little instrument, sacred 
to the memory of some nineteenth century pho
tography fanatic, could revea l such forms, noth
ing, indeed, lac king but a soul-producing power 
to enliven the representation. Well, this little 
"mirror of humanity" is in the possession of one 
of our EDITORS, and g ives light to non e but 
sunny pictures. No tearful eyes, no restless 
hands, no bowed heads are seen--naught but 
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joyous, girlish figures in various postures . Every 
morning. provided old Sol is liberal enough in 
distributing his rays , "Dode" may be seen 
hastening to the recreation ground;, followed 
by a crowd in anticipation of being "snapped. " 
The positions assumed by the "sweet-expres
ioned girls " are often very ludicrous, and 
worthy of comment. It does seem strange, 
when one comes to think of it, how man 
craves to see his physiognomy in every avai lable 
form and under every circumstance. Even 
convent girls, who should show to the world, in 
general, an example of good sense, are not 
always satisfied with being porfrayed with long 
faces and upturned eyes. Often the ridiculous 
is mingled with the sublime, as was the case 
when sedate J--t G--y and our bashfully 
sweet- faced Luella were disagreeably surprised 
the other day on finding their fac-similes to
gether on the same mount. Again, who could 
imagine that our nightingale, who daily carries 
us on the wings of song into realms of felicitous 
ecstacies, could be so successfully snapped that 
everything was blurred except the apparatus 
used while rendering one of her most painful 
productions, a11d that one could almost hear 
those bird-like (not mentioning what kind of 
bird) notes resounding in the distance. 

Though the world is real and !if e a reality, are 
the:e any among us who have not their dreams, 
their hopes? I think not. And who are more 
ap t to have dreams of beauty than the RAINBOW 
GIRLS? Well, they have, and what are they? 
To become great as scholars, artists, or musicians? 
No. To be looked upon as the benefactresses of 
mankind? No. To be honored after death as 
pure spirits? Of this they seem pretty sure. 
Why then, you say, it must be some sublim e 
hope inconceivable to the human mind . Listen 
Do not allow the admiration that will fill your 
hearts when you hear their aims, overcome you. 
Listen, listen-the dream of the RAIN BOW GIRLS 
at present, is to have their fair faces pictured i~ 
in the Kodak! ! ! 

Will you accept an invitation to come and 
spend a few hours with me in "Dode's" Kodak 
gallery? The name is suggestive of mirth and 
laughter. Entering this tastefully decorated 
apartment, the first picture that meets our gaze 

is one of the photographer herself. She is seated 
in a wheel-barrow, wearing a hat, not in the 
prime of youth, and a hoe in her hand. Ho w 
can she, in this age of electricity, sit in anything 
so slow! Farther on is a group of girls rathe r 
singularly posed, near them our rising poetess 
promenading up and down with a very majest ic 
air. She carries a book, which looks from all 
appearances as though it might be "W ebster·s 
and Worces4!r's unabridged," condensed in one 
volume. She has just cast upon her companions 
one of those Shakesperian glances so peculiarly 
her own, in which the girls bask as mermaids in 
sea foam. 

Why, who is this? With her field g lass she is 
viewing the orchard to see if any unwary app le
bird is perched upon the tree of wisdom, vora
ciously devouring Mother Eve's temptation. By 
the expression on her face one would think she 
had already discovered a trespasser and was abou t 
to banish her from the "Garden of Eden." Little 
"Mubs" with her sober face just suffic iently 
b:i~htened by a mischievous smile, is eviden tly 
giving some sage piece of advice to her neighbor, 
a laughing girl who never looks at the dark side 
of life. See this picture of a gir l sitting at the 
foot of a tree, looking very much as if she had 
been robbing a nest, when the mother bird came 
along, and the culprit took the quickest way out 
of danger, which was a gracefu l tumble to the 
ground. Probably this fallen angel wished to be 
taken like some airy fairy Lillian amongst oreen 

. t, , 

pink and scarlet blossoms. Weep not, fa ir 
beauty, we will not take as much notice of you r 
fall as Newton did of the apple, though grav ity of 
a different kind was visible in both cases. 

Our Kodak pictures are too numerous to de
scribe, and some of them not very lovely. But 
:"'hat matters that. In years to come when gaz
ing on. those souvenirs of our school days, they 
will bring to us memories fragrant with flowers, 
sweet with the songs of birds, and tender with 
our old school friendships. 

JOSEPHINE HARDIN. 

WERE there anything better or fairer on earth 
~han gentleness, Jesus Christ would have taught 
1t to us; yet He has given us only two lessons to 
learn of Hirn-meekness and humility of heart. 
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<.tbats wttb tbe ©l~ <Sirls. 
(Striclly confidential, no one else allowed to read.) 

~ O after a long absence you again fin~ Y?ur
~ selves within con vent walls; ana sister 
is going to permit me "to show you through 
the house." Isn't that the old stereotyped 
phrase ? Yes ? Well, girls, where shall we go 
first? You know the convent was enlarged after 
we left; really, it makes me sad to think of it. 
If all these improvements had been made a few 
years ago, we might have had a much better 
time. Just look at that long hall with rooms 
on each side; if we chose to hide, no detective 

could find us. 
But, --sh! here comes a strange nun; per

haps she has heard that we are old pupils re
visiting our alma mater. It is our duty to make 
a good impression. Now, May, keep your face 
straight, and perpetrate some sage remark; 
make us all proud to be in your company. 
There! she has passed . Why are Loretto, Nora 
and I laughing? Why don't you ask why a 
clown elicits amusement? Your sage remark 
was -- er -- not exactly sage. I have a 
faint idea that you meant to comment on the 
gracefulness of spacious halls? You raised that 
mellifluous voice of yours and said: "These 
gracious halls are spaceful." I hope that nun 
doesn't think we all hail from the same institu
tion. Apropos, you remember my grandfather's 
step-son, Eugene? May 's blunder calls to mind 
a story he once told me. He was visiting at the 
home of Judge H. of---. Eugene was a 
De Veaux student at the time and wished to 
narrate some incident regard ing mice. After 
cmefully revolving the sentence in his mind, he 
gave utterance th ereto . By some s lip of the 
tongue he said " mouses ·• instead of "mice." 

Here is the new library . Just gaze, my dears! 
a well-filled book-case, and chairs scattered 
about the room for the accommodation of readers. 
"Nev~r!" you exclaim. Yes, indeed; on the 
?ccas1on ?f one of my visits I saw the girls read
ing 111 this pleasant room. Do you remember 
our method of procedure? We used to file into 
a much narrower room, get a book and depart 
for the schoolroom. The girl who stood behind 
you was always impatient for her turn and made 

you feel uncomfortable. Why, there were times 
when girls would go to the library having no 
idea as to what they wanted. They would 
stand undecided, and, when their tardiness was 
rebuked, ask for the first book that caught their 
eye. !fl remember rightly, I once went to pick 
out some interesting story; in li eu of obtaining 
the coveted tale, I wended my way to the 
schoolroom with a book that explained the Con
stitution of the United States. I hope I'm a 
loyal American, but my patriotism never takes 
an enthusiastic turn directly after dinner. Hence 
the beloved Constitution was neglected and I 
slumbered till the tinklir.g of a bell announced 
that it was time to give up our books I parted 
from mine, but not ''with sadness and tears;" 
my sadness came in when I parted the pages. 

What did you say, Loretto? "That they were 
good old days, after all?" What, may I ask, do 
you know about the days of 1775-76 ? 0, 1 sec, 
you were referring to our school days . I beg 
your pardon; thought you had the Constitu
tion of the United States in mind when you 
spoke. By the way, the Constitution of the 
United States does not seem to be a favorite topic 
of conversation; perhaps being in Canada dampens 
our spmts . Not along ago I read a cleverly 
written letter in which Canada was characterized 
as "peaceful, law-abiding." Methought "veri ly"! 
Suppose we discuss the Declaration of Independ
en ce; nothing like being conversant with current 
topics. But if another nun passes she'll think we 
have just come out of the ark. Imagine a nun, 
meaning to be polite, asking: "How is Noah, 
how is his wi :e, how are all the animals?" 

Now for some of Nora's sarcasm. Did you 
catch her remark, Loretto? She intimated that 
our disinclination to discuss the flood- I mean 
the Constitution of the United States-was a case 
of sour grapes; that we didn ' t know anythi ng 
about the subjects. Why, Nora, don't you . re
member what we learned in the text- book regard
ing those same topics? You don't? Well, I'm 
certain I do not. I fear our chances for succeed
ing McKinley are rather slim; but in case we do 
-you as Vice-President, I as President-we' ll 

· know enough to send off sky-rockets on the 
Fourth of July. We shall also make every presi
dent's birthday a legal holiday. 
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One! two! three! It w:1s the o!J hall clock 
sounding the hour. I awoke with a start. 
What a vivid dream I had had! Where was I ? 
The roar of rushing waters answered the query. 
At Loretto, where else? I conjured up the details 
of my dream . In imagination I saw Nora's 
pretty auburn hair, . Loretto's g1ossy brown curls 
t1nd May's brown eyes and piquant face. And I 
heard Loretto say, "they were good old days 
after all." Old days! old friends! Memory some
times m akes one lonely Ah, Loretto, they were 
good old days. Then, we laughed heartily, 
whereas now our very smiles are more frequently 
forced; and then, the tears flowed freely for very 
slight troubles and we grumbled when things 
went keel-upward; and now,-now our heads 
sometimes ache, our hearts ache, we get very, 

very tired . but we make no sign. 

it was not thus to be. Our directress has dealt 
with young girls before, and, ere long, she was 
overheard to say: "I know Molly has brought 
back a new hat and does not wish to show it to 

me. " 
Next morning, it must have been about six, 

The roar of the waters grew fainter and fainter. 
Sleep was fast overcoming me. Perhaps I should 
_dream again; and in my dream the sound of the 
mighty cataract would seem like the merry, care
less laughter of old school-mates. 

HARRI ET NOLTON KEAN . 

a. m., a low whispering, apparently issuing from 
our fair sister's sleeping apartment, brought the 
nun in charge to the spot. What a vision met 
her gaze! There was our belle Molly in robe 
de nuit, seated it la reine, upon her bed, as Sister 
fancied, in the midst of a f1ower garden, of 
what ? Yes, red roses. Around the bed here 
and there, in artistic groups, were her compan
ions. A gentle fear-filled hush fell upon the 
assembled maids when they beheld the religious. 
"Sister," "faltered Molly, wont you look at my 
new h at?" With a dire presentiment that thin gs 
were not as they should be, Sister looked upon 
the flower-crowned structure-a miniature Eiffel 
Tower of blossoms . Again faltered Molly: "Do 
you think S. S. will object ? " Poor Sister could 
offer no consolation to the bewildered maid; the 
tale of the hat had reached the directress. 
History repeated itself, the war of the roses 

Never before has the heart of maiden rejoiced 
as this season, never before has she had a better 
opportunity to bloom resplendent with a rainbow 
radia.nce than at the present hour when Dame 
Fashion has burst forth in a veritable halo of tints 
and shades. Like all oth er maidens fair, our 
g irls looked forward with min gled joy and pride 
to what their Easter raiment would be. Among 
our number is a fair daughter of the South-she 
calls herself so-who has a yearning toward the 
warmer tints of that semi-tropical land. How
ever, the taste of our directress tends in quite th e 
opposit e direction. · consequently, the warmer 
shad es are defendu among us . Now our friend 
has a fond and indulgent uncle who pays her 
frequent and much desired visits (she is expecting 
him now, when is she not expecting him?). 
Great was the talk about "what I will buy when 
my uncle comes." How deep laid were her plans 
we kn ow not. She went to a city near by, re
turned, our same sweet, modest Molly, not a 
vestige of Spring's giddiness was about her, not 
one new garment could our eager eyes discern. 
She surely should have escaped suspicion . But 

began! 
Needless to say, for some days to come, blue 

was the prevailing shade in the hat and else
where, for the modest violets w ere spared in the 
battle which swept off the roses, but alas, since 
then the coveted blooms have been an elepha nt 
on the hands of their owner. Molly 's generosity 
in offering them to the public has been duly com
mented on and admired, we hun gered to accept 
them , if only to show our appreciation of her 
good nature, but the same reason that prevents 
our friend of the raven tresses from adorning 
her beauty with them, prevents our acceptance. 

EVELYN STEWART. 

Gentle readers, transport yourselves in imagina
tion to this fair piece of Canadian soi l-beautiful 
Niagara. Then turn to one of th e best and most 
entertaining places on th e globe, to hear a few, 
yes, a very few happenings of our school life. 

One of the many incidents that have enlivened 
the tedium of daily routine occurred a few days 
ago, when the "Literary Society" was bidden to 
repair to the photographer's. I w onder if the 
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ancient way of preparin g to have one's picture 
taken w as anything like the present? Surely no. 
our g randmothers had, at least, common se~se. ' 

Well, ~t all events, the prospec t of an outing 
brou?ht JOY to all concerned. How describe the 
alacnty of the "S _C. L. " on that eventful day! 
At an_ ear~y hour m the evening all who were 
~rofic1ent m the a_rt of h~ir-dressing were called 

pon to renew their acquamtance with the curling 
to n~~; e~en amateurs received very prominent 
po_s1t1ons m the private rooms, and conversati0n 
drifted as follows for an indefinite space of ti . 
"Pl I me. ease, et me see myself... •·You 1 k . 
I 1 " "J . 00 JUSt 
ove y. ust thmk, the prettiest girl in the 

school has monopolized the mirror for the last 
quarter of an hour, and she is so tall I can't see 
over her head." "A--, for pity sake, don't 
take such an advantage of us poor petites." 

1:hen we heard the disagreeable bell toll nine 
wh~ch meant "lights out" and curling postponed 
~nt1l the morrow. In a very few minutes I w as 
m the I_and of pleasant dreams. It seemed but a 
short time, when I felt a co ld hand laid on my 
face, and, to my dismay, I was aroused 
"Hush! Please give me a match " y k . . ' • ou now, 
m case of emergency, how this small article is 
valued. Having assured my visitant that I did 
~ot possess such a luxury, I meekly inquired the 
time, and heard, as if wafted on the faintest 
zephyr, the melancholy tidings, "It is four o'clo k 
and no hair curled yet." I soothed m c ' 

1 t · d • y some . 
~ ia m i~nant _sp irit to repose, when, in my 
ear was fairly hissed the word of th h " r e our-
_cur mg tongs." Wofully indignant, by this 

time, I sat up, and looking my ea rly morning 
caller st:aight in the face, I exclaimed: "If 
ever ;1gam I commit myself to so rash a promise 
:asha l~ certainly seek other quarters for the night.,', 
"'~onng my remark-or pretending to do so- -

"".1th. a dignity that added a new charm to her 
d1lap1~ated condition and straight hair of every
day hfe, she proceeded to the dressing room 
and_ I, not being able to compose myself to slee~ 
agam, followed, minus the hairpins a nd curling 

b
tongs I had so carefully hoarded up the nig ht 

efore. 

d
There is a theory which is commonly accept-

e that a girl' f · , t ' s 1me 1s 1or the most part devoted 
o dress. Certainly a little of it goes in that way, 

• 

but there is a fallacy in the idea th·'t " . . t · · " 1emmme 
a_ tire IS capable of engrossing the entire atten-
tton ?fa_ wo_man . . The subject is not unworth 
of sc1ent1fic mvest1gation . It would be as usefJi 
to the race as the discovery of the North p I 
an~ though the i_nquiry might be as long ~ned 
tedious as an Artie exploration, it would not be 
so dangerous . 

I really think when your eyes rest on the re
su_lt of ? ur. labors and the photographer's, you 
w1l! b~ mclmed to say the dear girls have not lost 
their t11ne. 

MOLLY B URGOYNE. 

_Although I have resided within the walls of 
this dear Al~a Mater many years, and have seen 
hundreds dnft from the springtime of life into the 
summer, and then depart, perhaps to wander in 
paths th ~t I shall never tread, more have attracted 
my a_d1:11ration this year than formerly. The un
sop~1st1c~ted remarks of one fair friend from the 
~h1te City often create great amusement. She 
might be ranked among modern geniuses onfy 
they _say '' genius is modest. " Her fa'vorite 
s~lect1ons . are rendered on the recreation hall 
p1an_o, w_h1ch will give you an idea of how high 
she IS trymg to soar. But who knows, some day 
she may be a great musician, and then we will 
read of. tht> brilliant success ac hieved by one of 
Loretto s former pupils, as we are now reading 
of the fame of ~ome who have graced these halls. 

I scarcel_y thmk that one fair member of our 
o rchestra Intends to be dis loyal to h . , er nation 
but don t you think it rather strange that ~ 
daughter of the _Fatherland should have taken 
~uch a fancy to Erin's national instrument? Such 
is the case, nevertheless and the t'n . , manner 
w~1ch s_h~ executes the different "Melodies" 
mig ht ehctt_ the commendation of the immortal 
compo~er himself. Our harpist, of course, speaks 
her native tongue, and she is good enough to say 
that the works of Goethe and Schiller are alto
gether beyond our powers of comprehension . 

On one occasion a daughter of the South indis
cree~ly remarked that she was not a particular 
ad mirer of the Germans, whereupon our friend 
fro:° the land of the lindens vehemently ex
claim~d: ,, "I detest the Irish! " " I am glad I am 
not Insh, w as the meek reply. . A second shaft 
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sped on its fiery way from the skilful archer-"! 
detest the French!" "[ am glad I am not French," 
was the courteous retort. ''[ detest the English!" 
"[ am glad I am not English." By this time the 
quiver was empty, and a burst of laughter and 
the chime of a silver bell closed the ludicrous 

scene. 
One of the oldest inmates of this mansion re-

ceives unwonted and very delicate attention from 
a Washington belle. If you should, perchance, 
wander to the home of your childhood or girl
hood, you may find her or some other pupil 
equally favored, occupying a place honorably 
distinguished from time immemorial. She is 
tying her shoe lace, you will think-for this is the 
latest device for misleading passers-by and dis
guising the punishment. Not through conceit 
or vainglory do I make the assertion, but the 
many years I have lived within these walls, I 
have never paid homage to any one, not even to 
Dame Clock! The exception to the rule must 
surely stand in the light of a heroine to readers 

fully, obstinately refusing to yield its richness of 
tone, and had the ghosts of Beethoven or Liszt, 
which we are sure hover continually around our 
musical friend- -had they returned to execute 
some of their marvellous productions upon its 
hollow keyboard, it would certainly have refused 
to respond to their sympathetic touch. So to 
improve its tone, the unanimous vote of the four 
rising musicians was that it would be bene
ficial to unscrew the damper. Having done so, 
what was our horror to hear the most discordant 
sounds. All chords intermingled, and the most 
dire confusion reigned, but the mischief was 
done, and we resolved to resign 0urselves to the 
consequences. None felt the disappointment so 
keenly as did the offenders themselves. Discord, 
in this instance, was two-fold- musical and 
social. But we harbored our feelings in silence, 
for there is always a RAINBOW for us- and a 

bright one at that. 
Well, I am afflicted with a sort of monomania, 

of the RAINBOW. 
MARTHA BAMPFIEL0. 

Did you ever look forward to any event in 
your school life with anxious anticipation ? 
Doubtless, you will all answer me in the affirma
tive, so I do not think it out of place here to re
late one of the great events to which the class of 
'97 looked forward, with an eagerness perhaps 
surpassing that of former pupils. On the first of 
April, it became known that we had an invita
tion for Easter Monday to visit a certain establish
ment, one which, I may add, with discretion, is 
undoubtedly dear to the hearts of all the convent 
girls. You may imagine with what joy this 
announcement was received, and there seemed 
to be no obstacle to our happiness save the ever
changing aspect of Nature, whose tearful face 
was to us, for weeks, an index to disappoint

ment, in one shape or other. 
One morning we were assembled in the study 

hall, and informed that, on account of the de
structive spirit prevalent among us, we had for
feited our pleasure trip. In this case the real 
offenders were only four in number, and mea 
culpa, mea culpa, I was one. The faithful old 
piano in the recreation hall was behaving dread-

or, more correctly, perhaps, overweening desire 
to wander along the corridors-what convent 
girl, I would like to know, has not been similarly 
afflicted ?-just to see how things, in general, are 
progressing; and passing by the the telephone 
office, heard a well-known voice convey the 
pleasing intelligence, '·The young ladies will be 
there at 2. 30." Ah, thought I, the die is cast! 
The Rubicon shall soon be crossed! With light
ning speed the good news was communicated, 
the mists cleared away, and an hour after we 
were en route for our destination,-- our day
dream realized! Like "Budge" I felt mischievous 
enough to exclaim "Me is widin " 

The courteous reception accorded us, on our 
arrival, the sumptuous luncheon-the result of our 
host's tender thoughtfulness-- the amount of use
ful mformation obtained, more than indemnified 
us for the trials and tribulations that preceded the 
-to us-most enjoyable day of the year. 

ALANNA MARMION. 

Although I am about to address the "old girls," 
I feel I am one of their number, for seven happy 
years of my life have been passed within Loret
to's peaceful shades. Do you remember the joy 
the announcement, '' we are going to the Islands," 
brought you ? Well, out of the summer's store 
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of golden_ days we selected one of great beauty 
for our tr~p .. And what an ideal day it was! So 
dreamy tn its soft stillness, so lovely with its 
blue sky and white sailing clouds, so rich in its 
w_ealth of foliage and flowers . Merrily we 
tripped on ward, down the historic ravine, through 
th e park, past the liveried coachmen, whose 
fiery (?) steeds were held securely as they shied 
at our approach. So deep were we in the con
templation of nature that it seemed but a few 
short moments ere we reached the lovely Islands. 
Here all scattered and went in search of the co
veted treasures. The great, rugged rocks had 
such_ a c~ld, lonely look, even the dashing waters 
surgmg m flashing foam seemed to have no 
eff~ct upon them--perhaps they hold within 
their sto_r~1y breasts untold tales. We passed 
on, admmng and bidding farewell to the gran
d~ur which ~ould soon be but a sweet memory. 
:my murmuring streams rippled and flowed, as 
if glad to be hidden beneath the tall trees and 
shrubs . Are there not in our lives hidden joys 
which, like the streamlets, are known only to 
those who love us well enough to find them 
out? Yes, deep, holy joys, too sacred for the 
world's gaze to rest upon . 

Joining "Goat Island" are three smaller ones 
called from their close connection "Sist ' 
I I d " I ' er s an s. fear if they had been of a miserly 
turn of mind. and had hoarded up gold, it would 
have been found that day by the Loretto stu
dents, so !ntent were they on treasure-seeking. 
Th e last little Island seems to have more of 
stormy life than the others. The waters appea; 
to ~ather all the strength possible and with one 
terrible ~ush dash against this miniature queen of 
the Rapids. Luna Island was also visited. When 
the moon is bright, lunar parties are given here. 
How_lhe moon must have gazed on happy faces, 
and listened to oft-told tales! 

Leaving this paradise of beauty, redolent with 
th~ sweet breath of wild flowers, and musical 
With th · e voice of many waters, we descended 
from th e sublime to the-well-confectioner's I-
after an h · · . ero1c struggle to reach one. Indeed 
there h ' • . is not mg better calculated to bring out 
Into st ro ng relief all the salient points of a girl's 
chfaracter, all her energy, persistency, and fertility 
o reso h urce, t an the attainment of such an end. 

At length, with sweet memories and sweeter 
can~ies, our steps were turned homeward. 
~avrng_ reached the Canadian side carriages were 
m _readmess. Our driver happened to be an ex
alderman of Clifton , a gentleman of color in fact 
a_ typical "Uncle Sam," so much so tha;, at first 
sight, one would almost suppose him the hero 
of H. B. Stowe's chef-d'reuvre. Time was be
ginning to bear heavily upon us when some one 
su??ested a song. We all acceded to the prop
os1t10n, and "Way down upon the Swanee 
River" was naturally the chosen refrain. We 
had touched _a responsive chord. Old Pompey 
could ~~t res1s~ the temptation to join in a song 
so fam1har to him, and, to our surprise, the ossi
fied representations of horses seemed hypnotized 
by the spell, for they slackened their pace as 
th_ough afraid of losing one note, and walked 
leisurely along, not realizing the important factors 
they were in contributing to the pleasure of a day 
of golden sunshine and joy. 

MABEL KEAN. 

1Rature's -U:eacbtng. 
' ' '!"he awful shadow of some unseen power 

Floats, though unseen , among us. " 

' ' The everl asting universe of things 
Flows th rough the mind ." 

- S helley. 

" For I have learned 
To look on Nature not as in the hour 
Of thoughtless youth ; but hea ring oftentimes 
The still sad music _of hum anity, 
Nor harsh, nor g rating , though of ample power 
To chasten and subd ue. And I have felt 
A presence that di sturbs me w ith the joy 
Of elevated thoughts; a sense sublime 
Of somethmg far more deeply interfused 
Whose dwelling is the light of setting st;ns 
And the round ocean and the living air ' 
And the blue sky, and in the mind of ~1 an." 

-Wordsworth's " Ti11 turn Abbey. " 

Great thoughts there are in everything around 
The pathway of our mortal life, if we 
Would only gather them into our mind 
As morning's sun drinks silently the de:,,.,. 

The lonely pine, that waves his limbs above 
The vel~et-green of May, says something sad 
To passmg winds; it is a well-known tale 
Of loss and sorrow: time was when his peers 
Stood all aroun~ him; now he stands alone, 
And watches his own shadow, till the sun 
Goes down in crimson glory in the west · 
An,d sobs on rainy nights for those, that here 
He II see no more. 
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The "sounding cataract," 
With voice that echoes far among the hills, 
In swelling organ-majesty proclaims 
The might of Him, who stratified the rocks, 
Which keep it in its place from age to age. 

The very silence of the midnight hour 
Is solemn eloquence in half-known tongue, 
Whereby we catch some passing hints of those 
Deep mysteries of God and human life, 
Which are such puzzles to our troubled souls. 

The silver brooks which biccar in the bowers, 
And streak the sered fields with freshest green 
On sad October days, the river slow 
Which murmurs softly in the stilly night, 
The ocean, heaving to the troubled skies, 
Or moving slowly underneath the moon-
All tell to Nature's friend a story learned 
From God·s own blessed lips, long, long ago. 

The rough March wind, which half the stormy 
night 

Keeps me awake, while, loud, its baritone 
Comes from the _timberlands and sounding 

glens, -
Is playing a hosanna to the God 
Of storms, upon the massive harp of earth. 

The soft, blue sky can steep the mind i-n peace, 
And steal the soul away from sordid cares 
To dreams of bliss and immortality. 

Night's vistas strewn with stars are peaceful 
fields, 

Wherein the burdened soul can run about, 
Forgetting those sad tragedies which haunt 
The weary world, --as little ones forget 
Their little cares among the Summer flowers; 
And Summer morning is a hallowed shrine, 
Resplendent with the glory of eter,1ity. 

Unclouded noon in August when the gold 
I on the fields of grain, and yellow bees 
Hum drowsily, and every leaf is still--
What can it be if not a blessed dream 
Of all the beauty that shall meet our eyes, 
When we shall wake in spirit to behold 
The face of our Redeemer and its light? 

The deepest darkness of November night, 
!fobbing against the soul, like ocean 's brine 
Against the ship which churns it into foam, 
A tabernacle of the Lord appears 
To me,-a tabernacle where is veiled 

" A light that never was on sea or land, "
A light that can be felt by finer sense, 
And stronger, surer than the faculties, 
By which we weigh and measure outward 

things. 

There is a splendor in the sunset hour 
Of May, a glory and intensity 
Of light, a fineness and a blessedness 
Of hue, that neither sun nor moon nor stars 
Nor all together yielding up their best 
Can give unaided to the forms of earth: 
One little hour, it seems, the gates of gold, 
That stand between this lowly, shaded sphere 
And unimaginable eternity, 
Are thrown ajar; and crimson-coated clouds, 
And snowy mountains, holding up the sky, 
And greenest giant hills, and naked rocks, . 
And pines which push their branches up against 
The sinking sun, and browsing kine and sheep, 
And little show-white hamlets in the vales.
Yea all thinas in the landscape's broad expanse 
Are

1

drenched with radiance from another world . 

The frailest flower that blows in darkest woods, 
The smallest drop of dew, whose diamond 

beams, 
Give sheen and glory to the grass around, 
The smallest grain of sand, that like a star 
Glitters beneath the midday, burning sun, 
In old Sahara's deadest lonesomeness, 
Can tell the strength of Gods creating hand, 
As well as night, with all its shining worlds. 

For Thou, 0 Lord! hast set Thy seal on all 
Thy works; and Thou dost dwell in them, apart, 
And yet united to their utmost souls 
By Thy sustaining pow_er; a~d Thou dost keep 
Them safe and perfect in their essences; 
And Thou dost clothe the universe to-day 
In garments just as beautiful as those 
Thou gavest it t:ie morning it was r:iade. 
And Thou dost shine thro' m atter, ltke the sun 
Thro' morning's mists, unseen Thyse_lf by man, 
But vaguely, dimly giving out Thy ltght, 
So tempered that the plants of faith and hope 
May keep their strength and verdure on the 

earth. 
M. C . DONOVAN. 

TH '-' mind can be so trained that at certain hours 
of the day it will turn to a particular line of duty, 
and at earlier hours to other and different labors. 
The very diversity is restful when attended to in 
regular order. There are those who confuse and 
rush , and attempt to do several things at once, 
and accomplish little, while another will proceed 
quietly from one duty to another, and easily ac
complish a vast amount of work. The difference 
is not in the ca pa city of the two, but in the regu
lar method of the one as compared with the 
irregular and confused habits of the other. 
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SP~AY. 

(' You may joke wben you please, 1/ you are carefu l to please 
wben you joke.") 

"Well, what has she been telling you about 
the war?" 

Mabel-"She says that as soon as the Turkeys 
get weak, the Russians will come down and kill 
them all." (An exception to the general rule, 
we thought.) 

Mary-"Qpeen Victoria isn't such a great per
son, after all. She's in there in Sister's room 
with all her relations around her, Japs and China
men, too. (Picture of crowned heads of Europe.) 

"In what state was Adam created ?" 
Alice-"Sister, I didn 't think he was born in 

any State, I thought he was born in a garden ... 
Annie-"He that will not hear the Church, let 

him be to Thee as the heathen and the republi
can. 

III-gotten, ill-gone, we thought when Pompey 
was ungallant enough to confiscate a dainty 
morse l of biscuit and cheese which Alanna was 
holding slightly, ()U/ of sight, unmindful of the 
peculiar weakness of the canine species for such 
a delicacy. 

Josephine is very often logically, if not musi
cally, correct. --"The Greek paid." 

Flora (second day after arrival) standing at the 
window. "Oh, look, look, the water is running 
yet!" 

Who was the first man? Next? Next? 
Fa nny--"l know. It was Adam. " 
Maggie-"Well, you need not be so proud 

about it. He wasn 't an Irishman ." 

ADHERE rigidly and undeviatingly to truth; but 
while you express what is true, express it in a 
pleasant manner. Truth is the picture, the man
ner is the frame that displays it to advantage. 

A SWEET story of Mozart shows his transcend
ent musical genius when he was a mere child. 
When only fourteen years old he heard in Rome 
the Miserere of Allegri. Knowing that it was 
forbidden to take a copy of this famous compo
sition, he listened, to such good purpose, that, 

when he got home, he immediately noted down 
the whole work from memory. A few days 
afterwards he w as enabled to check the copy, 
when, to his own great surprise, he found that 
he had not made a single mistake. The next day 
-so th e story goes-he produced such a sensa
tion in Rome by singing th e Miserere at a con
cert, that Pope Clement XIV. requested that the 
boy should be presented at the Vatican. 

WHAT EVER our wanderings, our happiness will 
always be found within a narrow compass, and 
amidst the objects more immediately within our 
reach. but we are seldom sensible of this truth 
(hackneyed though it be in the Schools of all 
Philosophies) till our researches have spread over 
a wider area . To insure the blessing of repose, 
we require a brisker excitement than a few turns 
up and down our room. Content is like that 
humor in the crystal, on which Claudian has 
la\·ished the wonder of a child and the fancies of 
a poet,- ' •Vivis gemma tumescit aquis." 

©ur IDtsttors. 
Very Rev. P. McHale, C. M. , Rev. J. 0. Hay

den , C. M., Rev. j. V. O'Brien, C. M , Niagara 
University, N. Y.; Rev. T. Spratt, Wolf Island ; 
Rev. J. Sullivan , Thorold, Ont.; Rev. F. Smith, 
Merriton, Ont. ; Rev. J. Coyle, Dixie, Ont. ; Rev. 
F. Tampiere, Rome, Italy; Rev. J. Mahony, 
Hamilton, Ont. ; Rev. S. Airey, Buffalo, N. Y.; 
Mrs. Merle, Miss Merle, Miss Cecilia Merle, Chicago, 
Ill.; Mrs. Barrett, Englewood, N. J.; Miss Char
lotte O'Connor-Eccles, London, Eng land; Mr. 
and Mrs. Smith, Buffalo. N. Y. ; Mr. Hollingshead, 
Brooklyn, N. Y.; Mr. and Mrs. D. C. Coffey, 
Pittsville, Mass. ; Mr. and Mrs. A. Morgan, New 
Haven, Conn. ; Mr. Oscar Cunningham, Bloom
field, Mass.; Mrs . Riordan, Jersey City, N. J. ; 
Mrs. Byrne, Newark, N. J ; Mr. and Mrs. Toner, 
Boston, Mass . ; Mrs. O'Kearney, Le Mans, France; 
Miss L. Keenan, Smethport, Pa. ; Miss Mapes, 
Angelica, N. Y.; Miss Kean, La Salle, N. Y.; Mrs . 
McGee, Toledo, Ohio; Mrs. Jordan, Miss J0rdan, 
Buffalo, N. Y.; Mr. Mudd, Chicago, Ill.; Mrs. 

McCarthy, Buffalo, N. Y. ; Mrs. Erickson, Chicago, 
Ill. ; Mr. D. Griffin, Ypsilanti, Mich; Mr. and the 
Misses Wise, Brooklyn, N. Y. ; Mr. McGuire, 
New Brunswick, N. J. 
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ACiJ)her!~ 

All things are worse than nothing when illy done. 

Photography of the past decade is no longer recognized 

as Art. 

Progress is my watchword, and if you desire the Best I 

am able to please you . 

- PHOTOGRAPHER= 

233 First Street, NIAGAR A FALLS, N. Y. 

M. H. BUCKLEY & CO., 

Manufacturers and Dealers in all Styles of 

Household Furniture, Parlor Suits, Bedroom Suits, 
CARPETS, LINOLEU~1S, 

Mattresses, Spring 13eds
1 

Reed and Rattan Goods, Baby Carriages, 

Window Slwdes, Glass, Etc. 

Picture Framing. Carpets Made, Laid and Repairs done on the shortest 

notice. Artists' Supplies. 

TELEPHONE. Park St., Niagara Falls . Ont. 

~ lorious ~ · 1Rtagara./ a 
The best view of the River, Rapids and Falls is gained by a trip over • 

1\1\IElUC .\ N LDI K Niagara. lla.lJs & Lew iston l{. R. 

This splendidly equipped Electric Trolly L inc traverses the entire len gth of the Niagara Gorge, on the 

American shore, close to the water's edge, from the Falls to Lewiston, passing many Caves, Rapids, Battle 

Ground~ and Historic Points. 

Fare, Round Trip, 60 Cents. 

J. M. BRINKER, President. 

Trains r un e v e ry ten minutes. 

BUFFALO, N. Y. D. B . WORTHINGTON, Gen. Pass. Agent. 

METAL " CEILINGS 
. . ARE .. 

PERMANENT, ORNAMENTAL 

AND FIRE PROOF. 

Easily applied to New Buildings and over Old Plaster or Wood. 

Send for Catalog- u c a.n d Efiti 1natos 

A. B. ORMSBY & CO., 
J 26 Queen Street, East, 'rOH,ON'rO, Out. 

C O RJ'l l9ES
1 

~KY-LIGHT S AND ROOFING. 

NIAGARA RAINBOW. 

EVERYTHING NEW AND FIRST-CLASS. 
TERMINAL OF ALL STREET CAR LINES. 

STATE PARK HOTEL, 
Cor. Falls and Prospect Sts., 

CANAVAN&. CLEARY , 
PROPS . Nia~ara Falls, N. Y. 

BUSINESS MEN 

If you w ould have your busi ness thrive and 

prosper, advertise in the 

H~ainb.ow. " 
Space ra tes given upon app lication. 

EUGENE D' ALBERT: From fu ll est con

viction I declare them to be the best Instru
ments of America . 

Dll. HANS VON BUI.,OW: I declare them 

the absolutely best in America . 

AU ' HED GHUNFELD : I consider them 

the best Instruments of our times. 

P. TS.CHAIKOiV SKY: Combi nes wi1h 

great Volum e of Tone a rare sympathetic and 

noble Tone Colour and perfect act ion. 

BALTIMORE, 

22 and 24 E. Baltimore St. 
NEW YORK, 

148 Fifth Avenn o. 

WASHINGTON, 1422 P ennsylvania Ave. 

Most convenient to the Depots and Falls. 

....+-.-,HOTEL IMPERIAL 
Niagara Fa ll s, N. Y. 

The "New Porter Hotel " having been connected with tho 
Imperial makes it nn e of larl(est and most modern Hotels at th e 
Falls. Rates $2.50 to $4.00. -

C. N. OWEN, Proprietor. 

JOHN DOBBIE, 

Cut F l owers and Floral -- L Q R I ST • l7 
Designs a Specialty ----..._ 

VASES ANO BASKETS F ILLED, 

:1!3et1Nng lDlants in Season ••. 
Hardy Flowering Plants and Bulbs in Spring and Fall. 

Gr&'!.nhouse,: NIAGARA FALLS, 
ONT. Victoria .Avenue. TELEPHONE 

D. MAHONEY, 
• •• DEALER IN •.• 

General Groceries, Provisions, Etc. 
31 Morrison St., 1 Block Soutb-West of Market, 

Telephone 40. ----CLIFTON, ONT. 

In Use in the J, o re l to Academy, 
,..,,,.-- - --

NI AGflR.fl FALLS, ONT. 

I ~ 

• • • ENDORSED DY . • . 

TORONTO C ONSERVATORY OF Musrc; TORONTO CoLJ,E GE OF 

Musrc; HARRY M Frnr.o, 'l'oRONTo; J . D. A. 
TRIPP, TORONTO; A. S. VOGT, TORONTO; 

SIGNOR D 'A uRu; SIGNOR DEr.Asco. 

Factory and Warerooms 69-75 Sherbourne S t, TO RONTO. 

C IT\' WAREP,OOMS : 188 Y ONG E ST. 
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RO ..... S_LI_H OTEL 
NIAGARA FALLS, CAN. 

WM. H. BBHRBNS, Prop. 

• 

ALEX. FRASF.R 
W. E. W ooDRUPF 

Barristers, Solicitors, Notaries, &c. 

Offi ce, t-foward Block. . N iagara fall s, Can . 

'l,w. """'~-.. ""' ~"S "'"'--'t'c 
"-.t:. '°':MO~~ ()'i •~W! ~\\~'\•, 

~be·-
'-tataract 

NIAGARA FALLS, N. Y. 

The Leading Hotel. 

Strictly first=class. 

Adjoining State Re= 
servation. 

Overlooking Ame ri = 

can Rapids. 

OPEN FROM KAY TO NOVEMBER, 

The most beautiful drive 

at Niagara from the Cataract 

t-fouse , is to a l)d fro IT) Loretto 

Col)Vel)t. 

J. E. DEVEREUX, 
Manager. 

NIAGARA RAINBOW. 

Credit Paroissal, 1664 Notre-Dame St., Montreal, Canada. 

(;;. D. J' ... A~~".r'OT, 
IMPORTER OP 

Bronzes, Church Ornaments, Ecclesiastical Vestments, 
Meril)os, Says, Altar Wil)es , &c . 

Specll\lties for Statues, Paintings, Stations of th e Cross, Stained 
Glass Windows, Flags, Banners, Regalia, Etc. 

Kodaks, Flims and Plates, 
AMATEUR PHOTO SUPPLIES. 

-AT-

CROY'S DRUG STORE, 
American Side. 7 Falls Street. 

BENZIGER BROTHERS, 
Printers lo the Holy Apostolic See. Ponlijicnl lnstilulc of Chris/inn Ari. 

@UBu!SHE~S :. AND.'. BOOI\SEuuE~S, 
Manu facturers and Importers of 

Church Ornaments, Vestment s, Regalias, Religious Articles, Standard 
Catholic School Books and Prayer Books. Exclusive Agents for the 

United States for the Celebrated ReliQious Statues of Froc-Robert, 
Paris ; Royal Bava rian Art Institute for Stained Glass, 

F. X. Zettler, Munich. 

36 1tnd 38 ll1trclay St., (P. 0. Uox, 267':' .) !',cw York. 

THE FLIGHT____.; 
A QUARTERLY, published by tho 

Mission Helpers, a comrntmity of white 
Si&ters devoted to Missionary work , 
whose Mother•house is iu Baltimore. 

Tho •piritual benefits will be found 
in the ruagn.zine. 
TO THE FRIENDS OF THE MISSION 

HELPERS, 
OUR SUBSCRIBERS AND ANGELS: 

OUR ROLY FATHER'S BLESSING. 
' ·l\1oTREB ~J. JOSEPH, of the 111i sion 

Helpers, humbly prostrate a t the feet 
of yo111· Holiness, begs you to grant tn 
t ho Angels and Subscribers of THE 
FLTGEIT the Apostoltc Blessing and 
1-'lenn.ry Indulgence in 'Articulo morti s.' 
in th o usua l form of the Church as pre
scribed by the Apostolic See." 

The Mi ssion Helpers visit in Balli• 
more and Washington fifty Hospitals 
and Public Institutions, Jails, Alms
houses, Penitentiaries, and Bli11d Aey
lnm s. They visit the homes of the 
Poor, have sixteen Catechism Classes in 
th e State ancl prepare adult• to receive 
the Sacraments. 

Classes at the Convent every Sunday 
for the Deaf llfotes, to the number of 
sixty-five; also Mission work amongst 
the Chinese, a. large number coming t r 
the Convent tor Instruction. 

Not teacbin_g parochial schools Divine 
Providence ie their only reliance. honcc 
a vocation to be a Mission Helper de
mands in an h eroic degree earnestness 
of purpose and a love of the Cross. 

All u« works are done for the ruffering 
souls, all the members of this Com
munity making the " lleroic Act." They 
suffer, work and pray for the ~ou ]s in 
Purgatory. 

Addrese, 
MOTHER 111. JOSEPH, 111. R., 

414 W. Biddle Street. 
Baltimore, Md. 

~~ 

~ !\ 

~\~ 
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FRANCIS BAUMER, 

BBESWAX .' . BuEAGHE~, 
0 

And Manufacturer of all kinds 0 1 

. .. SYRACUSE, N. Y .. . . 

Baumer's Candles are acknowledged to be the Leading 

a11d most Reliable for Altar use. 

Finest W orkm anship and Popular Prices. 
Manufacturing Opticians. 

FAILING OPTICAL CO., 
Ocrmau Tn suranco Building. 455 Main St .. Buffalo, N. r. 

OmrnoMAN~-1111111111111+• 

@ @AHVEY @ 

••~--@OMf)ANY 

COFFEES, 
Spices, Baking Powders, Etc. 

56 La Salle Street, 

O:H:IO~G-0 7 ILL_ 
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1- W. DICKERSON, President. GEO. W. WALSH, Vice-President. A. E. GILBERG, Treasurer. 

CALUMET TEA AND COFFEE CO., 233 Lake St., Chicago, 111. 

Specialty in Supplying Institutions with Tea, Coffee, Baking Powder, and Extracts. 

F. P. BEGY & SON, 

INTERIOR and EXTERIOR DECORATORS 
A tull and complete assortment of 

Wall Paper Uoom Mouldings, Window Sh ades, Curtai n 
Pol es, 'Etc. Painting, J>aper_Jl&nging, and Gen

era. I U eeorat1ng. 
It yo11 purpose having any work dono in our line, please addr ess us 

and wo will gladly furnish you wllh our figures. 

No. 1\ James Street, St. Catharlnes, Ont. 

P 1, S . d I 1-1 O t e I Directly Op posit, a r I'\. - I e n f) I I • Qpu11 Viclorta Park . 

NIAGARA FALLS, Canada Side. J. M cROY, Proprietor. 

OPEN SUMi\JER AND WINTER. 

Magnificent view of both Canadian and American Falls from the 
verandahs. Electric railway and street cars connecting with 
the Grand Trunk within 100 y'd• of house. n .. tos, 82 per day 

Telephone ancl Baths. Carriages at Reasonable Rates. 
2JO y'ds from M. C. R Depot; 800 y'ds trom New Susp. Bridge, ancl 

ten minutes' walk from N.Y. C. and Erie Railway Depots. 

P ATRONIZE . . . 

•• FOR •• 

Coaches, Omnibus and Baggage when at N iagara Falls. 

Prices moderate and uniform. 

l®b.re 6rGtpe \nl irJe 

Our brands a re the best, ask for them. 

Fine Old Port, Golden Dmnn , 
Dry Concord, Sherry, etc. 

The Ontario Grape Growing & Wine Mfg. Co, 
St. Catharin es, Ont. 

WITH OUT DOUBT 00 
00 

THE PROGRESSIVE PIANO FIRM 

IS THAT OF 

GOU RLAY , WINTER & LEEMING, 

188 YONGE ST., TORONTO. 

They offer a choice of instruments that are un
surpassed for durability and beauty of tone, 
at prices that, for value, are unequallccl, 
on terms within reach of everyone. 

~o CALL AND BE CONVINCED. 

PUR.DY, MANSELL & MASl-tJNTER., 

Practical Plumbers and Steam Fitt~rs , 

46 Adelaide Street West, Toronto . 

Advice given regarding 
Plumbing, Ventilating and lleallng. • ESTIMATES 

FURNISHED. 

NEWMAN BROS ___ _ 

BUILDERS AND CONTRACTO RS. 

Fi,,e Masonry work 
a Specially. 

ST. CATHER!NES, ONT. 

REFF--R&N0JtS: Ladies or Loretto, Niagara Falls, Ont.; Rev. Dean 
Harris, St. Catherines, Ont. 

THE NIMBLE PENNY will be rnnster of n 
most extmordinnry ng-

gr<'gntion of woncl!'rfnl vnlnes in our Holidny Goons 
Department. 

THE HUB CLOTHIERS, 

Gluck Building, Niagara Falls, N. Y. 

Un encased, 
Durable, 

Moderate Price. 

'.lLoretto :acal:lem}2 ta flttel:l wltb tbeae :mntba. 

The Toronto Steel Clad Bath and Metal Co. 
LIMITED, 

123 QUEEN STREET, EAST, 

TORONTO, CANADA. 

NIAGARA RAINBOW. 

J. McGARRY, M. D., 

MAIN STREET. 

NIAGARA FALLS SOUTH., ----ONTARIO, 

WM . ROHLFING & SONS, 
MUSIC PUBLISHERS AND IMPORTERS. 

PUBLISHERS OF "EDITI ON ROHLFING, " 
• . . AND •. . 

WESTERN DEPOT FOR ALL THE STANDARD CHEAP EDITIONS 

OF CLASSIC Music. . . . 

.c::.=---MILWAUKEE, WIS. 

A.ff.ABBOTT 
50 r.r,o Chicago 

lladi1onS1.U \.t • 

~ .... 
~ 

M MALONEY, _ ___ rft_ 

DEALER IN THE UEST GRADES OF 

Anthracite al)d Bituminous Coal 
Coal well Screened and Promptl y D e livered. 

TELEPHONE 70•0. 

Office and Yard, 1070 South Are. , SUSP. BRIDGE, N. Y. 

The W. J. FEELEY CO. 

ECCLESIASTICAL WARES 
IN GOLD AND SILVER . 

----- MEDALISTS-----

OFFICE AHO F~CTOA'I-',, 

PROVIDENCE, R, I, 

CHICAGO OFFICE• 

71 E. WASHINGTON ST, 

J . R.. S 11 AR. P. 

BAKER Al\ID COl\TFECTIOl\IER 
All kinds of Cakes, Pastry and Confectionery. 

Wedding and Birtl')day Ca~es a Specialty. 

NIAGARA FALLS, ONT. 

College and Seminary of Our Lady of Angels, 
SUSPENSION BRIDGE, N Y .-----

CONDUCTED BY THE PRIESTS OF THE COl\TGREGATIOl\T OF THE MISSION 

IT AFFORDS EVERY FACILITY FOR OBTAINING A THOROUGH-----

CLASSICAL, SCIENTIFIC, COMMERCIAL, MEDICAL, 

LEGAL and ECCLESIASTICAL EDUCATION. 
In sublimity of scenery rt rs unrivaled . Southward, 1l commands a magnificent view of the Seminary Rapids WI · I I d 

Grea t Cala1acl; northward, rt looks over the beauties of Niagara's tortuous banks and the wide expan,e of Lake' On~~ri~~o {~e 
bu1 ld111gs a1e la'.ge and well furnished. No pams are spared to secure the comfort of the students. The opening of studies lakes 
pla,e on the fir t Wednesday of September The scholastic year con,1sls of two tenns: the first ends on the first of Februar 
and the second on the last Wednesday of June. 'rERMS: Board, tuition, washing and mending of things washed /~ 
term, $ 100.00. Vacation, 1f spent at the Semmary, $40.00. .., Extra Charges: Piano, Oman, Violin Flute Clari~net 
Guitar, mcludmg u~e of 111strument, each, 40.00. @'"For further particular~ address the Pie::i'dent. ' ' ' 
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D. L YNCl-f & SONS, 

==-=-- S H O ES=-====== 
J1IAGA ~A FAI.,I., S AND * * 

SUSPEN SION B ~IDG E , 11. iJ. 

A. C. CRYSLER, 
•----0 ENT IS T----• 

fll len 's Block, 0 foils Street, 

NIAGARA FALLS, N. Y. 

t){!AGARA 'PHARMACY. 
l)rescriptions prepareti at au bours. 

1:\genc}? for 1bu}?ler's :fl3on::::fl3ons 
::: anti <Jbocolates. ::: 

C. O ' LOUGHLIN, 

Gluck Building, NIAGARA fALLS, N . Y . 

U . H. BOWEN, 
DEALER I N 

f?u~E liAI\E U>ArrtE~ lGE 
NIAGARA FALLS, CANADA. 

TELEPHONE 27, 

H. A. MENKER & C O . , 

FINE CANDIES\ 
At Wholesale and Retail. 

Low Prices Prevail with us, 

67-69 Seneca, cor. Ellicott St., BUFFALO, N. Y. 

H. NEILSON & SONS, 
~ DEA LERS IN-

GENERAL DRY GOODS. 
CoR. F ALLS AND M AIN STREETS, 

!1IAGA~A F AI.,I.,S, D. iJ. 

HARDWICKE & CO ., 
Sanitary Plumbing, . 

Steam and Hot W ater Heating, 
Hot A ir Furnaces 

AND GEN E RAL H A RDW ARE 

FALLS STREET, NIAGARA F ALLS, N . Y. 

THOMAS WARD & CO., 
~ IMPORTERS OF""""- ~ 

STAPLE AND FANCY DRY GOODS. 
Mantles, Kid Gloves, Ribbons, Laces, &c. 

DEALERS IN 

Ready-made Clothing , House Furnishings, Carpet~ Rugs, 
Matting, Oil Cloths, Trunks, Vali ses, Furs, Robes, Gents' 

Furnishings. Everything to be found in a First-
. class Dry Goods House. . 

WARD 'S PALACE STORE, 
Near M . C. R_. R. Depot, Niagara foils , Ol)t, 

James F. ilurphy, 
INSURANCE 

Rooms A and B, Arcade Building, Niagara Falls, N. Y. 

FOREVER TO THE FRONT! 

jfor tbe finest jfanc}? anti <5eneral <5roceries anti 
l)oulttl?, it will pa}? }?OU to call on 

M. B. B UTLER, 
--THE LEADING GROCER---

Gluck Block, N iagara Falls, N. Y:. 

HARRY W S M ITH , 

CHEMIST AND DRUGGIST. 
----DEALER l N----

PUre Drugs, Patent Medicines, Toilet Articles, &c. 
PRESCRIPTIONS A SPECIAL TY , 

C ITY DRUG STORE, NIAGARA F ALLS, O NT. 

COLE & McMUR.R.AY, 

rLUM~ER~, ~TEAM, ~A~ I WATER FITTER~ 
- --DEALERS IN---

HARDWARE, PAINTS, OILS, ETc. 
NIAGARA FALLS, ONT, 

S TO DD ART BRO S . 

@l,enJists Gt:qal @rl.:a.~~ists 
Phvsicians' Prescnptions a Specialty. 

Surgical Instru ments , all kinds of Deformity Applianc~•, 
Trusses , Supporters, Elastic Stockings and Batter ies. Particulat' 
attention given to sharpening of fine instruments-Knives, Scissors, 
,.nd Rawrs. We save yon 20 per cent. on all goods. 

84 Seneca Street, BUf"f"ALO, N. Y. 
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