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NIAGARA RAINBOW 

Earth's noblest thing-a vvon-1an perfected. 

VOL. V. NIAGARA FALLS, ONT., OCTOBER, 1898. No. 4 

'.lLoretto. 
My birthday dream is a dream come true! 
The luminous blue of the August noon 
ls purpling the light of the diamond swirl. 
The surf's white soul, in symphonious tune, 
Is thrilling the air and the opal whirl. 
My Niagara dream is a dream of you! 

August 14, 1898. CLARA CONWAY. 

B 1Run tnto :113a"arta. 
(CONTIN UE!).) 

'?T""H E time was early in November, the weather 
\Ji;' mild and for the most part fine, and I was 
the guest of the E11glischen Frtiu/ein at Nymph
enburg, near Munich. They entrusted me with 
all the papers in their possession that tell of the 
English origin of the Institute of Mary, and I 
threw myself into the work of deciphering and 
transcribing with all my heart. My quarters 
were with Herr Beichvater, the confessor of the 
Convent, and Herr Inspector, whose duties in 
the school are evident, without any translation of 
his official title. At once they made me feel 
thoroughly at home, and it would not have been 
possible for them to have been more hospitable. 
But the kindest and most hearty hospitality c.in
not make a place agree with you, though in the 
retrospect, happily, the remembrance of the kind
ness remains and the upsetedness gets forgotten. 
If my friends could have prevented it, they would 
have done so; but in spite of them 1 could not 
help recalling the answer to the question, "Is 
life worth living?" "That depends on the liver." 
Perhaps it was the climate, perhaps the diet; 
even the bed may have had something to do with 
it. I was thoroughly amused when my reverend 

hosts attributed my miseries, not to the cuisine. 
but to my not smoking after meals. It is a cus
tom of the country, and by force of a universal 
habit it seem·s no excess to them. The meal is 
not over before the cigars are lighted, and every
thing to eat or to drink creates a craving for 
smoke. Of course, some Englishmen smoke as 
much, but with us the natural consequence of a 
nervous breakdown seems to follow more often 
than with the Germans. This they accounted 
for naturally enough, by saying that the cigars 
are better in Bavaria than in England. 

Another national usage which Bavarians con
sider beneficial, but which would soon put an 
end to me, is the consumption of beer by the 
lifre, and sometimes by more litres than one. It 
is true that it is not at all heady, and I imagine 
pure and unadulterated. It was curious to see 
the number of vans on the line at Munich, spe
cially constructed for bier-transport. At a station 
on the railway where there was a refreshment
room, a little shelf was put round the lamp
posts, 0,1 which beer glasses could be left. 
There is no doubt a wide demand for Bavarian 
beer in other countries, so that the vansful are 
not all for home consumption. Yl!ars ago, on 
the Rhine I think it was, I remember an English 
lady asking her maid how she got on at the ser
vants' table d ' hole, and she said: "Very well, 
ma'am; but they call the beer parish beer. I'm 
sure I don't know why, for it was very good." 
I cannot see the words "Bayerisches bier," with
out thinking of it. 

A German bed-I must put down a word or 
two about it, just as if no one had ever seen one 
before. First of ~!I, ~hre~ pillows or f9ur, piled 
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up, occupy one-third of the space . Why the 
head of the sleeper is not allowed to go nearer to 
the head of the bed, I cannot imagine. But it 
has been so from time immemorial , for there is 
our Blessed Lady in all those old carvings and 
pictures with pillows just like these, except that 
hers are gilt and mine are not . Next comes a 
sheet sown to or buttoned on a quilt or blanket, 
just the width of the bed, so that tucking in is 
impossible; and on the top of all the famous 
p!umeau, the eider-down pillow , which you so 
often see hanging out of windows in the day, 
and which at night puzzles the stranger, how 
with this thing over him, he is to get to sleep, 
or to keep asleep, when he has got there . Cer
tainly I knew all about it before, but experi
mental knowledge brings a thing home. 

One day, when thoroughly out of sorts, Herr 
Inspector carried me off to Tolz, a little place at 
the foot of the Bavarian Alps. I should find it 
well worth while to come, he said, as it was the 
feast of St. Leonard, and all the farmers of the 
neighborhood brought their horses to St . Leon
ard's Chapel on a hill-top to be blessed . We 
started early on a very unpromising morning, 
and this was the more enterprising as the train 
from Munich was advertised to stort. like our 
stage coaches long ago, ''weather permitting." 
The railway officials were weather-wise enough 
to think that it would clear, as indeed it did; and 
so we started with a train full of people bound 
on a religious excursion. The clouds lifted as 
we approached Tolz, and let us see the back
ground of mountains fairly covered with newly
fallen snow. Tolz itself is a large picturesque 
village, with a gre:1t stream dashing through it, 
joining the River lsar, just below, two or three 
churches, the one that we were searching for 
behind o much bigger one on a steep hill. As 
we got into the principal street, the procession 
was already passing on its way. so after a 
glimpse at it, we dived through backyards and 
byeways till we came out again on the road 
taken by the procession. Choosing a convenient 
place, we stood there to see a certain portion of 
it pass. There were no less than thirty-nine 
wagons, each drawn by four horses, ..ind in be
tween them were the farmers ' sons or form ser
vants on horseback. The wagons were very 

long, with sloping sides, and they were packed 
with seats as close as they could be put. In one 
there would be thirty or five and thirty children; 
in another eighteen or twenty young women, in 
another as many men; and all were engaged in 
saying their Rosary ;.iloud-the children with 
such shrill voices and such good lungs that you 
could hear them half a mile away. The carriages 
were painted and decorated on purpose; and one 
of them had on it the prayer, "God bless our 
industry." The harness was as gay as bright 
brass-work could make it, and it gave one the 
impression that the Bavarian farmers must be 
well to do, to keep this handsome harness and 
these gaily-painted wagons for use on this one 
day of the year. There was a postillion to the 
wheelers in each case, and he drove the leaders 
with a pair of reins. It was not easy driving, 
for the wagons were heavily laden, the rnad 
steep and bad, and the way by no me,ins clear. 

After getting a good idea of the procession, 
we made our way up a steep Via Crucis that 
gives the hill the name of Calvariensberg, and, at 
the top, beyond the church that surmounts the 
Calvary, we found the parish priest and all his 
staff in surplice and stole, standing before the 
door of St. Leonard's Chapel holding a relic of 
the Holy Cross in his hand, wlth which he 
blessed each party as it halted before him We 
stood not far from him , and saw them ..ill at our 
ease. The parish priest had led in the procession 
in a car drawn by four white horses , and in it 
when all was over he led the way back again. 
There was much v;1riety in the wagons. One 
gave us St. Leonard 's Chapel in course of con
struction; another was taken up with a l.indscape 
scene, where two children in the foreground 
knelt before a crucifix, and this on its appear
ance drew forth admiring murmurs from the 
crowd. One wagon had for charioteer a village 
maiden as an angel with a pair of swan 's wings; 
but this was the only case of fancy dressing. The 
local costumes were far prettier than anything 
they could have fancifully devised. The men 
were in grey trimmed with green, their huge 
buttons, slices of a deer's horn, and each one had 
a feather in his hat. The women in a wagon 
were all dressed alike, with light gay handker
chiefs over their shoulders, and they wore their 
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chains and trinkets. It was a shaking, jolting 
ride for them, but they looked recollected and 
attentive. Now and then there was a recogni
tion of some friend in the crowd, but there was 
no mistaking the religious character of it all in 
their eyes. 

When the last had passed, the parish priest 
went into St Leonard's Chapel to say Mass, and 
after a vain attempt to get in, we moved out 
amongst the people, who were gathered on the 
broad hill-top behind the chapel. It was very 
picturesque. On one side an abrupt precipitous 
fall to the River Isar beneath us, on which the 
sun was now shining brightly, the village of 
Tolz below us with its bridge, and the fine 
mountains beyond. Here were all the teams of 
horses resting themselves after their exertions, 
for indeed they had earned their blessing that 
day. The two crowds of riders and spectators 
mingled together, a taste of Kirschwasser made 
from their own cherries the favorite refreshment, 
and a hum rising from their quiet talk suddenly 
hushed to silence as the Elevation bell rang. 

After Mass the whole cavalcade, headed by the 
clergy and choir boys in their surplices, returned 
down the long hill to Tolz, and then away they 
all started in various directions in the midst of a 
cracking of whips, that sounded like a feu de Joie. 
A good dinner is provided ·at each farm for all 
those who have ridden to St. Leonard. 

The chapel of the Saint had a chain looped 
round it outside, and his statue represented the 
Saint as carrying fetters, to commemorate, I 
believe. the charity that thirteen times over ob
tained from King Clovis leave to liberate prison
ers. How the devotion to the French Saint 
came to be so popular in Bavaria, or why his 
feast was chosen for the blessing of horses, I 
could not learn. St. Leonard was the disciple of 
St. Rerni, and his monastery was Noblac, near 
Limoges, where he died in 559. Many churches 
in England were dedicated to him, but 1 do not 
know that he blessed our horses. In Rome the 
horses are blessed on St. Antony 's day . 

When my work at Nymphenburg came to an 
end,_ I next visited the Convent of the English 
Ladies at Alt-otting. As I had been fortunate 
hitherto in finding those who could talk to me in 
English, I was still more fortunate here. Two 

of the religious are English, and they seemed in 
their proper place in the English Institute. As 
far as documents were concerned, my visit was 
not profitable. Those that were to be found 
here I had seen before; but alas! I heard tell that 
as recently as 1868 a box full of original letters 
and papers in English were destroyed. There 
are some things from which it is necessary to 
turn one 's mind speedily, and a bit of news like 
this produces a feeling akin to a physical p .dn 

But Alt-Otting has attractions enough to make 
you forget any disappointment. The sanctuary 
of our Blessed Lady there is a place of pilgrimage 
visited yearly by as many as 150,000 pilgrims, 
and innumerable are the favors, spiritual and 
temporal, that our dear Lady obtains for her 
clients. It dates back to the time when St. Ru
pert, Bishop of Salzburg, came to evangelize this 
part of Bavaria, in the beginning of the seventh 
century, and the statues of this Saint represent 
him with Our Lady of Alt-otting in his arms. 
This most devout sanctuary well deserves its 
name of the Bavarian Loreto. In September last, 
when the Catholic Congress was held at Munich, 
some five thousand gentlemen made a pilgrimage 
to Alt-otting together. The chapel of the Blessed 
Virgin is small, and can hold but very few; but 
all the large square in which it stands was 
crowded, and the Rosary was said aloud, and the 
Mass joined in by the thousands kneeling all 
around. The chapel within and without is cased 
in ex vo/o pictures, a long series of which belong 
to the early years of the sixteenth century. These 
are allowed to remain, but the more modern 
pictures are frequently removed to make way for 
others. Amongst the pictures are here and there 
inscriptions, sometimes the pleading Maria , bilf! 
"Mary, help," more frequently the triumphant 
and grateful Maria hat 1;eholfen-"Mary has 
helped . ·· Different nations have different ways 
of marking the pictures and offerings that indicate 
their gratitude. In Italy it is usually by the let
ters P. G. R.-per graz.ia ricevuta, pro gratia 
recept.1-- " for favor received." It would be 
hard, however, to find a more fitting formula 
than the joyous "Mary has helped." When will 
our own church walls bear testimony to the cry 
of faith and its answer? '·Jesus will give if thou 
wilt plead." We know it: no one knows it 
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better than we do; but why should we hide it 
when others show it so lovingly? 

The little chapel has a sort of cloister round it 
with a lean-to roof. In this the faithful are con
stantly going round the sanctuary on their knees, 
and they have worn long furrows in the stone 
pavement. It is touching to see the simple 
rnuntry people, with a perfect unconsciousness 
of any beholder, performing this act of devotion, 
and not unfrequently with a large wooden cross 
on their shoulders. Half a dozen such crosses 
lie there that any one may take up, and the way 
in which they are worn shows how much they 
have been used . 

In the sanctuary within is a little image of our 
L,idy with the Infant Jesus , made of black wood, 
surrounded by silver ornaments; and amongst 
other things. the statute of a young prince of his 
weight in silver. The chapel itself is an octagon 
with a little nave attached to it, and in the wall 
opposite to our Lady is a recess in which the 
hearts of the successive sovereigns of Bavaria are 
enshrined. The bst but one whose heart has 
been brought here is that poor King who was 
found drowned in the Lake of Starnberg, and the 
last of all is his mother, whose heart was lately 
brought hither with the greatest solemnity. The 
Catholicity of the Royal Family is not so striking 
that one could afford to lose this mark of their 
devotion to the Mother of God 

In the evening we had Benediction in the sanc
tuary, with the RosJry and other devotions. The 
Capuchin Fathers have charge of it, and nothing 
could have been more devotional than the way 
in which all was conducted. Benediction is, 
however, not quite what we are used to The 
ciborium itself is exposed on the top of the tab
ernacle, and Benediction is given when it is first 
taken out for Exposition as well as at the end. 
No humeral veil was used. The ciborium, in 
Bavaria , is surmounted by a handsome crown, 
from which the veil of the ciborium hangs , and 
the effect of this is very noble. The l{osary one 
would hardly recognize, as there is no pause to 
announce the mystery before each decade; but 
the voices go on continuously from the begin
ning to the end. The application of the decade 
to a particular mystery is secur~d by its interpo
lation after the Holy Name in each Hail Mary. 

I 

Every day Mass is sung in the sanctuary at 
seven o'clock, and .. gain at eleven; and in the 
intervals, and before and after, there are Low 
Masses in unbroken succession. l his reminds 
one of Loreto, and, as at Loreto , priests who 
visit the sanctuary ate permitted to take the place 
of those who ordinarily say Mass there. The 
sung Ma~s w.is very charming, and the Capuchin 
Father was religiously Roman in his singing. 

The sanctuary of our Lady is isolated in the 
piazza, around which are three churches. The 
largest is the parish church, a grand old Gothic 
place, which claims Carloman as its original 
builder, and has a stone in its choir that is said to 
cover his bones. Another stone, now in an aisle 
wall, must have once been in the nave floor; and 
it says of Carloman with unusual exactness, hie 
fuit aut fuisse dicitur. The church is full of in
teresting things-altars, pictures, tombs; a treas
ury with a few grand old things in the midst of 
which much that is modern and poor; a cloister 
with singular chapels of the Passion; and Tilly's 
chapel with the pious Field-Marshal's body visible 
through glass in the coffin- lid. A splendid old 
font in the church is given over to holy water, 
and so it generally is in a Bavarian church. ·1 he 
supply of holy water everywhere must be trying 
to him whose hatred of it is proverbial. One use 
of holy water is specially pretty. At the foot of 
most graves you find a holy water stoup with a 
sprig of box for a sprinkler. In the open air the 
supply must be mainly the rain from hea\'en; 
but in the cloisters many of the tombs have pro
jecting stoups. Human nature must be unlike 
what it is elsewhere, if sacristans keep ti em 
filled. The parish church at Neu-otting, which 
you must pass in coming to the sanctuary from 
the railway station, is also a Gothic building full 
of interest. I never saw before a nave .and lofty 
aisles covered by a single roof with one gable . 
The aisle walls are unusually high , for there :ire 
large windows over the side chapels. 

The p!Jzza at Alt-otting has at one end of it the 
Franciscan Church, the floor of which was cov
ered with loose boards laid side by side, marked 
and numbered. This is :1 common way in 
Bavaria of providing against the coldness of a 
stone floor in winter. At the other end of the 
piazza is a church , from which first of all the 
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Jesuits who built it have been expelled, and then 
their successors, the Redemptorists. It is curi
ous to see on one side of the church an altar of 
St. Ignatius and St. Francis Xavier, and on the 
other side an altar of St. Alphonsus, speaking for 
the two religious orders that have been success
ively driven away. A Bavarian Bishop was 
good enough to say to me that his country 
needed the Jesuits "Ah, my lord," I answered 
him, "You must recall the Redemptorists first" 
And for that the Bavarian Catholics are calling 
out. How it comes that so large a majority of 
the population do not succeed in making their 
voices heard is a mystery to an Englishman. In 
their Parliament they were demanding that the 
place/um regium should no longer be required 
for Acts of the Holy See relating to faith and 
morals, and we have yet to see th e result The 
spirit of mon Jrere le sacrislain, as Frederic of 
Prussia called Joseph the Second, still reigns in 
Bavaria, and that to a rediculous extent. Every 
offering made at our Lady's sanctuary at Alt-ot
ting passes through the hands of a State official, 
and even the washing of the altar linen can only 
be paid for through him . Yet some medireval 
usages still remain in Bavaria, and I learnt with 
surprise that a Bishop on his appointment pays 
his annates or first-fruits to Rome. The Bishop 
of Passau, who is now to be Archbishop of 
Munich, paid, I was told, about 3001 on the first 
of these appointments and, perhaps, 800I. on 
the last, in each case it being reckoned as a third 
of a year's income. 

This , of course, must mean that the Church re
tains some at least of her ancient endowments, 
and the Church property in the hands of the State 
is, I believe, mainly the result of the confiscation 
of the possessions of the religious orders. The 
parishes that depended on the monasteries will 
thus be paid by the State. I asked a parish 
priest, whom I met near Munich, whether the 
Government paid him a traitement like the 
French clergy. He said no, that his income 
was derived mainly from glebe lands that he let, 
and his predecessor had preferred to farm. He 
said that his people all made their Easter, and 
that the vast majority of them went to Com
munion four times a year. I asked him how 
many people he had, and his answer was, a 

thousand; but this must be below the mark, as 
his baptisms for a little more than ten months 
amounted to sixty. 

From Alt-otting back to Nymphenburg, and 
then a fresh start homeward bound by way of 
Augsburg_ The house of the' Institute of Mary 
in Augsburg is interesting as having been in the 
hands of the English Ladies since Mary Pointz, 
afterwards third General Superioress, began it in 
1662. The original house is very distinguishable, 
but it has been added to at various times till it 
has become a very large establishment. It has a 
chapel that has been beautifully df'corated, the 
baldacchino over the big altar being really fine. 
Of this chapel a singular story is told. Now and 
again at night a bright light shines in it. for 
which no one can account. People have been 
known to ring the bell at the gate, thinking from 
the reflection in the street thatthe place was on fire. 
The sen·ants, who live on the opposite side of 
the quadrangle, have been awakened by it. I 
asked when it was seen last, and I was told last 
July; and on my inquiring of my informant 
whether she had seen it, she said yes, and that 
she was so frightened that she ran away to her 
own cell. 

I was so fortunate here, also, as to find one of 
the English Ladies who spoke English excellently, 
and I need not say that it maJe all the difference 
to my visit to Augsburg. This religious was a 
great friend of the sacristan of the Cathedral. I 
was very anxious to see the church and its clois
ter, but above all its treasury. It so happened 
that the Cathedral was being prepared by a gen
eral sweeping and dusting for a coming feast of 
the Bishop's consecration. The sacristan was a 
dear old man between seventy and eighty, and 
he was finely .cross at being called aw,iy from 
his cleaning, but I had no tim e to spare, and his 
friendship for my friend, the religious, prevailed . 
His work was left to his subalterns, and the 
old man came over to the treasury. "Come 
for a quarter of an hour or twenty minutes," we 
urged. •·Twenty minutes!" he scornfully re
joined; "it will take you three hours to see it 
properly." His very amusing irritation soon 
subsided when he saw that his treasures were 
appreciated: pictures, curiosities of many kinds, 
amongst other things the finest collection of port-
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able altar stones of mediaeval times that I have 
ever seen. After a careful examination of these 
very interesting things, giving a last look round 
the-rlace, my eye caught three oval pictures of 
Jesuits, on the top of one of the cupboards The 
light was waning, but I could just make out the 
names, and my heart jumped to see that one was 
P. EDMUNDUS CAMPIANUS The other two 
were German Jesuits. The three were pictures 
from some German College, which, of course, 
had been knocking about ever since the 
suppression of the Society. The old man 
got a ladder, and Blessed Edmund Campion 
was in my hand for a nearer inspection at 
the window. Poor enough as a work of 
art, and , of course, having no pretence to be 
a hkeness, I was drawn to covet it greatly. 
It, and a long inscription at its foot, had spoken 
of Campion's life and death to generations in a 
Jesuit C0llege in Germany. Spiranti cor eruitur, 
the inscription said, and the martyr was painted 
with a blazing heart in his hand, no inappropri
ate emblem of the loving soul of Edmund Cam
pion. In a few minutes-what induced the old 
sacristan to be so complaisant I do not know
we were trudging through the streets, and he 
was carrying the picture and leading the way to 

the Bishop's palace. 
It was a cool thing to do. 1 was thoroughly 

conscious of that, and my fear was lest the Bishop 
shoulJ be conscious cf it ;i\so . I deposited my 
picture outside the door of the 13ishop·s recep
tion-room, and while waiting for his lordship I 
polished up my Latin. I introduced myself, and 
he was paternal and very gracious. I took cour
age and said I had come to ask a favor. "l had 
seen a picture in his treasury,-in fact, I had it at 
hand-would he allow me-there it was-our 
recently beatified M~rtyr-of not much interest 
to his lordship but of great interest to us-might 
I hope for permission to take it with me?' ' The 
Bishop looked puzzled, and asked me who had 
told me it was in the treasury . ··No one," I 
said; "I had found it myself." ' ·Well, but," he 
said, and I thought I saw a frown; "who brought 
it here?" · ·The cuslos Cathedralis , · ' said I; 
'' he brought it from the treasury for your lord
ship to see." A smile greeted me after this, and 
I saw that the day was won. The Bishop was 

evidently more and more amused as I argued my 
claims, and at last he said that if his canons felt 
as he did, the picture was mine . "0, my Lord, 
I must leave to-morrow morning early, and I can 
hardly afford all that packing and carriage would 
cost. " Three hours, he said, would enable him 
to consult his canons, and I should have an 
answer in the evening, and , accordingly, after 
supper the picture arrived, together with the 
Bishop's card , on which he had written his hopes 
that Blessed Edmund would see safely back to 
his country the possessor of his picture. The 
nuns sewed it up in canv:is for me, and I carried 
it off in triumph . The old sacristan would not 
take a half-penny, and I left him , promising to 
say a Mass for him, and I have not forgotten my 
promise. He was a great contrast to a young 
sacristan in a Roman collar in St. Ulrich ·s Church. 
who waited impatiently while I walked round 
the church and gave a hasty look at the interest
ing frescoes in the choir. and who hurried me 
out and locked up the church at ten o'clock in 
the morning. quite de,1f to every request that I 
might see the shrine of St. Afra . A leisurely visit 
to the Cathedral was a consolation-a venerable 
old nave with square columns and round arches, 
to which C1othic aisles have been added; inter
est;ng old pictures and sculptures over the altars 
and everywhere, freshly painted and gilt; in this 
respect the Cathedral at Augsburg exceeding the 
Frauenkirch e at Munich , but surpassed in its turn 
by the newly-restored Cathedral at Eichstiitt . 

Augsburg has much of the mediaeval city left , 
and it reminded me, to some extent , of Nurrm
berg. The great hotel of the Drei Mohren-·1 hree 
Kings, of course-presents its long side to the 
street, all covered with frescoes, which, though 
not of the oldest , yet are bright and beautiful. 
But the time when the street looked the quaintest 
to me was early in the morning, when I crossed 
from the Confessor's house where I Lad slept, to 
say mass in the convent chapel. The Reverend 
Confessor himself, Herr Praeses they called him 
here, accompanied me, and as it was a dark 
morning and the hour early, he lighted me ::icross 
with a t<1per that he carried. The light on a face 
full of character made a fitting f')reground to the 
old gables and v;1riety of house fronts dimly 
showing themselves all round. That good priest 
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interested me much. I began by thinking Herr 
Praeses a funny name, but I soon found out it 
was a title drawn from his Confraternity of young 
workmen-quia princeps sum. fuvenum opificum, 
was his explanation. "This is a noisy house up 
to eleven o'clock at night, ., he said, as he showed 
me to my room; and sure enough, songs and 
cheers and rapping of tables indicated much recre
ation for the fuvenes opifices. They were very 
welcome, for I was tired enough to fall asleep in 
the midst of it all, and I was ~glad to think that 
the young workmen were in such good hands. 

In the convent chapel it was pretty to see the 
children, each with a lighted taper of her own. 
The same I saw in the churches. The tapers 
were rolls of wax, thicker than I should have 
thought could possibly be unrolled, at all events 
in cold weather, without breaking. What a 
temptation to children, though, to drop the hot 
wax, to twist and untwist the tapers, and to 
snuff them with their fingers. 

One sight I saw in the English Institute at 
Augsburg was worth the journey to me. The 
Life of Mary Ward was painted, no one knows 
when or by whom . There were originally fifty
two pictures , and of these forty-six now remain, 
some injured. but most of them in good condi
tion still. One of them I should liked to have 
carried away with my Blessed Edmund Campion. 
It represented our English martyrdoms in their 
full ghastliness; but a second visit to the Bishop 
on such an errand was not to be thought of, nor 
could one picture be detached from the series. 
Talking of martyrs, here in this very house in 
Augsburg the relics of two venerable priests 
martyred at York, in 1642, Lock wood and Cath
erick , remained under th~ infirmary altar for two 
hundred and twenty-five years, from the day 
when Mary Poyntz brought them there in 166;, 
to the time when the community gave them to 
Dom Gilbert Dolan, 0 S 8 ., who went there on 
purpose to ask for them . They are now amongst 
the precious relics collected at Downside. 

On the second morning at Augsburg I was 
lighted by a bright moon across the road to say 
my Mass, and lighted by the same moon later on 
to the railway station on my road home . It was 
cold_ and frosty weather, but Bavarian railway 
carnages are the best warmed I have ever seen. 

The steam passes from end to end of the train, 
under each carriage, and escapes from the very 
last carriage. A handle in each compartment 
can be set to "Kalt" (cold), or "Warm," and 
thus the passengers can regulate their tempera
ture. 

A stoppage on the way at Eichstiitt, and once 
more the hospitality of the English Institute. You 
leave the station on the main line and are carried 
by a steam tram up the winding valley some two 
or three miles, past Willibaldsburg, once a palace, 
now a fortress, to the town of EichsUitt. There 
the Cathedral is worth visiting, if only to see 
what one Bishop can do, when supported by the 
hearty love and loyal affection of his flock. An 
old Gothic church, fine but not one of the finest, a 
few years ago filled with Renaissance altars, in 
those days would have been visited with a sigh, 
and have left no impression worth remembering. 
But now, there is the hand of a master every
where. · The cloister was a miserable ruinous 
charnel-house. Two sides have now been re
stored, and a fine vaulted hall built, but there all 
the fine old tombs and monuments are properly 
cared for. In the church the fabric is untouched, 
but the Renaissance altars are sold to other 
churches, and in their stead the finec:;t set of 
Gothic altars erected that I have yet seen . With 
rich German variety, not too florid, with carv
ings and pictures in abundance, any one of them 
would be a treasure beyond price over here. In 
the corner there is the chapel of the Bishop's 
family , the Barons von Leonrod. The tombs of 
his ancestors are there, but no need to see to the 
restoration of altar or chapel. A few years ago 
he kept the jubilee of his priesthood, and his dio
cesan clergy presented the altar to the Cathedral 
as their jubilee gift. The painting of the organ 
it is a pleasure to see, and it is flanked by two 
long panels that are all pictures. St. Willibald's 
relics are in a Renaissance altar in a western apse, 
in due time to be supplanted by an altar in better 
keeping with the church, but showing mean
while what the Bishop has parted with else
where. Over the high altar in a splendid trip
tych stand vast figures of our English Saints, SS. 
Willibald, Winnibald and Walburga , St. Richard, 
the Saxon King, their father, and their mother, 
of whom I never heard before, St. Wuna. The 
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stately figures are old, and are now worthily 
restored to their place of honor. That high altar 
is, I think, the finest I ever saw; but when I told 
the Bishop so, he said, "Ah, you should see In
goldstadt." 

I went to pay my respects to the Bishop, and , 
to my relief, I found that he spoke Italian fluently. 
He was extremely kind, and showed me the 
pictures in his long suite of rooms, and in his 
double chapel. In his inner chapel, besides a 
fine series of some twenty old pic:tures of the 
Passion , he has a magnificent triptych, if I 
may so call it when each vole! or wing is 
double; not one folded, but two, one behind 
the other. You may thus close one pair 
of wings, hiding the figures of the central 
part, and yet have two wings showing their fine 
pictures on either side. At Bamberg, the Bishop 
said, there is a triptych with wings three deep. 
In the Bishop's outer chapel is a Coronation of 
our Blessed Lady by Holbein. 

The Bishop had something to show me that 
had greatly excited my curiosity. It was an 
episcopal vestment, called a rationale. worn 
when vested for Pontifical High Mass, by the 
Bishops of Eichsrntt and Ratisbon, and I think he 
told me by a Bishop in Sicily, also. It consists of 
a richly-embroidered straight piece across the 
breast and back, with shoulder-pieces that de
scend lower, in which the names of the virtues 
are worked, and to which all along metal pend
ants hang like a fringe. It is put on one shoul
der first, and then fastened on the other. 

The Bishop gave me a line to take to the Ben
edictine Father who is in charge of St. Wal
burga's Church, and I thus came to visit under 
favorable auspices that which I cared the most 
to see in all Bavaria. When I saw the oil of St. 
Walburga as it flows from the resting-place of 
her bones, I felt that I was in the presence of one 
of those standing m;;rvels that proclaim God to 
be wonderful in His saints. It is a sight never 
to be forgotten, like the similar marvel at the 
tomb of St. Nicholas at Bari, or the diverse mir
acles of St. Januarius at Naples, St. Clare at Mon
tefalco , and St. Catherine at Bologna . 

The body of St. Walburga rests under the high 
altar of the Church of the Benedictine nuns, and 
the Blessed Sacrament is over her. At the back 

of the altar there are two floors, one on the level 
of the sanctuary, wit!~ a semicircular opening be
hind the altar, and the other floor lower down , 
which i reached by :i stair. On this lower level 
there is an altar, which is much below the tomb 
of St. Walburga. At this altar I was allowed to 
say Mass. Above it is a gilt metal door, or rather , 
two doors, one within the other, which inclose 
a hollow s pace about four feet wide and three 
feet high , immediately under the tomb of St. 
Walburga. There above, on a thick slab of 
marble, rests the body of the Saint, and there it 
has rested undisturbed for six hundred yea rs. 
And through that slab . of marble, during the 
winter months, from October to April, the oil 
that exudes from her bones finds its way into 
the hollow space beneath which it fills with a 
sort of mist, that then settles in drops on the 
doors and walls, and runs down along channels 
prepared for it into silver vessels placed there to 
receive it. The Benedictine Father was so good 
as to open the doors that guard this space. 
When he had opened the first , he struck the 
second door several sharp blows. I thought that 
the ·1oc k perhaps was stiff, but as soon as he 
opened the second door I saw why he struck it. 
It had been to cause the drops that were collect
ing to fall; and yet the moment that the door 
was opened, he had quickly to reach his hand 
for on·e of the silver receptacles within, or some 
of the oil would have fallen on the altar below. 
I had long heard of St. Walburga's oil, and I had 
often seen the little bottles in which, mixed with 
water, it is distributed to the faithful. At length 
I had seen it flowing with my own eyes , and 
the most interesting sight that I had seen in 
Bavaria had come last. The walls of the sanc
tuary on both levels, and indeed of a third and 
higher level or gallery, were all covered with 
votive pictures or with the grateful inscription, 
Walburga hat geholfen-"Walburga has helped '' 
Some jewels and chains offered to St. Walburga 
are shut up in the hollow place beneath the tomb 
where the holy oil so mysteriously flows . 

Before I leave Bavaria, there are two places in 
Munich that I want to mention. The first is the 
"Alt-pinakothek," the collection of old paintings. 
In it I found old friends, well known for years by 
.engravings i ;ind there I h;iye n,age pew friends, 
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never seen before, and never to be seen again, 
but which I am the better for having seen . There 
are rooms full of the grand old religious pictures, 
that confer a far deeper impession on me for good 
than the more skilful :ind more artistic w0rk of 
much later times . 1,ubens in plenty, but I shut 
my eyes. I was disappointed not to fin,i more 
examples of Fra Angelico, and Perugi no and 
Francia; but, as all the world knows , there are 
there some lovely pictures by Raffrelle, though 
somehow they did not charm me as I expected. 

The other is the National Museum, the ground 
floor of which surpasses any museum of early 
Christian art that I have seen. As at South Ken
sington, casts and originals are mingled together, 
a wonderfully instructive collection-a place to 
spend a month in , instead of a couple of hours . 
Old pictures on the walls, in such abundance that 
they are crowded even into dark corners, or 
skied to the tops uf lofty rooms, Gothic altars 
complete, frontals, reredos and all, and many of 
them. Old ironwork , old goldsmith's work, old 
embroidery, old carving, all painted and gilt. 
What are those vestments? The robes of St. 
Henry the Emperor. What is th.it ivory box? 
The jewel-case of his wife, St. Cunegunda. 
There is a rationale like the Bishop of Eichstiitt's, 
but centuries older. There a low mitre with the 
martyrdom of St. Thomas of Canterbury. There 
-yes, they are all there in Munich , seven hun
dred and seventy miles away, and my chance 
very small of seeing them again. 

One more reminiscence, but no longer of Ba
varia. Homeward bound, at Mainz, a long talk 
over night with the Superioress of the "English 
Ladies" of that city-they were spared by Napo
leon, and it is said that he wrote the decree or. 
parchment taken from a drum -head. In the 
morning Mass in that venerable Cathedral. It 
was dark when I entered it, and the few lights scat 
tered about set the Cathedral off with wonderful 
effect. In the sacristy my English Celebret, which 
had come by post, brought me a few kind words 
in excellent English from a venerable priest, which 
ma_de me regret that I was leaving by an early 
tram, and so could not avail myself of his kind 
offer to be of help. For the first time in my life 
my chasuble was not put over my head , but it 
was open, and was placed on one shoulder and 

then brought over and fastened on the other. 
My Mass was in the beautiful chapel in which 
Mgr. l<etteler lies buried Details were half visi
ble in the morning light as I left the church, and 
the impression on my mind was that the colour
ing of the roof surpassed in be;_iutv and in delicate 
t;iste anything I had seen of the kind in Bavaria 
- in this respect M;linz was finer even th ;in l::ich
stiilt. The colors of the vaulting are the one 
weak pc,int in that great church full of beauty. 
And now good- bye to it all, and back to London. 
Good-bye to it all, excepting to what I carry back 
with me in my memory. Antiquity and beauty 
combined-that it is that has for me a perfect 
charm, and of that delightful combination I have 
many a remembrance that I shall never lose, 
thanks to my run into Bavaria, for which I am 
indebted to the hospitable invitation of the good 
Englischen Fraulein They will let me say in 
gratitude, Florea! lnstitutum Mariae. 

JOHN MORRIS 

Ube '.Late Rrcbbtsbop 'Wlalsb. 
~ UT a few months have elapsed since we 
JJ;J had to deplore the heavy affliction which 
befell the Church, in Canada, by the removal by 
death of the learned and illustrious Archbishop of 
Kingston; and, now again, before that wound is 
healed , while it is yet open, another severe blow 
has fallen upon us. 

On Sunday night, 31st July, shortly before 
eleven o'clock, the Most Rev. John Walsh, D. 
D., calmly breathed his last and entered into his 
rest and reward, at his archiepiscopal residence, 
St. John's Grove, Toronto. The sudden death 
of the eminent and beloved prelate came as a 
great shock to the whole community, Protestant 
and Catholic. It was a severe blow to the 
Church in this province. 

Early in July His Grace met with a painful ac
cident to his knee, while inspecting the new 
cemetery, north of the city , which confined him 
to bed and to his room. Though he suffered 
considerably, no apprehension, whatever, as to a 
fatal result, was felt. On the contrary, his pro
gress towards recovery had been favourable up 
to the hour of his death , and the attending 
physicians were sanguine that His Grace would, 
in a short time, t>e re~tored. tq his ordinary he.ilt"\. 
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On this point, he was himself hopeful; so much 
so that he intimated to one of the Carmelite 
fathers his intention of attending the annual re
treat of the diocesan clergy, which was to take 
place, in a few weeks, at Niagara Falls. 

The shock to the nervous system, caused by 
the serious injury he had received, the great heat 
of the weather and the long confinement, to 
which he was unaccustomed, so trying to one of 
his active temperament and habits, contributed, 
no doubt , to hasten the unexpected and deplor
able event. Till within one hour of his last mo
ment the Archbishop had been conversing. in a 
cheerful and pleasant manner with some visitors 
who had called . Soon after their departure 
'Nhen about retiring for the night, he complained 
of faintness, and said to his niece that he felt he 
was dying. He asked to have the last rites ad
ministered, which was done by his nephew, 
Father James Walsh, who had been providentially 
at hand. In a few minutes he became uncon

scious and death ensued. 
Thus painlessly and peacefully , the faithful ser

vant rendered up his soul into the hands of his 
Creator. The sad news, t:legraphed in all direc
tions, was heard with genuine sorrow. Seldom 
in the . history of Toronto have there been so 
many manifestations of regret on the part of the 

general populace. 
The secular and religious press of Canada and 

the United States has given full and accurate de
tails of the early life and ecclesiastical career of 
the deceased Archbishop, a brief summary of 
which only will be, here, necessary. 

He was born in Mooncoin , County Kilkenny , 
-a parish so prolific in furnishing priests and 
religious to the Church-on 24th May, 1830, of 
highly respectable parents, who, on both sides, 
came of a good old stock . In obedie nce to a 
decided call to the sacerdotal state he entered St. 
John's College, Waterford, at an early age. Upon 
the completion of his course of classics . science 
and philosophy, he came to Montreal , where he 
finished his ecclesiastical training, under the Sul
pician fathers , in the Grand Seminary. After a 
brilliant college career, he was ordained priest, in 
Toronto, by the venerated Bishop de Charbonnel, 
who, at once, arpointed him to the parish of 
Brock, bordering on Lake Simcoe, then in its 

infancy . The solitude and loneliness amid which 
the young missionary lived , could be, so to 
speak, palpably felt, as the writer can attest, from 
his own experienc e of the place, in !Jter years 
It may be added thJt Father Walsh, while in 
Brock, was a stranger to all congenial companion
ship and society. In 1856 he was called to 
Toronto, where he became, successively, pastor 
of St. Paul's, for a short time , rector of St. Mich
ael's Cathedral, and , finally. Vicar-General and 

parish priest of St. Mary's . 
On 10th November, 1867, he was consecrated 

Bishop of London, in St Michael's Cathedral. 
Toronto, in succession to Bishop Pinseneault, 
who had resigned the see from imµaired health . 
In this held he laboured zealously for twenty-two 
years, completely reorganizing the affairs of the 
diocese. He paid off a very large debt. built a 
magnificent Cathedral and a substantial and capa
cious episcopal residence. and left no legacy of 

liabilities to his successor. 
When Archbishop Lynch of Toronto died , in 

May, 1889, Dr. Walsh was deemed the most 
fitting dignitary to fill the vacancy Accordingly 
bv a Brief from the Holy See, dated August 20th , 
1889, he was appointed He took leave of his 
former London subjects on 27th November of that 
year. For nine years His Grace administered 
most successfully the Archdiocese of Toronto 

These are the meLrncholy particulars of the 
death and the salient features in the life of the 

lamented Archbishop. 
It is not easy when one's heart is c_harged with 

poignant sorrow to say much or to say the fittest 
thing on a subject of this kind Alas! To t hink 
of it. He whom we loved so well. who was 
our chief pastor, our leader, our friend. the joy of 
our hearts is no more! His eloquent voi:::e is no 
more to be heard in our churches and in our 
halls, or in friendly converse ; his sublime lessons 
of wisdom, his counsels and his earnest exhorta

tions we shall hear no m ore! 
Great, great is our loss! Irreparable is the loss 

to the Catholic Church in this province, and to 
the well disposed of every creed Yes , to all, 
for all feel it; as instance the manifestation of 
deep and sincere regret when his death became 
known, from those even who are not of our be
lief. Instance the reverence with which crowds 
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of people went to pay the last tribute of respect 
to his cold remains; instance the innumerable 
messages and tokens of tender love and regret 
from his hostc; of friends . 

And why is the loss so universally felt? Be
cJuse he was a great and good man. He was, 
first and foremost. our chief pastor here, a noble 
pillar of the Church. And in that office and in 
the discharge of the duties of that office he won 
all hearts to himself by the practice of the golden 
rule of charity. 

Cbaritas omnia sustinet- "charity beareth all 
things," would seem to have been his motto, and 
how faithfully he walked in the oath marked out 
by those blessed words, his prie~ts can tell, who 
have lost in him more than a pastor, a tender 
father; his people can testify, who never appealed 
to him in vain; and his works remain to be ever
lastin g monu.ments of the sterling love which he 
bore to those whom God confided to his care. 

He was, frc,m the first, emphatically a true 

priest, ?eeply impressed with the dig~ity and 
respons1b1ltty of his office, ever loyal to his eccle
siastical superiors and devoted to the discharae 
of every b_r~~ch of his priestly work. With gre~1t 
n_a tur~l_ab1ht1es and sagacity he combined great 
s1m_pltc1ty of character, a transparent openness 
which seemed to reveal his inmost soul and 
which always showed him honourable' and 
straight-forward in obeying every call of duty . 
All those who enjoyed his acquaintance know 
well th:.1t nothing was more foreign to bis kindly 
and genial nature than a tyrannical act of author
ity . If ever sternness appeared in his manner, 
1t was the sternness of a father, and underneath 
there beat a true and faithful heart. He was 
always ready to sympathize with others. 

As a priest he gave his Master thirteen years 
of careful, steady, untiring service, and the flock 
of St.. Michael's and St. Mary's and the clergy of 
tl~e diocese recognized, long before he became 
bishop, a man who had taken up his work in 
order to do it well and thoroughly. As a Bish
op, for n~arly thirty -two years, h-is eye was on 
every portion of his diocese; his word and his 
help reachej every priest, and his heart felt all the 
wa~ts of his flo_ck, all their struggles, all their 
sacnfices, all their success. 

In the Christian priesthood a man's personal 

character counts for less than in any other pro-. 
fession or condition of life. The reason is that 
priests, more than any other men, must submit, 
if they are to succeed, to an effective process of 
chastening, correcting and moulding. Or rather, 
in_ a true priest. the merely selfish, the petty, the 
f'.tvolous tendenc~es of character should be got 
nd of by mental and spiritual training--just as 
rain and rivers wash the soil from the ancient 
rocks-and should leave bare the grander and 
deeper q ualit(es of courage, justice, energy and 
self-sacrifice to be acted upon and elevated by 
supernatural grace: Archbishop Walsh was one 
who by temperament, perhaps, as well as by 
training, subordinated natural impulses to divine 
ideals. But he was of a nature in which the 
simple, _the childlike and the affectionate larg.dy 
predommated. Policy on a wide or elaborate 
scale was not congenial to him . His arr;111ge
ments were for plain ,md eviden t needs; and any 
man might know his mind . He bved cheerful
ness; he loved to smile himself and he also liked 
others to smile. He had a humour which was 
so'.t and dry-a true Celtic kind. He thoroughly 
enioyed such recreation as fell in his way-a 
gathering of his clergy, the society of friends 
whom he 1net at a religious function, or a few 
days with one more intimately loved, such as 
the late Archbishop Cleary. He had a genial 
pride, far removed from any of the seven deadly 
sins,-a pride in a fine body of clergy-gathered 
together, fired with the same zeal that burned in 
his breast, in a model diocese, in the flock among 
whom he lived and laboured, and in that strong 
and deep Catholicity which had supported him 
so generously and so nobly during the forty-five 
years of his life as priest and bishop. 

Add to this the sweet traits of his character. 
With his richly stored mind, his varied acquire
°:ents, his_ deep learning. he was ever ready to 
dispense his knowledge and his gifts to his flock 
with a marvellous patience, as gent le as a mother 
who teaches her little ones the first syllables of 
the Christian doctrine. 

And what a staunch defender of the faith! He 
was ever ready to defend the sacred gift entrusted 
to his care. With convincing eloquence as an 
orator, with close logical arguing as a writer, i11 

the pulpit and in his pastorals he was the un-
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daunted soldier of Christ-a galLint knight who 
lowered the colours of ma.ny an enemy of his 
lady-love. the Church. Well may the Spouse of 
Christ, in Canada·, mourn for the death of a great 

champion . 
As a preacher he was distinguished even in the 

earliest years of his ministry: for the well-known 
dignity of his demeanour, the impressiveness of 
his style gave him the command of the minds 
and hearts of his hearers as he taught them the 
truths of the faith and exhorted them to the prac
tices which modelled his own life._ And if his 
sermons were so impressive then, they became 
far more so when he spoke to his people with all 
the influence and authority peculiar to the Cath
olic Episcopate. Of lat e years, when the sunset 
of life was approaching and threw around him a 
halo of veneration and respect, his sermons and 
pastoral letters became far more impressive still, 
for he spoke not merely with the authority of a 
p:1stor, but of a father of the Church. who, look
ing back through the long vi~ta of nearly seventy 
well-spent years, knew full well how to instruct 
his flock as t0 what they must pursue, ""hat they 
must avoid, if they would realize to themselves 
the ideal of a true Christian. 

It is yet too soon to realize the loss which 
religion, education, charity and general good 
works have sustained, in the archdiocese of 
Toronto, by Dr. Walsh's death. Time alone 
will reveal this; and, although his office be oc
cupied by another equall,v qualified and popular, 
the place of the late Arch bishop can never be 
filled. His was an unique personality, the per
sonification of kindness and amiability , which 
with rare intellectual gifts, zeal and energy were 
his distinctive characteristics. 

Throughout his life the Archbishop was singu
larly beloved by all with whom he chanced to 
come in contact, and there is more in the phrase 
than it might be supposed to contain; for he sel
dom sought out the applause or even the love of 
the many. His character was so refined that the 
temptation of aggressiveness or the allurements 
of seeking large and facile popularity were alike 
unknown to him. His, on the contrary, were 
the qualities of mercy and generosity-qualities, 
which in, one holding a position of responsibility 
and authority are doubly desirable and delicate, 

Withal he had no weakness of character about 
him whatever; but his strength was the elastic 
and unobtrusive strength of steel rather than the 
strength of brute force and brute assertiveness . 
If he desired to carry out a design that seemed 
good to him-and otherwise he was scarcely 
capable of a desire-he pursued it with a perti
nacity and a resolution that suffered no obstacles 
to oppose them Witness the persistent and 
triumphant manner in which he restored the dio
cese of London to a condition of prosperity and 
good order. Witness also the progress of the 
archdiocese of Toronto in every direction, which 
!~as steadily attended the efforts of his personal 

organization. 
For a very personal organization it was which, 

with unceasing care and quiet vigilance, directed 
those important affairs very keenly, very reso
lutely , and, above all very holily. 

Can one doubt that God has blessed the dio
cese of Toronto in its fourth bishop? It is not so 
much that we can observe with the eye-not so 
much the new churches, convents, charitable 
institutions, or the hospitals or the schools for the 
poor ;.1nd the orphan, or any other work of 
national progress , but rather the hope for the 
future . It is the confidence that the work is that 
of a man of God-which will never perish-that 
is to say will infallibly result, has resulted, and is 
resulting in the conversion of sinners and the 
salvation of souls. 

Archbishop Walsh took no part in any public 
questions: nor in any matters outside his own 
special sphere, and mixed but little in genera l 
society. He found that the discharge of the 
duties of his position, which he ever attendeJ to 
with scrupulous exactitude, were sufficient to 
completely occupy his time and mind. Study 
was his favourite relaxation. As a reader he kept 
himself well abreast of the literature of the d:iy. 
His life was a shining example of so lid virtue. 
His death-the echo of his life-was that of a 

saint 
Among the multitude of mourners over the 

death of the venerated Archbishop there are none 
who have greater cause for sorrow than the corn- • 
rnunity of Loreto and their pupils. From the 
time the convent was opened, near by St. Mary 's 
Church, more than forty years ago, till the end 
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of his life he proved himself a true and steadfast 
friend He never ceased to .take the liveliest in
terest in the progress and welfare of the parent 
house, at Toronto, and the several outlying insti
tutions. The superb Academy, occupying the 
most gorgeous a,1d picturesque site on the Con
tinent of America, within sight and sound of 
the "thundering waters" of Niagara Falls, had 
always the warmest corner in his heart. He 
loved to visit this abode of peace, piety and 
serene contentment when duty required, or when 
he felt the need of a day's recreation after arduous 
labour. 

To have clustered around him, in one of the 
parlours or on the lawn, a crowd of the pupils, 
the tiny, lisping little ones, seated at his feet, 
listening to him in rapt attention, the more grown 
with their chairs close to his, to enjoy their fun, 
frolics and merriment, to answer their many and 
ofttimes puzzling questions, to tell them pleasant 
and edifying stories and anecdotes, to narrate 
the experiences of his missionary life, to speak of 
his travels and adventures, in a word to afford 
them all manner of amusement, gave him un. 
speakable delight. It was the cunstant play of 
innocent child-like humour, which could find 
amusement in the simplest things that endeared 
him to the hearts of his young protegees . Then , 
there were the impromptu concerts , which they 
gave him , and which he enjoyed so heartily , 
especially when they included some of Moore's 
touching and entrancing melodies, for which he 
had always the greatest adrniration. 

The pupils, at the Falls, in fact, believed th em
s~lves to be the children of His Grace's predilec
tion. They could never imagine that he felt the 
sa~e i_nter~st in any others. How much they 
will miss hts presence, his kindly words of praise 
and encouragement! 

" The Rainbow, ".too, has lost its staunchest 
friend a~d most enthusiastic admirer, he who 
n~ver missed an opportunity of bestowing on it 
hts approval and commendation . It were need
less to say with what pleasurable anticipation the 
young lady editors looked forward to His Grace's 
visits to the Falls. . 

But, alas ! No more will they listen to 
the . soft . cadence of his kindly and sympa
thetic voice; no more will they gaze with g lee 

and rapture upon the merry twinkle of his laugh
ing eyes; never again will they join in joyous 
laughter at his comic sayings and humorous anec
dotes! The tongue is silent and the eye is dark. 
Let us hope that the former is now joining the 
the celestial choirs in singing the praises of his 
divine Master, and that the latter is being dazzled 
with the beauty and splendour of the heavenly 
Jerusalem and with the crowning g lory of the 
beatific vision. 

The approaching Golden Jubilee, to commemo
rate the foundation of the Loretto Order, in Can
ada, will be less joyful because of the death of 
the two-Rev. Mother Teresa Dease and Arch
bishop Walsh-who had witnessed and shared 
from the beginning, the struggles and trials , th~ 
labours and success of the community. The 
celebration will lose much of its eclat and soul 
owing to these lamentable occurences: ' 

The memory and virtues of Archbishop Walsh 
will be long cherished by the Ladies of Loretto 
and their pupils, who had the privilege and pleas
ure of knowing him so well, and many a fervent 
and earnest prayer will be daily offered by them 
for the repose of his soul, until they meet in the 
home of his Master, Whom he had so long, so 
nobly, and so faithfully served. 

Heaven has left the succour of the departed to 
us on earth. It is our duty-a duty that will be 
cheerfully and piously performed-to pray and 
beseech God's m ercy upon the soul of the de
parted prelate. For, although in our esteem and 
veneration for him , we think so highly of the 
virtues we have seen in Archbishop Walsh, yet, 
let us remember it is God Who has to judge and 
Who has found sin even in His Angels. Eternal 
rest give unto him O Lord, and let perpetual 
light shine upon him! Amen. J. G. M. 

Ottawa, September 14, 1898. 

B roessaoe. 
Beloved friends, let us not hom age pay 
To base and sordid ends. Though dull as stone 
This life may seem to half-closed eyes, and lone 
The grey w as te plain , be sure this azure day 
Our God will send His loving Word to say 
That we are His, if through the years , we own 
His Fatherhood. We'll reach at last the home 
Where sun and star the law of love obey . . 

Ct.ARA CONWAY. 
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forged steel, the most serviceable as well as the 
most durable metallic composition yet discov
ered, while the modelling is almost exclusively 
confined to the Gatling gun. 

Ube Gun Sbops of tbe 'Wlasbtngton 1Ral'l] 
JQart,s. 

9::I T the close of this eventful period in t.he 
~ history of the United States, it will prob
ably be of interest to most of our readers to know, 
in a general way, something about the manufac
turing of Uncle Sam 's artillery, a factor which has 
figured so prominently in the late war. 

By way of a preface, I might say that all the 
gun mounts and equipments of U S naval ves
sels are manufactured at the Naval Gun Factory
of Washington, D. C. 

On entering the yard, the attention of the visitor 
is attracted to a large, imposing-looking structure 
surmounted by a dark placard, on which are the 

words: 

" Commenced May, 1887.-William G. 
Whitney, Secretary of the Navy. 

Capt,1in Montgomery Sicard, U. S N. 
Chief Bureau of Ordnance. 

Completed September, 1892.-Benjamin 
F. Tracy, Secretary of Navy. 

Commander Wm. Folger, U. S. N.-
Chief Rureau Ordnance. 

This is known as the principal gun shop, and is 
630 feet long and 85 feet wide Owing to its 
vast dimensions it has been divided into north, 
south, east, and west factory . In each division 
one might watch with interest the development 
of the 4-inch guns as well as that of the large 13-
inch guns, the latter of which have served as the 
most destructive element in the recent national 
disturbance. To be more explicit, let me say, 
that all guns are measured by the diameter of 
their bores, and the 1 3- inch gun is therefore the 
largest of its kind manufactured . When com
pleted it weighs 6 3 tons, and our modern war
ship floats four of these, two at her bow and two 
at her stern. It fires from four hundred to five 
hundred shots a minute, and if the gun is prop
erly fed, the rapidity frequently exceeds a thou
sand shots in the same space of time, within a 
range of a few thousand yards. In the late war 
Lieut. Parker was called to fire upon a Spanish 
cruiser, at San Juan, a distance of two thousand 
five hundred y;irds. This he did most effectively, 
and entirely demolished the vessel. 

The material used in the building of the guns 
is what is known as homogeneous oil-tempered 

This famous mechanical cast is ,1 product of the 
inventive genius of Richard Jordan Gatling who, 
in 1847, completed a gun twenty fee t long, 
weighing fifteen tons, with an eight-inch ca liber, 
the largest high-power gun ever cast in one piece. 
In 1861 , this invention gave precedence to the 
great revolving bJttery gun which bears his 
name; the appearance of which marked the be
ginning of the development of rapid-firing artillery, 
which, during the life of the present generation, 
has completely revolutionized the methods of 

warfare. 
Mr. Gatling, speaking of his own gun, says: 

"Congress, in 1896, appropriated forty thousand 
dollars to pay for building and testing a sample 
eight-inch gun, built acco,ding to my designs 
and in one piece. There is alw.1ys one difficulty 
with the 'built-up guns'-those that are rein
forced with hoops or bands Of course, it is 
evident that the elements necess;iry for a gun are 
great cohesive and yet great ebstic strength Many 
experiments have been made to bring this about. 
Low steel has been used a great deal, and nickel 
steel has been much in vogue. But the troubl e 
with the 'built-up guns' is that though they will 
fire a few shots successfully, afterwards the 
seams between the bands or hoops will open 
The expansion from the centre, where the great
est he,it is, causes them to open, so that one 
might easily adjust a half dollar piece between 
the seams. My gun will fire several shots at a 
time without getting out of alignment. Perhaps 
the best description of the casting of the gun is 
to say that it is cast in one piece in a circular 
flow of metal-a sort of metallic whirl. Th e air 
cannot mix with the metal during the flow. The 
gun is forged by a mandril internally, and cooled 
from the cei1tre, which gives it" additional 
strength. It is twenty-fou r feet long and weighs 
fifteen tons . It was built at the works of the 
Otis Steel Co., in Cleveland . and has been finished 
in the Washington Navy Yard." 

To attempt to eulogize the inventive power of 
Dr. Gatling would be but a revival of an exhaus
tive newspaper narration . His guns are, of 
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course, his hobby, yet no one would connect the 
death-dealing weapons with the venerable octo
genarian who forms such a unique figure in his 
elegant apa rtments overlooking the Hudson and 
the Palisades. Free from all the eccentricities 
commonly ascribed to genius, his pride in his 
pets is indicated merely by a straightening of his 
shoulders and a latent sparkle in his deep blue 
eyes. Contact and conversation with most of 
of the crowned heads of Europe, added to his 
extensive literary attainments, have made him a 
delightful raconteur, keenly alive to all the lead
ing questions of the day. 

And now let me conduct my readers through 
the different departments connected with the 
manufacture of this marvellous piece of ordnance. 
The first shop we pass qn our circuit is what is 
known as the breech-mechanism shop, in which 
is done all the sighting and breech-work of the 
guns, the foundry in which the bronze and iron 
materials are cast in their respective forms; then 
the Pattern Shop and Shell House, the work of 
which includes the manufacturing of all patterns, 
the collection and preparation of outfits for ships, 
and packing and shipping of all leather work, 
cartridge bags, and powder and gas-check bags. 
Passing on, we come to the Chemical Laboratory, 
in which an experienced chemist tests all metals 
used by the government; and in the building 
adjoining, known as the Pyrotechnic Department, 
fuses, rockets, and signal lights are made. 

The most interesting features of the gun factory 
are the three-power travelling cranes, the one in 
the north gun shop has a h0ist of forty-two feet, 
a travel of two hundred and thirty feet, and a 
capacity of one hundred and ten tons These 
cranes, like the other machinery of the building, 
are propelled by steam and are controlled by a 
single individual. They are principally used for 
the purpose of transporting heavy metal from one 
part of the shop to another. By a complex ar
rangement of machinery . two· iron hooks are 
lo":'e~ed :rom which is suspended a stout rope. 
This 1s sltpped through a noose over the object 
to be removed, the signal is given , by a similar 
arrangement the ropes are tightened , and the 
entire mass,_ which frequently consists of sixty
three tons, 1s elevated to a proportionate height , 
and, after traversing the required distance, is 

lowered to the desired position. All this is ac
complished in a few minutes, and requires the 
instrumentality of a single mechanic. 

The boring of the guns and the chiselling, in 
fact, all the refining work is done by means of 
small electric motors, known as butts . These 
are controlled by the one thousand mechanics 
employed by the government in this important 
operation. To each man is assigned his individ
ual work on one of the many composite parts of 
the gun, and the perfection with which he ac · 
complishes his task is often the fruit of years of 
hard study and application to that particular 
branch in the art of gun-making. One may 
judge of the refinement necessary in the rifling, 
for instance, by the fact that the one thousandth 
of an inch left uncut from the interior of the cap, 
would derange the whole mechanism. 

This is, in brief, a description of the origin and 
development of our Navy's guns, which have 
served to immortalize the - names of Admiral 
Dewey, Generals Shafter and Sampson, and all 
the other heroes of the late Spanish-American 

War. 
ALANNA MARMION . 

1Rotes of 1lrtsb Utal'el anb Scenetl]. 
?'1~f1 E have requested permission to publish 
~ the following interesting extracts from 

letters, written to her family , by a former pupil 
of the Loretto Abbey, Toronto. 

Writing from London, under date 6th, Sept , 
she says: 

Fancy my Killarney letter giving you so much 
r leasure; I wrote it under great difficulty as there 
were several " female women" chattering loudly 
in the room. However, 1 was so impressed with 
the beauty of the place that, somehow, my pen 
ran on into a description altogether inadequate. 
And, now, we have left the dear olJ land far be
hind us. Last Thursday morning, we watched 
her mountains fading into a mere outline, which 
was finally lost in the mist. as we steamed from 
Kingstown (Old Dunleary) to Holyhead , in one 
of those world-famed "mail boats," belonging 
to the London and N. W. Railway Company. 
We then felt very sad to think we had seen the 
last of the ' ' Island of Saints." 

We spent nearly every day in Dublin of the 
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final week, as M- was very keen on hunting out 
"Old Curiosity Shops, " in quest of rare speci
mens of Irish relics and souvenirs. But, on Tues
day, we took a day off to see Glendalough. 
Leaving Kingstown at 10 a. m. we went by train 
to Avoca. The line from Dalkey runs close by 
the sea. At first one looks down on ii from cliffs 
or through openings in great rocks, the view as 
you pass round Bray Head being exquisite, in
cluding Bray, Dalkey, Killiney, and Howth in 
the distance guarding the northern extremity of 
the far-famed and much-admired Bay of Dublin. 
From Greystones to Wicklow the train is on a 
level with the water, only a few feet away. 

At Wicklow we left the sea behind us and got 
into the valley and mountain region. We ended 
our railway trip at Avoca, and, after a little con
versation with a ''jarvey" stepped (up) on his 
"outside car," and began our drive,-first to the 
"meeting of the waters,'' in that "valley so 
sweet." We alighted there and went down to 
the rivers' edge near the stone bridge, ivy-clad 
and arched, stood a few minutes under Tom 
Moore's oak tree, repeating the words of that 
charming melody of his, so worthy of the Vale 
.of Avoca It was such a delightful morning, the 
sun shining on the rivers, the valley rich in emerald 
verdure, and the mountains ever changing as the 
clouds passed across the sun; M. and P. were 
delighted with it We joined the car at the top 
of the hill, to the right, and proceeded on our 
way to Rathdrum, where we lunched at Foley's 
Hotel. It was nine miles from Avoca and nine 
more on to Glendalough, through the Vale of 
Clara, our road was high up and the Vale to the 
right below us. As we came near Glendalough 
the clouds were getting dc1rker until the sky was 
almost black, and, then. down came the rain. 
We pushed on for the lake, having "collected" a 
very talkative guide, who was much more of a 
hindrance than a help-as he wanted to show us 
and to describe all sorts of legendary stones and 
objects that were not particularly interesting, 
and quite tried to prevent our going to the lake, 
just to save himself the journey. 13ut we did go 
and were well repaid. There w;is a very high 
wind which drove the mist and rain down from 
the mountains in sheets . The upper lake was 
most stormy, and turbulent and ''gloomy, " be. 

yond words, with high waves beating on the 
sho:e. It was a magnificent panorama. Coming 
back, we were blown in every direction and my 
"brolly' ' (umbrella) inside out and back again in 
a twinkling! Our garments were saturated, hut 
it was wildly exciting, and, when we got into 
the church-yard, close by the Round Tower, and 
looked back and up at the frowning mountains, 
it was a scene never to be forgotten. 

The guide's description of the Tower was very 
funny. He kept on repeating over and over 
again "it's one of the hidden mysteries, and no 
one knows its "anquitity" (antiquity); it was 
so many feet high and 49 in '' circumfens ." He 
also told us that Ireland was divided into four 
" Providinces " and that there were three inland 
cities, "Kilkenny, Limerick and Glendalough; 
Kilkenny and Limerick are up-standing cities 
but Glendalough is in ruins." All with express
ive gesture and calling us "me lady! " at every 
second word . We rested and refreshed at the 
hotel, sitting in a nice corridor with glass on both 
sides and over head like a conservatory. We 
saw the signatures of the Royal party who vis
ited Glendalough in 187 1, including Princess 
Louise and the Marquis of Lorne; they are framed 
over the principal entrance Before we left, the 
clouds had cleared off and the evening was beau
tiful. We got to Rathdrum shortly before 7 
o'clock and were very glad for some food and 
delicious tea . Our train left at 8, and, as we sped 
along the sea, the scene was so changed from 
the morning,-"as moonlight is to sunlinght." 
A silver radiance broke out every little while, for 
there were many clouds, and, consequently dark 
shadows . My best and favourite bit, Bray to 
Killiney, with its horse-shoe curve, the Head 
standing out so clearly defined in the moonlight, 
and Dalkey, at the other end, was lovely for a 
last remembrance. 

The journey through Wales is very pretty, but 
the country lacks the lovely green, so pleasing to 
the eye, that one sees everywhere. and at all 
seasons, in Ireland. Here-in London-every
thing is burnt up in the parks and all the lt~aves 
falling off the trees. We miss the sea breezes 
and delicious coolness of Kingstown, as it has 
been very warm here since our arrival. We are 
not far from the British Museum, where we have 
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spent several mornings. On Sunday we went to 
the Jesuits ' Church in Farm Street; the music ex
cellen t, th e church beautiful. We are quite close 
to one of the old e t Catholic churches in Lo nd on, 
built in penal time~, in Sardinia ' treet. Lin co ln Inn 
Fields . It is so concealed away one would never 
suppose it to be a church. Yesterday we mos tly 
spent in Westminster Abbey. I shall not, in a 
letter, attempt a description of this grand and im
posing monument of the faith and liberality of 
our co-religionists in pre-reformation times. I 
shall defer that , and the impressions I received , 
for the home circle, by the firesid e, during the 
approaching winter evenings. I may say, briefly , 
that the incongruous uses to which thi s once 
sacred and venerable pile has been conver ted, and 
the desecration of its interior an d ou tside pre
cincts caused me a bitter pang and shocked a ll 
my Catholic sensibilities. It was a renewal of 
the pain I experienced upon visiting those s plen
did cathedrals, in Dublin , St. Patrick 's and Christ 
Church, which are now Protestant through th e 
process of spoliation. 

Uo B jfrienb. 

Dear heart-long swept of useless fe ars 
By peace that follows sorrow, 

Clear eyes-long grown too brave for tears. 
Look out beyond the shortening years 

And bear the brief tomorrow. 

See where the light of heaven streams 
Across the fields Elysian : 

How tenderly for thee it gleams 
On faces lost except to dreams 

And to the Open Vision. 

A. A. B. 

Ube JEnsigns of jfrance anb Ube Sainte 
Bmpoule. 

?r" HE mos_t diverse theo_ries _have been broached 
~ by thinkers and historians concerning the 
ongtn of the Fleur-de-lis. Long works have 
been written on the subjei:-t in Latin , and two 
very in_te resting volumes co mpiled by M. Key. 
In fact It has been the theme of more discussion , 
both as regards it s actual meaning, and the his
t~ry of its adoption , than any other heraldic de
vice. 

Legend says that the soldiers of Clovis made 
cro wns of it 3fterthe battle of Tolbiac ; whilst many 
are o f opinion that the early Franks chose the lily 
of the marsh es because they came from a coun
try full of bogs. Others go further back and as
ser t that the fleur-d e- lis has been found 6n Egyp 
tian tombs, and that it is a relic of the devotion 
which the ancient inhabitant of Lutetia h;.id to 
the goddess Isis . A learned Je.-;uit maintains that 
this device represents the union of three sceptre!', 
bound toge ther to resemble an iris ; which is 
probable, because Dagobert united the kingdoms 
of Austrasia , Neustria, and Burgundy. 

At first the kings· of France bore on their 
escutcheon an indefinite number of golden li lies 
o n a· blue field; but eventually, either out of re
spect to the Holy Trinity, or to symbolize the 
three different races-the Merovingians, the Car
lovingians , and the Capetians-from which the 
royal line was descended , Charles VI. reduced 
the number to three golden fleur-de-lis embla
zoned on an azure field . Louis VII.. when set
ting out for the Crusades, took with him an azure 
banner, semee de jf eitr-de-lis. 

Again we find another and totally different ex
planation which connects the emblem with the 
River Lys. Q!iaintly the old French poem ex
presses it: 

" Au noir Lyon la fleur-de-li 
Priest la terre dec;a de Lys, 
Et deserita de tous poins. " 

This was the Black Lion of the Flemings. Ber
trand du Guesclin, the famous Breton hero who 
lived in the reign of Edward Ill. , declares that 
men "devoyent bien honorer la noble fleur-de lis 
plus qu'ils ne faisaient le felon liepard ." The 
leopard represented England. 

Charles V. adopted the device of a fleur-de-lis 
withered by blasts from winds blowing from the 
south , in allusion to the house of Austria, and to 
~ passage from one of the Fathers, which says, 
the " lily fades when the south wind blows." 

A very pretty story of the early days of France 
is frequently represented in manuscripts and on 
tapestries, and may be chosen from amongst 
legends of the lilies as a fair guess at the origin 
of the royal banner. 

Clovis was fighting against the Saracens ; 
Clothilde was '. praying in the f9r~~t of Joye-en• 
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valle. A holy hermit had built his cell in the 
depths of the forest glades, and here the queen , 
tired of the gay revels of her husband's court, 
used to come for advice and consolation . One 
dark morning when the hermit was kneeling ab
sorbed in devotion, his cell was illuminated by a 
stream of rainbow colors, and· in the midst of the 
rays of light stood an angel with gentle face , and 
wings all brilliant with heavenly radiance, hold
ing in his hand a shield of wondrous beauty. Its 
color was the deep blue of the sky at midnight, 
and emblazoned on it were the three fleur-de-lis , 
that shone like stars when there is no moon in the 
heavens. Awe-struck, the hermit waited rever
entially to hear the angel's message, He was 
told to give the banner into the hands of.Clo
thilde, and to tell her that under that banner her 
husband should fight and conquer in the name 
of the Holy Trinity. "The same device," con
tinued the angel, "shall henceforth adorn the 
royal escutcheon of the sovereigns of France, and 
never shall victory deserf their standard unless it 
be turned in pride or anger against their brethern 
in the faith. " The angel vanished, the holy man 
still knelt in meditation and in happy anticipation 
of the future glories of France till Clothilde came 
as was her wont to his cell to pray for the suc
cess of her consort's arms. Then he told her of 
the angel's message, and she hastened to fulfil 
the divine command. The three crescents which 
Clovis is said to have borne upon his shield were 
effaced, and in their place the 0eur-de-lis were 
emblazoned. The queen presented the royal 
standard to the king, revealing to him its heavenly 
origin, and bidding him march boldly against the 
infidels, in perfect confidence of victory. The 
precious gift was joyfully received and hailed as 
an omen of future greatness. The Saracens were 
routed, and, in gratitude for the angelic mission 
and the pledge of the divine favor which it con
veyed , a religious house was founded near the 
fountain beside which th e hermit dwelt , and was 
long known as the Abbey of Joye-en-valle. 

The banner presented by the angel was rever
entially preserved, and , as an old poem says, the 
royal houses of France "ont porte, et portent 
encore, sur champs d'azur les trois Oeur-de-lis 
d'or." 

Saint Martin 's mantle, or La Chape de Saint Mar-

tin , is said to be part of the mantle which the 
Saint shared with the shivering beggar. In the 
early days of the Capetians the kings were hum
ble and timid men who did not dare to place a 
crown on their heads, and were contented on 
days of great solemnity to wear the Cope belong
ing to the Abbey of St. Martin From this cus
tom they derived the name of Capet. 

The Oriflamme of Saint Denis appea rs to have 
been adopted later than the Chape de Saint Mar
tin. This ensign was supposed to have been 
first used in the time of Charlemagne, to whom 
it was sent by the Patriarch of Jerusalem as an 
acknowledgment of the great services he had 
rendered to Christianity, by which he earned the 
title of " Souverain protecteur et defenseur de 
I' eglise. " This banner was present on the field 
of Narbonne when Charlemagne vanquished the 
Saracens, and was conveyed to the field by 
twelve monks, enclosed in a shrine and resting 
on cushions of purple velvet, embroidered in gold 
by the Princesses Emma and Rosamond. On 
this occasion it was confided to the care of Dudon 
de Lys and a hundred chosen warriors 

The Oriflamme was originally the especial 
banner of the Abbey of Saint Denis, and by order 
of the Abbots it was borne by the avoues or Pro
tectors of the Abbey in all the wars undertaken 
for the defense of their rights It was made of 
red silk attached to a gilded lance, and the name 
Oriflamme probably came from the color of the 
flag and from the lance on which it waved . 

When the kings of France had become Lords 
of the Vexin (a country between the River Oise 
and the Epte) they were also the Protectors of 
the Abbey of St. Denis, and, in this capacity, 
they took the Oriflamme from the altar of St. 
Denis and had it borne before their armies beside 
the royal fleur-de-lis . Louis VI. was the first to 
adopt this custom. 

Froissart says that the Oriflamme was displayed 
at the battle of Rosbecq, in the reign of Charles 
VI. . and no sooner was it unfurled than a thick 
fog cleared away, and the sun appearing "shone 
on the French alone. " Another author asserts 
that all infidels were blinded by looking at it. 

The Oriflamme was carried before the French 
armies until the battle of Agincourt, in 1415. 
This was its last appearance on the battle-field, 
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but it was preserved at St. Denis, :rnd was held 
sacred by the French nation , for the best and 
bravest of its chivalry had rallied round it, and 
triumphed over the infidel like true sons of 
France, that eldest daughter of the Church. 

The unfurling of the Oriflamme in the Abbey 
of St. Denis, where it was kept in time of peace, 
was an imposing ceremony. The King, sur
rounded by his courtiers and warriors, was re
ceived at the entrance of the cloisters, by a pro
cession of the clergy, robed in their most splendid 
vestments. He approached the altar amidst 
strains of martial music, laid aside scarf and belt, 
and kneeling with discrowned head before the 
altar, implored the aid of heaven. 

Then followed the raising of the Standard , 
which was brought in wrapped in linen cloths, 
and separated from the lance. After Mass was 
celebrated, the banner was laid on the altar. The 
king approached, took it, and delivered it to the 
cavalier whose honor it was to bear the pre
cious ensign, each exchanging the kiss of peace. 
The Porte-Oriflamme confessed, received Holy 
Communion, took a solemn oath to preserve the 
Oriflamme, wrapped himself in the banner, and 
then the nobles were bidden to kiss the sacred 
ensign "comme reliques et choses dignes. '' 

Poets and romance writers have sung its story. 
Histori,1ns have recorded the glories of France as 
she went to the wars with her sacred ensigns 
waving, and her warriors strong in the faith they 
had learned from Saint Denis. 

It is singular that the French monarchy should 
have been hedged about with tradition, and have 
received so many marks of divine favor. " Three 
sacred emblems," says an old Chronicle, " were 
sent down from heaven as pledges of the eternal 
duration of the French monarchy. The Scutu111 
Liliatum, the Philia odorata, and Vexillttm sp!e11-
didttm purpuram oetherum. " The Shield of 
Lilies, The Holy Chrism contained in the Sainte 
Ampoule, and the Oriflamme or crimson banner 
of St. Denis. 

The Sainte Ampoule or vessel of holy oil, said 
to have be~n brou~ht down from heaven by a 
dove to Saint Remr for the coronation of Clovis 
~as be~n interwoven with French history fro~ 
its earh~st _ d~ys. It was said that the holy oil 
never d1m1mshed although a little was used for 

the consecration of each king. It was kept in 
St. Remi 's tomb in a silver gilt reliquary studded 
with diamonds and other precious stones, and 
existed until the Revolution, when it was de
stroyed by command of Kuhl, a member of the 
National Convention . 

The Chevaliers of St. Michael and the Sainte 
Ampoule had charge of the phial , and conveyed 
it from the Abbey of St. Remi to the Cathedral 
for the grand ceremonies of the Sacre du roi. 
These knights were created only for a day, and 
the people of Rheims will tell you that the coro
nation was quite subordinate to the procession of 
the Sainte Ampoule, and that the magnificent 
canopy held over the Chevalier bearing the prec
ious balm to the Cathedral and back again to the 
Abbey, attracted as much attention as the king's 
crown. 

No European nation can boast of so ancient 
an emblem as the fleur-de-lis of France. Yet it 
has been rejected, and the link which could bind 
its present glories to the past has been broken. 
The lilies which once inspired the noble deeds 
of the great and good have been trampled 
under foot and mercilessly torn from their sanct
uaries. 

Ministers decided that the time-honored es
cutcheon should be abolished, and the royal fleur
de-lis were effaced from the shield of France. To 
please Napoleon, as they thought, the citizens of 
a town he was to visit had covered the windows 
of their ancient Cathedral with paper; he inquired 
the reason and was told that they feared to offend 
him by the sight of those old royal emblems. · 
"What," he exclaimed, "the j!eur-de-/is.? Un
cover them this moment. They once guided the 
French to glory as my eagles do now, and they 
must always be dear to France, and held in rev
erence by her children. " 

A great man, a true patriot, he had no need to 
blacken the memory of his predecessors that his 
own star might shine more brightly·. There was 
in the heart of this colossal man no petty jealousy 
of these ancient standards which had waved over 
France for centuries. The lilies were laid low, 
but the Imperial Eagles spread their broad wings 
over the land of heroes, and sheltered it during 
the chaos period of transition from the old regime 
to the new. The Eagles were still . . . . . 
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"jeune. ii est vrni, mais aux f1mes bien nees .. 
La valeur n'a ttend point le nombre des annees . 

Fit emblems were they of the grea t conqueror 
who was worthy to lead the French nation he 
loved so well. 

M. W t, EFRIDE BEAUFORT. 

JSltntl :autbors. 
..rN the accumulated wealth of the world's 
II literaturt' lies many a gem. pure :ind spark

ling, that emanated from th e gifted brain of some 
genius, to whose eyes the glorious light of day 
had been forever more oblitera ted. 

Heading the list of these blind sin gers, in inef
faceable charac ters, stands th e imperishable name 
of John Milton, wh o lost his ight about the _ ear 
1650, at the tim e when he was o:cupying the 
position of Secretary of Foreign Tongues to the 
Council. His duties were to prepare and trans
late into Latin , all despatches to and from foreign 
governments. AfterwarJs when the learned Sal
masius published his defence of Charles I , Milton 
was ordered by th e Council or State to "prepare 
something in answer to th e book of Salmasius." 
At th e time one eye had become altogether use
less, and a like fate threatened the other. He 
knew this , but, regardless of his physician's ad
vice, determined to do what he considered to be 
his duty. " The choice," he says, "lay before 
me of a supreme duty and a loss of eyesight ; in 
such a case I could not listen to the physician , 
not if Esculapius himself had s poken from his 
sanctuary; I could not obey that inward monitor, 
I know not what, that spoke to me from heaven ." 
World-wide fame was his reward ; blindness th e 
penalty. 

How pathetic is the exquisite sonnet that he 
writes upon his blindness-lines that have touched 
the hearts of so m:my sufferers who can " only 
stand and wait. " 

" When I consider how my light is spent 
Ere half my days, in this dark world and wide, 
And that one talent, which is death to hide, 
Lodged with me useless, though my soul more 

bent 
To serve th erewith my Mak er, anj present 
My true account, lest he returning chide: 

'Doth God exact day-labor, light denied?' 
I fondly ask. But Patience, to prevent 

That murmur, sorm replies, 'God doth not need 
either man·s work or his own gifts; who best 
Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best; his 

state 
ls kingly ; thousand at his bidding speed, 
And post o'er land and ocean without rest: 
They also serve who only stand and wait.' " 

Two hundred vear before the birth of Milton , 
at a time when th e rude yet poetic minstre lsy 
was passing away. lived "Blind Harry' of Scot
land , a wandering poet, or minstrel. His poem 
on th e Adventures of ir William Wnllacl', ren
dered into the modern Scotch, L sti ll a favorite 
among the peasa nts , and wa one of the works 
whose perusal so kindled the poetic flame of 
Robert Burns. The hi tory of Wallace, down to 
the year 1297, is entirely legendary, and only to 
be found in the rhymes of '· Blind Harry" whose 
work confesses itself not to be limited to the 
strict rule of history. •· Blind Harry" professes, 
however, to translate from a Latin account, writ
ten by Wallace 's friend and chaplain, John Blair. 

Thomas Blacklock, D. D., of Scotland, born in 
1721 , became blind when but six months old; 
his knowledge of literature, theology, and music 
attracted much attention; although the son of a 
brick-maker he received a university education, 
prear.hed some years, and wrote sermons, poems, 
and treati es origina l and translated. His sense 
of touch was so acute that he could distinguish 
colors by it , and his poetical skill in correctly 
depicting nature's· varied charms was wonderful. 
Who would imagine these lines were composed 
by one to whom the whole vast universe was 
but a blank, and yet they are not unusual speci
mens of his descriptive skill. 

" Let long-lived pansies here their scents bestow, 
The violet languish, and the roses glow : 
In yellow glory let the crocus shine, 
Narcissus here his love-sick head recline: 
Here hyacinths in purple sweetness rise, 
And tulips tinged with beautie's fairest dyes." 

In Yorkshire, in the latter part of the seven-
teenth century, lived the blind scholar, Nicholas 
Sanderson, learned in mathematics and astronomy, 
and the author of a treatise on ,ilgebr.i. Half a 
century later, we read of John Gough. who be
came blind at the age of three, but lived to be a 
clever writer upon botany and philosophy. 
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The celebrated American historian, W. H. 
Prescott, wrote many of hi volumes with dark
ened eyes. In the last year of hi , student lif P 

at Harvard , a crust of bread playfully throw11 at 
him by a classmate, inflicted a serious injury on 
one of his eyes, and excessive use of the other 
almost dep rived him of sight for some time. 
For more than twenty years before his de:1th he 
could scarcely see to write at all. The most 
em in ent oculists of London and Paris were con
sulted in vain, no effectual relief was obtained. 

Having made, with much expense and labor, a 
co llect ion of materials for his first work, "The 
History of Ferdinand and I abella," his eyes be
came gradually worse. The reader who e as
sistance he had obtained knew no language but 
English. '' I taught him, " says Mr. Prescott, '·to 
pronounce the Castilian in a manner suited, I 
suspect, much more to _my ear than to that of a 
Spaniard; and we began our wearisome journey 
through Mariana's noble history. I cannot even 
now ca ll to mind without a smile the tediou 
hours in which , se:ited under some old trees in 
my country residence, we pursued our slow and 
melan choly way over pages. which afforded no 
glimmering of light to him, and from which the 
light came dimly struggling to me through a half 
intelligible vocabu lary. But in a few weeks the 
light became stronger, and I was cheered by the 
consciousness of my own improvement; :ind 
when we had toiled our way through seven 
quartos, I fo und I cou ld understand the book 
when read about two-thirds :is fast as ordinary 
English ." 

Mr. Prescott , at a later period, obtained the 
assistance of a reader acquainted with Spanish, 
which facilitated considerably the prosecution of 
his studies. After more than ten years' labor the 
" History of Ferdinand and Isabella" appea red, 
was most favorably received by the public, and 
~rocured for its author the honor of correspond
mg °:embe'. of the Royal Academy of History in 
Madnd. Six years were devoted to th e "History 
of the Conquest of Mexico," four to the "Con
qu~~t o\, Peru, ·• the "History of the Reign of 
Ph1hp II. was never finished, for the unremitting 
toiler was stricke~ in the midst of his work by an 
attack of paralysis, from which he did not re
cover. 

One of Mr. Prescott's secretaries thus describes 
hi mode of writing. "He wrote with an instru
ment made for the blind, consisting of a frame of 
the size of a beet of quarto letter paper, traversed 
by as many bra s wires as there were to be lines 
on the page, and with a sheet of carbonated 
paper, uch as i used for getting duplicates , 
pasted on th e rever e side. With an ivory or 
agate stylus he traced his characters between the 
wires on the carbor.ated sheet, making indelible 
marks on the white page below. He wrote with 
great rapidity, in a hand so illegible that none 
cou ld read it but himself and his secretary. The 
latter copied the rnanu cript as fast as written, in 
a large and legible hand, on paper so ruled that 
there was twice the usual space between the 
line to afford room for interlineation . When 
the chapter wa finished, it was read to him 
severa l times, carefu ll y revised, and again copied 
before being sent to the printer. " 

Among the ancients we find Homer, Diodatus, 
Eusebius, and many other names of clas ical re
nown , whose on ly light wa that of genius, and, 
who, bearing the cross of a darkened life into 
which no ray of sunlight can enter, have "gath
ered up the fragments" and made of them "a 
thing of beauty" that more favored mortals can 
but wonder at and admire. 

ALICE LA WI.OR. 

'.lLea"es anti '.lLt"es. 
Autumn 's tints are on the trees; 
As last year's leaves have fallen , 

So will these. 

Like golden showers from heaven descending 
Softly, their rainbow hues, 

In radiance blending, 

So falls each well-spent life ; 
In God 's own time, to ''Rest in Peace, " 

From toil and strife. 

Memories of those whose work is done 
Are fl ashes from the gold en glory 

Round them flun g. 

Still shining, through the darkest night ; 
Unti l at last they stand 

In heavenly light. 

MAR y W!NEFRIDE BEAUFORT. 
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Ube B"erage 1'ostesst from an B"erage 
_ Guest's " otnt of IDtew. 

~ PPARENTLY but few women realise the 
~ difficulty of the task they undertake when 
they venture to play the hostess . Like Emile 
Girardin, they go to war with a light heart. If 
they grasped the fact that ~heir dutie~ included 
something more than collectmg a certam number 
of people in one place on a given date, ~urelv 
their guests would have a better time·than usually 

falls to their lot. 
As it is when a matron invites her acquaint-

ances to her house, crams them into drawing
rooms too small for their comfort, provides a 
crush on the staircase. a draught in the corridor, 
light refreshments in the dining-room, and in
different artists to sing, play, or recite all over the 
place, she not infrequently says that she has 
''entertained" her guests. 

Confident creature! 
One invitation may bring a man to an " At 

Home, " but twenty cannot make him be enter
tained unless he finds the wherewithal. 

Truisms are truths that nobody acts on. While 
theoretically everybody knows that to the hostess 
-to her tact, sympathy . good sense, good breed
ing, and power of attracting an agreeable circ_le 
round her-is due the success of any party, m 
practice we assume that a crowd and a supper 
constitute ,,n agreeable evening. and that the 
hostess may be either a block or a busybody . 
We;ilth cannot ensure enjoyment, except in so 
far as it facilitates matters, and enables the wheels 
to run smoothly, and experience proves that it is 
not at hbuses where the most money is spent 
that one always has the best tim e. Herein is to 
be found one of the cornp<msations of compara

tive poverty. 
What is more galling than to be rich , ambitious, 

and a social failure ? If poor people are dull they 
have at least the consolation of fancying that, if 
they were rich , things would be different. _ To be 
rich and dull , however, forces the conclusion that 
the fault must lie with oneself, and nothing is 
more disagreeable than to have oneself to blame. 

So far as entertaining in its real sense goes, the 
averaae hostess is a failure . If she succeeds now 

t:, 

and then, it is not by premeditation but by a 

happy accident. She has not studied the alpha
bet of her business, nor learned the simple secret 
that people are best entertained by meeting those 
who to them are entertaining, and by doing such 
things as they desire to do. Only this and noth
ing more. Of social commandments this is the 
first and greatest . Ignoring it, she continues to 
invite unmusical people to her musical parties, 
and non-dancers to her balls, introduces the 
clever to the stupid, and the gay to the dull. 

Too many hostesses please themselves but not 
their guests, and provide amusements that to 
them individually may be charming, but that to 
their acquaintances are a weariness of the flesh. 
They have yet to realise that one should go to 
other people's entertainments for enjoyment. In 
one's own house it is the enjoyment of the guests 
that must at all cost. be secured. Too often a 
hostess is to be seen amusing herself immensely, 
while round the room sit many of her acquaint
ances seeking to divert themselves with photo
graphic views. It is not to look at photographic 
views that one spends money on white g loves, 
patent leather shoes, and cab hire . They may 
be seen in Regent Street any day for nothing. · 

The average hostess goes so far as to endeavor 
to equalise the number of men and women in
vited . Let it be acc ounted to her for righteous
ness, though she does not always succeed. As 
individuals, however, she rarely considers them, 
nc,r decides the main point as tu who would like 
to meet whom. She is satisfied with herself and 
thinks that her '· .-\t Homes" are all that can rea
sonably be desired . If she could she would con -
s train people to be happy, for she feels that after 
her exertions, after her expenditure, after her 
dauahter's music, after her excellent tea , coffee 

I:) 

and ices , only an ingrate could go away un-
cheered. Much work and little wind, as the 
Spaniards say . She provides everything except 
the essentials , and confounding good cheer with 
good compan y, considers a costly supper of 
greater import.rn ce than congenial society. 

Not for her claret-cup, and petits fours, her 
quails in aspic and champagne, agreeable as these 
undoubtedly are, not for these alone does the 
bfase party-goer accept her invitation . Generally 
speaking he can get as good at home . What he 
hopes for is to be amused, to meet men and 
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women who will interest him, at least for the 
time. We all desire to add acquaintances to our 
circle who will be agreeable, or useful. or both , 
and even venture to think that amongst them we 
may find some one who will in time become 
friends. In this often-deceived expectation we 
accept invitations only to be disappointed . That 
we go to the same houses again and again, 
proves, like a second marriage, the triumph of 
hope over experience. 

A story is told of the landlady who remarked 
acidly, "You seem to be very fond of coffee, Mr. 
Smith," to the boarder who passed her his cup 
for the sixth time. " I must be, Madam, " was 
the reply, "since I am willing to drink so much 
hot water to get a little! " 

To discourage conversation between her guests 
would seem to be the aim of the average hostess. 
To this end she introduces the wrong people, 
abstains from introducing the right, arid arranges, 
as often as she can , for such forms of amusement 
as impose silence on the audience. If some 
feminine Napoleon would arise to provide music 
for the musical, conversation for those who like 
to converse, dancing for those who prefer to 
dance, and recitations for the stage-struck, who 
might perform in turn, and endure each other in 
the intervals, she would be the social conqueror 
of her time. That this would involve many 
small parties instead of one large, most people 
would consider an advantage, since the large 
party, except under unusually favorable condi
tions, is the dullest show on earth. As things 
are. we get, not what we like, but whatever our 
hostess thinks is good for us . 

Of course, I am dealing here only with hostesses 
who, either through their own talents, or charms, 
or position, or the talents and position of their 
husbands, get interesting people to come to their 
houses. Dull people with dull friends may do as 
they like, but I hate to see good material wasted . 

Bad hostesses may be divided ir.to two great 
classes-those who do not introduce at all, and 
those who intrc;iduce too much. And first I hold 
that in a vast society like that of London , and 
:-,Vith shy'. cold-mannered people like the English, 
mtroduct10ns at large gatherings are indispens
able, save within a limited circle. It is absurd to 
take it for granted that every guest who comes 

to your house will know every other. The 
chances are that amongst them each may know 
one or two. or five or six, not particularly con
genial people ; and to their society he or she will 
be confined for the entire evening if the hostess 
does not introduce. No matter what ridiculous 
ideas as to " good" or "bad form " may obtain at 
any given time as to introductions, everyone 
knows that where you meet no pleasant acquaint
ances, and are not introduced, you have not a 
very enjoyable time. 

As for saying that when people meet at the 
house of a " mutual" friend-pardon the adverbial 
adjective-they should take each other for granted , 
at least for the time being, and talk without more 
ado-that may answer on the Continent, but in 
England it does not work. English people can
not, or will not, talk to stran[J:ers . They naturally 
hate strangers; and the impulse to " 'eave 'arf a 
brick" is still strong, even in civilised breasts. 
And anyhow, one is at a disadvantage in con
versing with a bystander whose name, position, 
and antecedents are unknown A remark on 
some topic of the day , a railway accident, a Gov
ernment crisis, a cause celebrt!--may have the 
most painful consequences if addressed to the 
wrong person. 

Amongst the exclusive aristocracy of Vienna 
or St. Petersburg, where the nouveau riche is 
practically unknown , and where most of the 
members are related, not to know argues oneself 
unknown. In provincial society, too, where 
evervone is familiar with everyone else, at least 
by sight, introductions may be out of place, and 
result in forcing an undesired acquaintanceship 
In London , however, these conditions do not 
exist. 

It is the merest affectation to pretend that one 
knows all the nice people and desires to know no 
more. In Upper Bohemia especially, men and 
women are forever "arriving, " and yet among 
the literary set , who are individually the most 
sociable and eager to talk "shop,·· no introduc
tions is often the rule of the evening. But literary 
people, and literary hostesses in particular. should 
remember that for the most part it is not as aris
tocrats but a writers they are known . Few of 
them have any oth er raison d 'etre. Their invita
tions are accepted imply because they are ex-
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pected to be interesting. Their guests hope to 
converse with them, or, if that be impossible, to 
meet entertaining people at their house. 

The literary hostess, however. is not always a 
good hostess. She talks to the lions herself and 
allows the shy stranger to mope in a corner. 
Sometimes she tells him of the number of inter
esting people who are assembled in the same 
room. He can only stare around him, wonder
ing who is who, and wishing they were labelled. 
One may go to half a dozen different houses and 
not make a single new acquaintance, meeting 
over and over again the few indifferent folk with 
whom one is alr~ady acquainted. 

If this were said to one of the hostesses in 
question, she would probably reply that as every
one would want to know celebrities, it is for the 
protection of these she refrains from introducing. 
She would be misuken. To many, if not to 
most, a celebrity is a rather alarming personage, 
while the Mesdames Leo Hunter and their kind 
are sufficiently pushing to scrape up an acquaint
ance with or without introduction. Celebrities 
apart, there are numbers of interesting people 
who would be pleased to meet, but who never 
get a chance because hostesses are at no pains to 
consider their guests individually. 

As bad as. if not worse tha~ , the indifferent 
hostess, is the too anxious hostess . She precipi
tates people one upon the other. She prowls 
about with restless eye and hurried smile on in
troductions bent. She cannot let well alone. It 
would really seem, that if she perceives by any 
chance a man and woman getting on nicely she 
interferes to separate them, hastening to bring 
up another man who will not suit, till each indi
vidual has met e·veryone in the room As well 
might she insist on- her guests partaking of a 
single spoonful of every dish on the supper-table. 
She is not infrequently, moreover, a woman who 
collects around her a very miscellaneous assort
ment of guests. Her large- hearted charity em
braces all the doubtful people, and she is sym
pathetic to everyone, unless she believes them to 
be "respectable" and " good, " which with her 
are terms of reproach . To impeccable virtue, 
however amiable, she is openly antagonistic, so 
that if anyone of unblemished reputation wan
ders through her halls, he or she must have been 

invited hy accident. Such stray sheep find them
selves at times in very strange company, and be
fore they know where they are, discover that 
they have been presented to the heroine of the 
latest society scandal, a man of fascinating man
ners who lives by his skill at cards, a lady who 
writes immoral pamphlets in defence-save the 
mark!-of morality, a shady company promoter, 
a damaged countess, and others of the same 
stamp. Now people should have some say in the 
matter of whom they will or will not know. 

A hostess with the introduction mania upon 
her never consults either party . She springs 
them on each other like so many Jacks-in-the
box, hurrying them into the arms of their_ dearest 
enemy, and forcibly making people acquainted 
who have hitherto spent their lives in avoiding 
each other as a calamity. 

There is a hostess who combines the faults of 
the other two. She introduces a stranger to one 
person and leaves each to the mercy of the other 
for the evening. Now this may be very pleasant, 
but generally it isn ' t. 

A friend of mine once told me that when she 
was utterly bored she always abused the royal 
family. I felt sorry for the royal family. At the 
same time the idea has merit. If a code of sig
nals could be arranged between guest and host or 
hostess, a little private flag of distress, as it were, 
run up when one has been boarded by a pirate, 
some friendly craft might steer to one's relief. 
When no such signal was displayed the hostess 
might know that all wa<; well, and refrain from 
interfering. 

The ideal hostess is the woman who gathers 
round her a small, but not too small, party of 
people who suit each other. If the party is very 
small, conversation must be general, and this is 
not always agreeable. She remembers just what 
each person likes, and in so doing delicately 
flatters. She does not worry overmuch about 
her refreshments, while seeing that these are the 
best of their kind and abundant. She allows no 
one to feel neglected . Bores she does not invite. 

The ideal hostess has no easy time of it. Her 
eyes and ears must be everywhere She must 
monopolise no one, and be prepared to fill every 
gap The only enjoyment she need expect to get 
out of her entertainments is that arising from the 
consciousness that everything has gone off well, 
and that her guests are pleased. 

CHARLOTTE O'CONOR-ECCLE . 

NIAGARA RAINBOW. 17 3 

l!Hrtue. 
Lines suggested upon reading the following from Euripides: 

''Oh. Virtue, //.,011 e111pl_y name, I have worshipped thee as a 
real good, but thou art on ly the slave of jort1111e" 

0 Virtu e! thou still sacred name, 
To soothe and calm despair, 

That shedd"st thy pure and holy f1ame 
To shade us from each care. 

Teach-oh teach my youthful heart 
To bo•N beneath thy shrine. 

And may I ne 'er from thee depart, 
But worship thee in every clime. 

Was it a human heart that said, 
Virtue was an empty name? 

How could'st thou soothe the dying bed 
If thou wert but a name. 

How could'st thou cheer the saints of old 
To tortured rack to brave, 

And make them turn from earthly gold, 
If thou wert "Fortune's slave?" 

How could'st_ thou rouse the drooping head 
Of the penitent, bowed with grief? 

How could a hollow, vacant sound 
Give human hearts relief? 

How could'st thou cause the blush to glow 
On the dauntless cheek of shame? 

How could'st thou soothe the bre,:1st of woe 
If thou wert but a name? ' 

When reft of every human tie, 
And nought but anguish given 

0 Virtue! thou the tear can dry ' 
And point the way to Heave;! 

Raise-raise thy throne within my soul
I own thy sacred truth; 

And may thy holy feelings roll 
In age as well as youth! 

Deep in my heart thy altar raise
Consume me with thy love· 

0 Virtue! shed thy holy blaz~. 
And waft me to above! 

Bear _me fror:n earth and earthly care
With me immortal rise 

From mid each treachero~s , hidden snare, 
To thy home beyond the skies! 

J. E. GILLIGAN. 

IT is part of my religion to look well after the 
cheerfulnesses of life, and let the dismals shift for 
themselves, believing with good Sir Thoma 
More that it is wise to be '' merrie in God." s 

jfatewell ! 

~ HE _word in its old Anglo-Saxon beauty 
\J.' bnngs memories crowding year by year, 

as we revisit, in thought. the scenes of our joys 
?r sorrows. F,irc-well ! The mother whispers 
1t to her boy as he goes forth to face life's stern 
duties for the first time ; the wife to the husband 
who _tears _himself from love and home to fight 
for his native land, or to toil for the dear ones 
whom stern necessity bids him leave for a life of 
toil, ennobled because it is for their dear sakes. 
At thi5 word brave women shrink, and strong 
men flinch, but golden memories linger of all the 
thoughts and dreams and prayers which hover 
round our loved ones' last blessing-fare-well. 

Still more beautiful is the French form of part
ing-' A Dieu. To Him who gave, we render the 
blessing given till we shall meet again. So sacred 
is this word, so sad its lessons, that in common 
speech, au revoir replaces the English good-bye. 
Adieu is reserved for solemn moments when 
heart-strings are strained to snapping point, when 
human sympathy fails us, and we confide our 
!ewes, our cares to God. 

Napoleon 's farewell to the Old Guard was one 
of these partings. The forest glades of Fontaine
bleau were hushed, the warriors ' heads were 
bowed, the conqueror's pride was hu~bled; but 
round him stood his faithful-hearted soldiers lis
tening reverently to the words: "Soldiers of 
the Old Guard, adieu! For twenty years I have 
found you on the path to honor and to glory 
Adieu, adieu, my children. I should like to 
press you all to my heart, let me at least kiss the 
flag that represents you." Then Napoleon kissed 
the eagle of the standard. 

Half-suppressed sobs were the only sounds 
that stirred the forest glades, and tears streamed 
down the weather-beaten cheeks of the Old 
Guard . "Adieu, my old companions, let this 
last kiss pass into your hearts;" and he tore him
self from Fontainebleau and France! 

Such are partings-bitter-sweet. We would 
not be without the bitter, for true hearts are 
tested by their sensibility. The casual handshake 
and nod of a mere acquaintance, has not the 
dignity of sorrow and.sadness. 

Yet, in a less~r qe~ree, we: yj~itqrs at LoreHo, 
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felt a subdued sadness when parting-time drew 
near. We were a happy little party, but we 
knew we could not stay there forever. " Ah," 
said one guest, "Niagara will remain unchan~ed, 
and we shall be scattered," and, in her bnght 
eyes, when we accompanied her to the cars, 
stood tears· tears of which she need not be ' . ashamed for they were the index of a lovmg, 
grateful heart, tears, as she apologetically re
marked, sl1e could not have believed, had she 
been told a fortnight earlier, could be possible. 
So we said 'A Dieu . "Two weeks ago this 
morni_ng," she writes, "we left th~ ~oretto ~on
vent with all its pleasant assoc1at10ns. Stnce 
then I have been there in thought much of the 
time. Our sojourn there was such a dream of 
rest and pleasure that the memory will long be a 
cherished one. 1 am sure that often, when weary 
in soul and body, I shall find refreshment in call
ing up the pictures of Niagara. The r_iver, beau
tiful and serene in the distance, seemtng uncon
scious of the unrest which awaits it below the 
turbulent Rapids, and the grand cataract-this is 
all before me. 

"Then there will be the sweet memories of the 
Convent with its associations. The holy calm of 
Mass in the chapel, the religious with their sweet 
faces, moving to and fro , and last but not least, 
the good people we have met there and whom 
we have learned to love." 

I am so glad she wrote this, for she never 
meant it to be published, and it expresses the 
visitors' opinions exactly, so I took out the copy
right for the RAINBOW! W ,rn dering during day
light in the grounds or to the Dufferin Islands, 
and sitting by moonlight on the balcony, we 
learned to love Niagara and each other. We felt 
in this atmosphere of peace we must humbly fol
low the footsteps of the religious, though very 
humbly, we admit. Their aim was to make us 
feel at ·home, and in that magic place we felt we 
were at home. Oh, that solemn, seething water, 
with its green shimmering patches and white 
snowy splendor, surmounted by a rainbow of 
hope; and the shades of evening falling so gently! 
As the sombre garments of Night enveloped 
Niagara, a jewelled pathway of gold seemed to 
unite the Canadian and American shores,-a bridge 
whii;h gave an Italian aspect to the s~ene. The 

misty moonlight called up spectres of the pa~t, 
and silvereJ the rapids with its gleams,-w1th 
difficulty we said goodnight and parted till the 
morrow. 

But we are now all far away, and in breathing 
my heartfelt wish to Loretto and the ladies who 
welcomed us to its beautiful precincts, I but re
echo the feelings of all the sum mer guests , in the 
sacred word-Adieu. 

X. Y. Z., 
Hon. Secretary to the Guests. 

,me '.lLunar :mow. 
Midnight falls over wild Niagara. 

Night's shadows come softly down 
And wrap in their sable mantle 

The torrent and the town. 

Bright lights on the bridge are gleaming 
Half-way between earth and heaven, 

Spanning the mighty path""'.'ay 
Which the Cataract has nven . 

And on that Bridge at midnight 
A grief-stricken soul has stood, 

Who longed to ca t his burden 
Into the seethtng flood . 

For like the waters rushing, 
Come the thoughts of other vears; 

And the night is filled wi~h darkness, 
And his soul is filled with fears. 

But lo! in the misty moonlight 
A bow in the cloud appears, 

Radiant with silver glory, 
Glimmering through mist and tears . 

A bow, full of hope and promise, 
Seen at the darkest hour; 

Only a glimpse of Heaven 
Caught by the passtng shower. 

But the weary traveller knoweth 
That high o'er the torrent's roar 

A rainbow will guide him safely 
To rest on the distant shore. 

Heaven's arch o'er the rushing waters , 
Heaven's voice bids his tumult cease; 

Hope eternal will lead him onw.ird 
To the Kainbow-land of Peace. 

M. WtN EFRIDE BEAUFORT. 

CHARITABLE buildings are excellent things, but 
charitable thoughts are better. 
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Sl]mpatbl? tn 1Requtrements. 

~ IFE could be carried on with much less 
,.ILJ friction if each of us understood with 

sympathetic understanding just what are the 
necessities for a harmonious and happy life of 
those with whom we live or with whom we 
come into frequent contact. 

Only a very unobservant person can deny that 
the people of this world-of even one small corner 
of it, just a household of four, for instance,-are, 
for the most part, unlike each other in their need , 
tastes, and opinions. We are not made alike; we 
cannot mould ourselves into any stated form for 
which we are not adapted by temperament; and 
our circumstances and walks in life differ in many 
particulars. We must acknowledge then that 
requirements must be different in kind as well as 
in degree, . in very many cases But how far 
we often are from agreeing with each other as to 
what are the requirements that make for sati fac
tion and contentment in our ways of living and 
working and diverting ourselves! 

W. R. Alger says: " Happiness is to do what 
you were created for. " Alas! if we could only 
be sure that we know just what we are created 
for, or knowing, could be permitted by the 
tyranny of circumstances or of friends to do it! 

The energetic, spirited woman declares that 
she must have scope for her energies, that sne re
quires a larger field-as no doubt she does; the 
more quiet, domestic woman looks on in aston
ishment; she cannot understand why her restless 
sister should not willingly lead a safe, secluded 
existence, and not be forever sighing and longing 
to be out in the midst of the stir of the world; 
the man who loves books must have books and 
spare hours in which to read them to make exist
ence for him livable and enjoyable; he who loves 
music suffers if it is not within reach of his leis
ure. There are those, however, who having no 
taste for these pursuits and looking upon them as 
a waste of precious time, contrive to make those 
who indulge themselves in them exceedingly un
comfortable by their cutting criticisms The 
woman who loves children must, and will find 
some outlet for her great store of maternal affec
tion; he or she whose requirement is to pour out 
affection is sure to give it lavishly in some quar-

ter, although it may never be returned, and its 
squanderer looked upon as foolish and sentimen
tal. 

All this eager out-reaching of human nature 
for its rightful delights, causes friction because the 
claims often conflict with each other, and because 
the selfish among us are apt to think th:1t their 
own needs are the only ones that should be sat
isfied , and their own path in life the only straight 
and ·narrow one to be followed. 

This i a matter that is open to discussion and 
should be di cussed in an amicable and intelligent 
manner. Let us think it over and be less critical 
of our neighbors. We know what chains our 
own requirements have forged to bind us in our 
actions and endeavors; we should then learn to 
recognise the requirements of our neighbors how
ever foreign tlie_v may be to our own; and we 
should remember that they should never be 
scornfully judged and criticised because of their 
various idiosyncrasies. The "art of living with 
others" should be studied as thoughtfully and 
scientifically as any other art Heart and sympa
thy and experience must all be drawn upon in 
this study; and above all we should never forget 
that: 

'' In mutual sufferance lies 
The secret of true living. " 

The days go on and on, and at last the end 
comes, and they have had the most perfect hap
piness who have had communication along the 
way with congenial souls who have had like re
quirements with their own. 

ANNE MEECH. 

Woodledge, Oct. 6, 1898. 

OuR whole social life may be coined into utili
ties: not, to be sure, all of it into pounds and 
talents , but-what is of even more importance
into mites and farthings of considerate and un
~easing kindness. We .ire constantly with re
cipient souls that take· from us what will make 
them happier ar.d better if we are truly meek and 
generous. And how many there are to whom 
in our intercourse little things are great! In our 
own households we may diffuse untold happiness 
by the unselfish spirit which is always ready to 
concede and slow to claim. 
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OCTOBER, 1898. 

AT no time of the year has nature 's beauty 

such rare enchantment as during the beautiful 
month of October- beautiful in the variety of the 
loveline ss it presents- still more beautiful in its 
glorious dedication to the honor of the Q1Jeen of 
heaven , through the devotion of the Holy Rosary, 
and to the special invocation of the angelic host. 

Fitly may we here refer to the great Arch
angel' s sign al protection of the Institute of Mary, 
as instanced by a circumstance of an apparently 
miraculous character, which has ever since been 
annually commemorated with thanksgiving to 

St. Michael on his autumn festival. 
About ten years after the community had set

tled in " th e great house without the Bar," in 
York , which, by the way, looked southwards on 
a " stretch of country fie lds " in those days, the 
more fanatic al Protestants of the city roused the 
latent '' no- Popery ., feeling of the mob, and 

threaten ed the convent with des truction. Kind 
fr iends from without soon made the nuns a·c

quainted with their peril, and undertook the cus
tody of the pupils and o f trea sures, such as relics, 

till th e storm should have passed over. The 
nuns, left without human protec tion , but full of 
confid ence in God , awaited the impending dan-

ger. Rev. Mother Bedingfield then ordered a 
picture of St. Michael triumphing over his foe, to 
be hung over the front door, while she solemnly 
placed the house under the protection of the great 
Archang el and all the heavenly host. Scarcely 
had she done so when an armed mob surrounded 
the building. Availing herself of a permission 

she had received for such cases of emergency, 
she took from the tabernacle the pyx containing 

the Blessed Sacrament, and placing it in her 
bosom, knelt with her religious Sisters in the 
passage leading to the street door, and thus 
prayed to _her Heavenly Spouse : " Great God! 
save yourself, for we cannot save you. " Sud
denly all was still. The mob quietly dispersed ,and 
turned through the Bar into the city without as 
much as breaking a pain of glass , although no one 
was seen to give any word of command. The 
persons who were in the house opposite the con
vent-an ancient hostel which remained un
changed for two hundred years-stated, how
ever, that a t the moment of the threatened assault 
they saw over the convent, a tall personage on a 
white horse, brandishing a sword , and that this 
sight appalled the crowd and occasioned their 
prompt dispersal. Of this the nuns, of course, 
saw and knew nothing ; but certain it is that the 

tradition of it still lives in the city. 
In memory of this event, on the eve of the 

festival of St. Michael, in every Loretto house, 
the y oun gest child , accompanied by candle-bear
ers (next in age) , and followed by all the pupils 
in processional order, carries a picture of the 
Archangel through the house and into the chapel , 
where it remains during the special devoti ons 

with which the octave is celebrated. 

* 
ON the first of October, the feast of St Remi , 

Mrs. M. Winefride Beaufort gave the first of her 
series of " Causeries," in our study hall, the sub
ject being " Old Lutetia " The lecturer briefly 
sketched the many leg ends which cluster round 
the origin of the nam e Paris, choosing one in 
particular ; and then traced the devotion of the 
Parisians to an old statue, called the " Virgin of 
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St. Germain des Pres," back to the pre-Rom an 
days, when the early inhabitants of Lutetia wor
shipped the goddess Isis of the Egyptians. Guil
laume de Bris;onnet, Abbot of St. Germain des 
Pres, examined into the cause of the processions 
which had lasted for centuries, and found that 
they were a relic of an ancient cultus, handed 
down by mothers to their · children, without 
knowing the reason why. The statue was de
molished, and a huge red cross erected in its 
place, which gave to the spot the name of la 
Croix Rouge. Paris adopted for its coat of arms 
the barque of Isis, once the sacred symbol of 
Lutetia. The martyrdom of St. Denis and his 
companions on Mons Martis, now the modern 
Montmartre, a peep at the Abbey of St. Denis 
and its royal tombs, the raising of the Oriflamme 
within its walls, etc , were intensely interesting. 

* ON Tuesday, the fourth of October, Mrs. Beau-
fort took for her subject, " A City of Contrasts. " 
Modern Paris with its contrasts of work and 
pleasure; church and theatre ; royalist and repub
lican; was treated in a most artistic manner, these 
different pictures being painted in full chiaro

oscuro. The Th ea tre Franc;ais and French Acade
my were viewed not alone from the historical 
point of view but from the Parisian and gossipy 
side. W e were introduced to some old friends
Chopin, Cherubini, Rossini , and the musical 
fraternity-and on closer acquaintance, discovered 
not a few of these great men 's little foibles, which 
were at once characteristic and amusing. 

In the next "Ca userie '' w e shall have a glimpse 
of '' Artistic Paris," the galleries of the Louvre 

and Luxembourg; Royalist Lilies; Imperial Vio
lets; etc. 

Mrs . Beaufort possesses in a marked degree, 
the power of enlisting the sympathies of her audi
ence, whose interest she holds from beginning to 
end, passing from grave to gay with the charm
ing facility of the nation whose story she so 
pleasingly relates. 

* T~E vocal department, now under the charge 
of Signor Nuno, gives promise of magnificent 

results. This eminent maestro is known as one 
of the most distinguished musicians in the pro
fession . He has directed Italian Opera, in New 

York, as well as throughout the United States, 
Havana, Mexico, and Central America, In 1870, 
he settled in Buffalo, where his career has been 
one of activity and usefulness . In addition to 
teaching over twenty-three hundred pupils, many 

of whom have become celebrated concert singers 
and chtirch vocalists, he has at different times 
directed the Liedertafel and Orpheus Societies, 
the famous Nuno Male Chorus, and the Bee
thoven Orchestra (now Buffalo Symphony Or
chestra.) 

As a tea,:her and director, Signor Nuno is pains
taking and precise to the nicest detail. He is 
never satisfied with merely general effects, every 
note must have its proper value and significance. 

The pupils of Loretto have been fortunate in 
securing the services of a musician so talented , 
experienced, and conscientious as Signor Nuno. 

* 
IT is pleasant to hear how a Loretto girl appre-

ciates the beauties of the Emerald Isle. One 
who has spent the greater part of the summer 
there, writes: "I can 't begin to describe our two 

days here, they have been all too short, but we 
have managed to see a great deal , and are simply 
enchanted with Killarney . Yesterday we he:ird 
Mass at the Cathedral, and were ready to start 

off by 9. 30 on our day's outing, driving first to 
Kate Kearney's cottage, where the poneys were 

procured for the ride across the mountain. 
Finally we reached the boats, and then began the 
loveliest part of the expedition. We rowed 
through the three Lakes to Ross Castle, fifteen 
miles of the. most enchanting scenery; the moun
tains were shrouded i.1 mist, and dark, lowering 
clouds hid the tops from view, but every now 
and then we caught a glimpse of them. They 
are really magnificent in their wild grandeur. 
The Eagle's Nest we saw very distinctly, passing 
directly underneath it The old weir bridge is 
most beautiful, and the Rapids quite exciting, but 

so short. I like the Lower Lake best, indeed it is 
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difficult to mJke a choice where all three are so 
lovely. We landed at Ross Castle at five o'clock, 

and had a glimpse of the ruin, then back to the 

hotel in time to escape a very he;ivy shower. 
"To-day we had a most enjoyable drive through 

the Muckross property, which skirts the lakes, 

and a delightful peep at the old Abbey . How 

wonderfully they built in those fJr-off days! The 

Abbey dates back to 1440, and parts of it are in 

perfect preservation. The glorious view of lake 

and mountain from the top! Once more we 
mounted our car and drove to Dinis Island, then 

to the Tunnel which separates the Kenmare from 

the Muckross property, and there, on a rock 

overhanging the Lake, had luncheon . Such 
scenery! The sun was shining somewhat fit

fully, and, at times, the Lakes looked like deep 

sapphires with the mountains towering above, 
now dark and forbidding, and again with the sun 

lighting them and showing all the beauties of the 

various greens-some of them are den·sely wood
ed up to the very top. The Tore Cascade is quite 

the most glorious waterfall I have ever een

towering hills and magnificent pine trees on both 

sides, and the waters tum'bling and roaring down 

between from a tremendous height We climbed 

up on one side and looked down on the Lakes 
and valleys below-it was like fairyland-we 

lingered there a long tim e, drinking it all in, re

luctant to tear ourselves away. 
" It is iniquitous to think how the landlords 

absent themselves from their estates in this land , 

so rich in beauty, affording every possibility in 

the way of sport; never spending any money in 

the country. We hear th at the Duke of York 
means to buy the Herbert estate, and build a 

royal residence there. This would be a most 

popular move on the part of England. 

* 
Mis LEILA Ouv1A HUM E, of Buffalo, is with us 

again this year, and our departments of Elocution 

and Physical Culture will stride straight on to 

excellence under her efficient guidance Any

thing which Miss Hume takes hold of moves, for 
she is possessed of such a tireless energy and 

boundless enthusiasm, an<l these trait , together 

with the thorough prepara tion which Miss Hurn e 

brings to her work, wins the uccess of which 

she is so ju tly proud . 
Our teacher of Elocution is thoroughly up-to

date, believing as she doe , that the teacher never 

ceases being the close and progres ive student, 

and so she investigates and keeps in touch with 
all the '·modern improvements" in her specialties, 

absorbing and using all, that seems to her di -

criminating judgment, good. 
Miss Hume spent this las t summer travelling in 

Europe, and she has brought back with her an 

abundance of fresh inspiration and a host of new 

ideas. One of the greatest privileges in a sum
mer filled with good things, was the opportunity 

sought and gained of personal instruction from 
the famous voice teacher of London , Madame 

Behnke. And we are to receive the benefit of all 

this . No wonder we are enthusiastic over our 

departments of Elocution and Physical Culture; 
and best of all our instructor is equ;illy enthu. 

sia tic over Loretto. 
Miss Hume's Studio in Buffalo, is at 329 Hud

son Street, where she will be glad to see tho e 
who cannot enjoy all the privileges provided at 

Loretto. 

* 
WE are indebted to Mr. T. Hunter Boyd, a 

member of the Philosophical Society of Great 

Britain, for an interes~ing brocbu re. ··A Crisis in 

Egypt," or what happened in the days of the Exo
dus. The writer has long been connected with 

t_he Palestine Exploration Fund, Egypt Exploration 
Fund, etc , and his deep researches in Egyptology 

enable him to place before us the import and 

significance of the rnarvellou picture, entitled 

"Ancient Egypt," painted by Profes or Edmund 
Berninger, of Munich. The artist has spent 

many years on the banks of the Nile, and shows 

on a continuou circular canvas all that might 
have been seen from one standpoint within the 

famous city of Memphis . It is an insight into the 

Egypt of the days of the Exodus, and painted 

with such marvellous skill, that one almost fancies 
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herself standing on the banks of the Nile gazing 
with awe on the river when its waters were 

turned into blood. 
The varied scenes in the five sections of thi 

gigantic canvas represent "An Egyptian Villa , 
and the death of one of the firstborn," '·The Pal

ace, and the last meeting of Pharaoh and Moses, " 

''The Temple of Ptah ~nd the religion of Egypt," 

"The departure of the Memphite contingent," 

"The Pyramids and the great Sphinx." 
Mr. Boyd introduces the reader to an ancient 

Egyptian villa, copied from a well-preserved 

picture on the inner walls of the tombs. A num
ber of mourners are bewailing the death of the 

firstborn, and incense is burning on both sides of 

the body. 
The centre of interest in Bernin/!er's great work 

is the last meeting of Moses and Pharaoh, which 

takes place in Memphis, early in the morning of 

the Exodus, and not during the night of the last 

plague. Instead of showing us Egypt by moon

light, and the interior of the palace by lam plight, 

the artist happily seizes the morning hour, and 

enables us to realize completely the charactertis
tics of the landscape, the charming atmospheric 

effects, the imposing architecture and courtly 

pomp amidst which Moses was brought up, and 

to which he returned when eighty years old, to 
deliver his message and perform his wonderful 
works. 

Rameses II. was the supposed Pharaoh of the 

Oppression, and is believed to be the Sesostris of 

the Greeks. The Pharaoh claimed to be the visi
ble representative of the Sun, and received divine 

honors, therefore wou!d resent th~ demand of 

Moses when he asked Rameses to let the people 

go and serve their own God in the wilderness. 

In the procession of the Israelites from Egypt. 
the coffin containing Joseph 's mummy is borne 

on the shoulders of eight men, on its way to the 
Promised Land. 

The writer alludes to the fact that when Moses 
d ' 

escended from the Mount and was angry at the 
revelry of the people, he found it was necessary 

tc, reduce worship to rules, and religion to a sys-

tern, in order to teach the people to live in a man

ner pleasing to God. 
The belief in the immortality of the soul led the 

Egyptians to erect the great Pyramids in which 

to bury their dead. The smooth coating of the 

outside was of variegated stone, Herodotus tells 

us, and it is co mpatible with the Egyptian taste 

for many colors. They built these monuments 

in the great unknown land, where the desert 

stretched to the western horizon, the abode of 

the departed Sun god, supposed to lead the way 

to the under-world-the desire of every Egyp

tian was to be with O iris in Amen ti or the West. 
The Gizeh Pyramids typify the belief that the 

soul would return from time to time to animate 

the body. They are all oriented, and the Temples 

attached to them face the rising sun. The wor

ship of the morning sun was important in Egypt. 

The youthful Horus daily slew Osiris, and the 

symbol of "Horus on the Horizon " was the 

composite figure which the Greeks called a 

Sphinx. 
This colossal Egyptian god, carved out of the 

solid rock, had watched the rising of the sun for 

centuries before the Israelites departed from a 
land of bondage. In contrast to these stately 

buildings, the canvas shows us a company of 

travelling Semites, who believed in the One In

visible God, leading them to a better land. 
Viewing the picture with Mr. Boyd is indeed 

an intellectual pleasure. His powerful word

painting has prepared us to enjoy and understand 

this archreological and historical production of the 
artist's brush, which has received such able hand

ling from Mr. H. Boyd 's pen . 
We heartily recommend this brochure to the 

thoughtful and cultured public. 

* 
MRS. FRA CES Rot.PH- HAYWARD. on her return 

from the Summer School, at Plattsburg, and en 

route to her home in Cincinnati, was our guest 

for a few days. During her brief stay. a glimpse 

of that Northern Light in the paths of literature, 

the Kalevala or Great Epic of the Finns, was af

forded us. The uncommon subject and tile 
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brilliant manner in which it was interpreted by 

this finished elocutionist, who, by the way, was 
teacher of forensic oratory, at the Cincinnati Law 

School , for many years, charmed every one. 

Mrs. Hayward has evidently inherited the thrilling 

eloquence of her gifted father, Dr. John Rolph, 

of Canadian patriotic fame. 

* 
As WE go to press, we are unable to give more 

than a passing glance at the McBride A . M. D. 
G. Supplemental Reader for Cathohc Schools. 
The contents are very tempting, and we hope in 

our next issue to review the series fully. It con

sists of the "lmmortelles" of literature-charac

teristic and topical selections from the women 

writers of this country, notably, Eliza Allen Starr, 

Rose Hawthorne Lathrop, Katherine Conway, 
Mary A. Sadlier, Anna E. Buchanan, Madeleine 

Vinton Dahlgren , Eleanor C. Donnelly, Mrs. 

Ellen Burke, Marion Ames Taggart, Sarah Trainer 
Smith, etc. 

"What We See, " an illustrated booklet for 

children, from the pen of Eliza Allen Starr, and 

her "Patron Saints," and "Pilgrims and Shrines," 

are within the reach of all schools, in this delight

ful series, for which we are indebted to Mr. D. 
H. McBride, of Akron, Ohio. 

The illustrations consist of portraits of the dif

ferent authors, artistically grouped, a happy idea 

which will, no doubt, recommend it to the public. 

jfaces. 
~ ERHAPS in all nature, from the tiny sea shell 
~ which, lying on the pebbly shoal, dis
plays a gleam of pearly brightness to the high 
hills, now crowned with a purple haze, and again 
triumphing in a glorious, golden light, there is 
naught so strange, so grand, as the human face. 
It is the surface upon which the soul breathes its 
sweetest joys and deepest sorrows; it expresses 
with clearness whether the soul be wide-spread
ing in its sympathy, or narrowed, cold, and inert 
from the absence of warm , human feeling. 

Ah, faces, they are wonderful! In all the wide 
world there are no two exactly alike. In the 

mossy glen hundreds of violets exhale the same 
perfume and turn to view petals bearing the same 
delicate hue. Faces, however, are all distinct; 
eac_h one bespeaks an individual soul. It is often 
found that though features in different faces ,ire 
very much alike, the faces taken as a whole, are 
most unlike. This proves strongly that expres
sion is all and all to a face,-features very little. 
Take for instance an islet, an expanse of water; 
the m0on shines upon them and all is touched 
with a mystic, silvery light. Again the same 
features beneath the spell of a storm. The islet 
seems alive with swaying trees; the waters dash 
angrily against its shores, and all is cloudy dark
ness . What caused the contrast in the scenes?
the islet, trees and waters were identical.-Ah, 
different influences. Thus with faces, a pure, 
beautiful soul will shed a· splendor on the features, 
until glowing they present a picture too fair from 
which to turn, and yet, the selfsame face under 
the sway of a darkened soul will exhibit naught 
save ugliness. 

How is it then, you ask, that often a selfish, 
shallow person possesses a face so fair that one 
becomes a victim to its charms; there is nothing 
repulsive about it; it is all alive with brightness 
and feeling. Ah; but think a moment. It may 
have been at some scene of gayety that you fell 
in love with that face,-happy and bright because 
the atmosphere was in harmony with the feelings 
of the soul,-feelings light and frivolous. Notice 
the fair face in the presence of another's sorrow; 
does it glow or pale with deep feeling? Do tears 
of sympathy dim the pretty eyes? No, no; all is 
stony h::rdness. Again behold that face when 
all eyes are supposed absent; one word is writ
ten there- "Egotistical." 

When alone, man is all himself; his thoughts, 
be they lofty or low, will imprint themselves on 
his features, and one sharp look at the man re
veals his true character. An observant eye will 
be able to detect the real feelings of a person even 
though the wili be strongly opposed to the feel
ings being known. 

Faces often speak very eloquently. A pleading 
face will overcome barriers which fail to fall at 
mere words; a form may tremble before a dark, 
frowning brow, which otherwise remains un~ 
rnoveq. 
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Ah, faces! What power is theirs. They lead 
us through the realms of light and darkness; they 
twine around our brow sharp thorns anJ sweet 
roses. A sympathetic lo0k ca rries us on, on int o 
a dreamland of warm, pure happiness; a frown 
often clutches us painfully and drags downward 
until dust and seaweeds cling about the aching 

soul. 
Every life is filled with the memory of fiices, 

which loom up bright with gladness, or shadowed 
by sorrow. A fragrant blossom may soothe for 
hours, a strain of sweet music may haunt for 
months ;-but a face,--the memory of a face 
travels with us through the long, long years. 
The faces of dead or. absent friends crowd about 
us. The twilight hour brings thoughts of a 
golden-haired child-an angel face; the dark, 
lonely night ushers in remembrance of a gray
haired man with dear, tender face, or a woman 
with a countenance all bright with soul glory. 

But these are but dreams of faces that ;1re no 
more. Life is a re;ility, and swiftly in the mighty 
rush on ward thousands of faces pass us, each 
bearing the stamp of a soul-a soul, which, beau
tiful and shining, reaches out toward a rose
tinged future, or a writhing and bloody thing, 
lowering slowly into the shades of night. It is 
for these living faces th at s miles and tears are 
needed . What are the blossoms to the form be
neath the sod? All too soon may the dear living 
join the procession of beloved dead, Per
haps one of the saddest things in life is the 
memory of a face, which, throug h our lack of 
sympathy, was white and sad-a soul all lonely. 
Ah, the faces and their stories! Some so full of 
love and hope; others darkened by despair. 
Faces lighted with gleams of heaven, though 
features all so plain ;· wrinkled and childish faces; 
kindly faces; hon est faces. On ward, ever on
ward, o'er life's path these faces g::i . Angel and 
demon faces mingle, but-comforting hope
happy thought,-as long as life lasts there are 
opportunities to tear from the face the unnatural 
mask never destined to cover aught so fair. Yes, 
the darkest brow; the soul whose chord-strings 
sn;ipped ere its music was ended, may yet revi
brate until the notes die softly away in the 

''Eternal melody." 

MABEL K EAN, 

Ube 03entus of '.lLanguage. 
~ OW close a kinship does there not exist 
HJ between the genius of a people and the 

genius of their langu;ige. If we would know th e 
character of a people we should study their lan 
uage , for langu:1ge is the embodiment of thought, 
and th ought the mirror wherein is reflected the 
life and ch ,in1cter of a people . 

It s hould , however, be remembered that :1s l:1n
guage is but a symbol of thought, it falls short of 
the full expression of an idea , for the symbol 
must be always less than the thing symbolized. 
As Brother Azarias says: "Genius, in its brightest 
moments, may approach a rounded expression 
of an idea in all its relations, but it is beyond the 
power of inferior intellects to _do so. 

The greatest gift God has bestowed upon man 
--only second to the immortal gift of the soul
is the gift of speech Without it what were the 
splendor of intellect? Without it the human 
family would simply be mutum et turpe pecus. 
''Speech," says Professor Fowler, ''i the deliverer 
of the imprisoned soul. It brings it into com
munion with another soul, so that the two be
come one. It leads the thoughts and the emo
tions into light and liberty. Words reaching 
from the speaker's tongue to the listening ear are 
the links of that electric chain upon which thought 
flies from mind to mind, and feeling from heart 
to heart, through the greater and the smaller cir
cles of human society." 

Literature being the immortality of speech, it 
goes without saying, that this immortal thought 
of a people suffers more or less in its translation 
from language into language. An idiom is the 
soul-mark of a language-it belongs to the genius 
of thought and expression, and really defies trans
lation. Scholars. however, having command of 
the great capabilities of language, have, at various 
times , translated with rnre fidelity and skill, some 
of the great literary masterpieces of the world . 
The greater the production-the more genius
endowed, the more difficult the work of translat
ing . Homer and Virgil and Dante and Shak
spere are housed and tabernacled in a world of 
their own, and, when removed from their literary 
homes, lose much of the charm of their genius. 
Suppose we take here the "Myriad-minded" bard 

of Avon, and ijl~n~~ ~f the pro~yi:t of hi~ ~~n\1~ 
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housed in a strange tongue Take, for instance, 
from Romeo and juliet, Juliet's reply in the bal
cony scene, '·Thou know'st the ma k of night." 
This, of course, is not a literal translation but a 
French adaptation of the play, as presented in 
Paris some time ago. 

0 ! si la nuit propice, en son chaste mystere. 
Ne couvrait pas mon front d'une ombre salutaire, 
Et ne m'abritait pas de son voile indulgent, 
Tu me verrais rougir, arne. rien qu'en songeant 
A ce que je disai , lorsque tu m'as surprise. 

In Berlin,German scholars make very admirable 
translations of Shakspere-yet it is not Shakspere. 
It is Julius Caesar or Macbeth or Hamlet reincar
nated with the Teutonic spirit of sentiment and 
sausage. 

It is said that Macaulay studied all the modern 
languages of Europe through the medium of 
translations of the New Testament. These are 
always necessarily faithful. Suppose we examine 
a few of the verses of the 7th Chapter of St. Mat
thew, translated into Latin, German , French, 
Spani h and Italian . I regret that I do not pos-
ess ,in Irish Testament. otherwise we might get 

a peep, too, into the language of beloved Erin 
with all its ravishing beauty and wealth . 

1. Judge not that you may not be judged. 
2 For with what judgment you have judged 
you shall be judged: and with what measure 
you have measured it shall be measured to 
you again. 
3 And why seest thou a mote in thy 
brother's eye and seest not a beam in thy 
own eye? 

Latin. 1. Nolite judicare, ut non judicemini. 
2. In quo enim judicio judicaveritis, jud1ca
bimini, et in qua mensura mensi fueritis, 
remetietum vobis . 3 Q!Jis autem vides festu
cam in oculo fratri tui et trabem in oculo 
tuo non vides? 0 

German. 1. Richtet nicht damit ihr nicht 
gerichtet 
2. Denn mit welchem Urtheile ihr richtet, 
mit dem werdet ihr auch gerichtet werden: 
und mit welchem Ma asze ihr messet, mit 
dem wird euch wieder Yemessen werden . 
3. Was siehest du aber einen Splitter in 
dem Auge deines Bruders, und den Balken 
in deinem Auge siehest du nicht? 

French. 1. Ne jugez point, afin que vous ne 
soyez point juges. 
2. Car selon le jugement d'apres lequel 
vous aurez juge vous serez juges; et selon la 
mesure, avec laquelle vous aurez mesun':, ii 
vous sera aussi mesure. 
3. Or, pourquoi vois-tu une paille dans 
l'oeil de non frere et ne vois-tu pas une 
poutre dans ton oeil? 

Spanish. 1. No querais juzgar, para que no 
seais juzgados. 
2. Pues con el juicio con que juzgar~is, 
sereis juzgados; y con la medida con que 
mediereis, os volverim {1 medir. 
3. P0r que pues ves la pajita en el ojo de 
tu hermano, y no ves la viga en tu ojo? 

Italian. 1. Non giudicate, affine di non essere 
giudicati. 
2. lmperroche secondo ii vostro giudicare 

sarete voi giudicati , et colla mi ura onde 
avrete rnisurato, sar,'t rimisurato a voi . 
3. E perche osservi tu una pagliuzza nell' 
occhio de! tuo fratello: e non fai ri flessione 
alla trava che hai nell occhio tuo? 

It is exceedingly interesting to tudy langu.Jges 
by thi comparative method, but the student be
fore entering upon it should have already ac
quired a good grasp of the vocabulary and gram
mar of each tongue 

A synthetic language in which the relation of 
words i indicated by case endings is always a 
more accurate, precise, and less ambiguous Ian -
guage than an analytical language. Hence it i 
that so much of the valuable thought of the world 
is entombed in Latin. All languages whose sub
stantives, adjectives, and article are declined, are, 
in a measure, at least, synthetic. The Anglo
Saxon language was ynthetic, and so is the Irish 
language. A peculiarity about the lri h or Er e 
language is, that when cert;iin adjectives precede 
the noun which they qualify, the adjective under
goes no change, whereas when adjectives follow 
nouns, they must agree with these nouns in gen
der, number and case. Here is an example: An 
copall ban. A white horse. Na copaill bana. 
The white horses. Ban cnoic Eireann. The 
fair hills of Erin . The Irish language-i rich in 
the vocabulary of imagination and emotion . Its 
wealth of figurative expressions is unsurpassed, 
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its terms of endearment sweet and true a th e 
accents of an angel. 

How beautifully this tenderness-this heart
power of the Irish language-i set forth in the 
following poem entitled Avick Marhree, which 
I came across a few evenings ago: 

Across a continent and sea, 
Through fifty years of memory 

I hear the words avick macbree. 
A wintry night:-the flaming peat 

With knots of resinous fir combine 
To fill the air with fragrant hea t, 

To make the bog-oak rafters shine, 
And this and love suffice for me; 
The love that breathes avick macbree. 

Some soft white rolls of carded wool; 
A spinning wheel set near the hearth; 

A mother seated on a stool, 
Drawing the spiral fibres forth 

To shape the downy-coated thread
(God bless the hand laid on my head

A freckled five years 1)-and she 
Breathes low the words ;-avick machree. 

" My darling son" on English tongue; 
'' Mon cher fils" mellow as the sun 
In vineyard of the broad Garonne; 

Or deeper-toned "Acb Lieber sobn!" 
On W eser's shores are sweet and strong; 

But 'mong the slopes of Irish hills 
The heart's deep wells appear to be 

Diminished into slender rills 
Invoked by other tongue than thee--
0 tongue that breathes avick macbree! 

THOMAS O'HAGA 

WHEN our crosses come, instead of carrying 
them away reasonably, we make others and pile 
these ab.ove the heavy lo:id already placed upon 
us. We are like that famous maiden Jocrisse 
who drowned herself to escape the rai~. ' 

AND what is work? Is it only some task of 
hand or brain? Is it only accomplished when 
we see tangible evidences of our toil? Or is it, 
too, the checking of a petulant or thoughtless 
~~rd, the subduing of an unworthy desire, the 
nsm~ ~bove the subtle temptation that woos us 
to spmtual indolence, the striving to keep fresh 
and blooming the garden-plot God has given us 
all for_ our own, and where only by heart-work 
the fair flowers of " Love," "Joy," and "Peace" 
can be brought to bloom ? 

DANE BURY HOUSE, 
EA TBOURNE, England. 

DEAR RAINBOW: 

A I promised to write you something about 
Eastbourne, I hall begin by ta ting for the benefit 
of your readers who have not yet visited it, that 
it is the very prettie, t seaside place in England . 

Eastbourne is called the "Empre s of watering 
places," and I think it well deserves its name ; 
Bournemouth i picture que, and nature has given 
it many great advantages in its pine woods and 
undulating landscape, but there is in Eastbourne 
something unique that puts it beyond comparison 
with any other of the great English watering 
places I have seen . It is comparatively new, 
and, in this feature , resembles Bournemouth; 
but Eastbourne has an old town as well, quite 
apart from the new and recherches boulevards 
and esplanades which form the attractions th at 
are o thoroughly appreciated by the English 
upper ten, as well as by numerous foreigner , for 
Eastbourne is a favorite resort for French and 
continental visitors. 

It is difficult to understand why this lovely 
spot is named "Eastbourne," as it directly faces 
the south, and is sheltered by Hastings and St . 
Leonards from the bitterness of the east winds, 
and yet, strange to ay, I have known people 
who hesitated to make it their winter quarters, 
simply because of its name, though statistics 
prove it to enjoy more clear sunshine in the 
winter than any other place on the south coast; 
and it is so dry and mildly bracing that it is pref
erable as a climate for those in search of health to 
any other seaside place in England. I believe 
the original name was Essbourne, but it was 
changed in the first syllable, by whom I do not 
know. 

The founder of the new town was the late 
Duke of Devonshire, and, to him, I understand , 
is owing the credit of the truly artistic and beau
tiful arrangement of streets and avenues, boule
varded so exquisitely, and with residences and 
buildings in such perfect harmony, that my 
first impression of Eastbourne was that it quite 
represented a miniature Paris. 
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The present Duke and the charming Duchess, 
who are this year, and I trust, hall continue to 
be, the Mayor and Mayore s of Eastbourne, take 
still a vital interest in the place, and frequently 
visit their lovely old residence, Compton Place, 
which is situated here, and is one of the ancestral 
homes of Old Enghnd. The romance connected 
with this noble couple is not the least of the 
attractions of this Eden by the sea The Duke 
was very much in love with the Duche. s before 
her marriage to the late Duke of Manchester, and, 
although many years passed by, he never swerved 
in his devction to the memory of, what mu t 
have seemed, a lost love, and remained unmarried 
until Fate made the Duchess a widow, when he 
gained the reward of his constancy, and proved 
to the world that there are such things to be 
found as fidelity and true love, even in the midst 
of the Engli h aristocracy. 

Within a short walk of Eastbourne is Beachy 
Head, which is a most interesting promontory, 
and the winding drive, called "The Duke's 
Drive," which forms the easiest method of ascent, 
is quite charming, as well as picturesque. The 
cliffs facing the sea are of a very peculiar mixture 
of chalk and flint stone, and are 575 feet above 
sea-level. From here a magnificent view of the 
Channel and Downs may be had, and sometimes 
the Cliffs of Dover and the coast of France are 
quite discernible; a glimpse of the Isle of Wight 
coast may also be had. On a continu.ition of the 
Head is ituated Belle Font lighthouse and also a 
very fine coast guard station. From the sands 
beneath a grand range of white cliffs form a view 
that is simply superb, until gradually the level 
country is seen again, showing along the coast, 
Seaford, Newhaven, and Brighton. About five 
and a half miles from Eastbourne, is situated the 
interesting old ruin of Pevensey Castle, which is, 
I think, the very oldest I have seen in England. 
It was built by the Romans, at an unknown 
.date, and must have been an immense structure 
for the outer walls cover an area of ten acres 

It was at Pevensey Bay, just opposite the Castle, 
that '·The Conqueror" landed, and, failing in the 
attempt, declared that he had seized the land 
with his hands, etc. The building was old even 
then, and had been previously given over to the 
Abbey of St. Denis, in Paris. A few months 

~1fter his conque t of England, William sailed 
from Pevensey to revisit Normandv, and after
wards bestowed the Castle on his half brother, 
Robert, who, it i believed, added some p.1rt to it, 
which i of Norman design . The Castle was 
again be· ieged by William and Stephen, in turn, 
but both found it too trong to be taken In the 
early part of the fifteenth century, Edward, Duke 
of York, was imprisoned here, as was also Joan 
of Navarre, and James I. of Scotland, whose 
death, I think, took place at Pevensey. 

The name is derived from a forest that formerly 
existed in the vicinity, named "Pensavel," and 
"Caler Pensavel Cait,'' or the fortress by the 
wood, was the original designation. The ruin 
forms part of the estate of the Duke of Devon-
hire, having descended to him from Spencer 

Compton, Earl of Wilmington. who was also 
created Viscount Peven ey. 

About four or five miles from Pevensey, is the 
ruin of Hurstrnoncientt, which was evidently a 
very lovely residence, of Norman con truction. 
It seems peculiarly modern when compared with 
its, to me, much more interesting neighbor, and 
also with the other ruins I have seen in Britain. 
It is the only one of its kind I have ever seen 
which was built with brick. the only stone used 
is in the framework of the windows, which are 
quite JS large as those of our modern structures, 
and not merely peephole , as the openings in the 
walls of ancient castles, suggest. 

Hurstmoncient, is by many considered the 
more attractive ruin, as it retains its lovely gar
den· and ivy-clad walls, which preserit a most 
picturesque appearance; but, to me, it did nGt 

appeal much, beyond its decided claim to clas~ic 
harmony, which commanded my admiration: 
while Pevensey still lives up to its llrst impre -
sion-massive, lovely, deeply interesting. 

May I be permitted, dear Rainbow, to quote 
from, and reply to, through your charming me
dium , some remarks which the very delightful 
and tnteresting letter of "Your Irish Correspond
ent. ·· contained in your last issue? "It is decid
edly a novel experience for 'l'addy' to become 
the centre of attraction to our high and mighty 
sister, ·Britannia; ' but ' fruth is stranger than 
fiction, ' &c. 

Now,dear Rainbow, I am only one person-and 
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a very insignificant one at that-but so far a my 
knowledge of the views entertained by the Eng
lish people of Ireland goes, I should have much 
pleasure in e!ldorsing, through a lightly extended 
experience. the sentiments already expre ed, and 
assuring your charming correspondent and my 
admired fellow-countrywoman, that 11r!ver before 
in any country, have I known the Irish ch,m1c
teristics, and the Irish in general, to be so sought 
after, so admired, and so thoroughly appreciated 
as in England. Probably thi is because we are 
such near neighbors, and the influence of the 
Blarney Stone is only fresht>ned by the breeze off 
St George's Channel, and not lost altogether by 
mat de mer followed up with disappointment , 
like the manuscript which contained the character 
of the servant girl, who arrived without one in 
New York-of course, the onl_y Irish girl who 
ever landed there without such a necessary ap
pendage-hence the record. 

True it is that England is waking up to the 
fact that the Isle of the West is the brighte t 
jewel in the crown, and that a welcoming- smile 
greets every son and daughter-out of Parliament 
-of Erin who desires to favor John Bull by a 
short or extended visit to hi domicile· Irish-

' women are the favorites of London society, and 
Irishmen are the heroes ,ind the repre entatives 
of the British Crown everywhere A few weeks 
ago, we had here at Eastbourne the Lawn Tennis 
Tournament for the south of England. I at
tended many of the meetings at Devonshire Park, 
and heard many of the comments on the game 
and the players We had several of the Irish 
champion~, notably, Mahony and Dougherty, 
and some others; but whether the Irish won or 
lost, it was easily seen they were the favorites, 
and ail expected them to win, simply because 
they were Irish, for let rne tell you, England has 
a vast _amount of veneration for Irish capabilities. 

Dunng the tennis week referred to, I frequent
!~ heard such remarks as, "How gracefully he 
hits!'' "Oh, but you know he's one of the Irish 
players, all Irish players are graceful I " Then 
"Ho . ' w good-tempered he is, I thought that 
would have put him out a bit I" St1·11 th r • . "Oh h , . · e re,ratn, 
,. ' ~ s lnsh, you know, bound to be a good 
,ellow, tf an Irishman." 

Another th ing I notice in England, is an ab-

sence of that bitterness with regard to difference 
of religion, which exists in other countries
without heing, perhaps, alway broad, although 
to this rule I have met some splendid exceptions 
--the Englishman or woman is generally tolerant, 

and that they are drifting steadily nearer Kome is 
an undoubted fact. A short time ago I happened 
to be in company with a number of ladies and 
gentlemen, who were discussing religious ten
dencie toward Ritualism. I being the only 
Catholic of the party, the merits and demerits of 
High and Low Church were dilated i:1pon, when 
a gentlem,111 remarked in reply to something 
which I now forget, "We're not all Roman 
Catholics in England, yet." A lady at once re
torted, ' Ah, but we soon shall be!" Of course 
this was merely a jeu d' esprit, but it nevertheless 
illustrates a point. 

Before concluding, dear Rainbow, I would like 
to chronicle a story which was told me not long 
ago, by one of the most charming old ladies I 
have ever met, and whom I have the 
happiness to call my friend; an Irish
woman (with a Scotch name), a Mrs. McMillan, 
widow of a Methodist minister, and ister to a 
former Lord Mayor of London, think of that! an 
Irishman ( ir William McArthur) Lord Mayor of 
London-I think, in 1881-and it is now reported 
that in all probability another Irishman, Sir 
Thoma Lipton, will, in the near future, occupy 
a similar position. Well, to return to my story, 
as related by my friend, who, although · now 
over eighty years of age, is still a splendid-look
ing woman, with faculties as bright and fasci
nating as might be expected in a lady of half her 
years 

In the year 1 852, after the famine, Mr. McMil
lan was required, in his capacity of Wesleyan 
minister, to take up the district surrounding 
Clew Bay, in the west of Ireland, and remove 
there with his fa'11ily. Near their residence lived 
a poor family (Catholics) whose breadwinner 
was a boatman, and in whom Mrs McMillan 
soon became interested. One day her sou was 
playing with the other children, and having 
stood upon a barrel to deliver some childish ora
tion, he tell through the frail platform and cut 
himself severely. There was no car in the neigh
borhood, and the greatest consternation prevailed 
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as to how to procure medical aid. Molly, the 
mother of the poor family, took him up in her 
arm -although a rather big boy- and ran to 
West port , a distance of over two miles . The 
doctor declared that he had saved his life, for he 
was very badly cut, and lockjaw quite imminent. 
Not long after this Mrs . McMillan, her husband 
and family went to live in Westport. One day 
she happened to meet Paddy, Molly 's husband, 
who, after her usual greeting to him, approached 
her, saying, " May the Lord bless you ma 'am , 
we're ruined! " " What is the matter?" demanded 
my friend . ' 'Oh, wirra strhu ! wirra strhu ! 
there's nothing now for ·u but the big house! " 
(poorhouse) . "Shure we·ve lost the boat!" 
Then he explained how their sole means of sub
sistence had gone to pieces from the effects of 
old age and a recent storm. Extreme want and 
misery, the result of recent famine, h:.tving de
pleted the always slender means of the entire 
population, no hope was looked for or expected 
from any quarter. Mrs . McMillan at once set to 
work and collected ten pounds amongst her 
friends, with which she bought a new boat, pre
sented it to Paddy, and the day it was launched 
took all her children and some friends to a neigh
boring island, on a picnic, in order to patronize 
and establish poor Paddy, whose gratitude was 
boundless, and whose success later was beyond 
his most sanguine expectations. Let it not be 
for a moment imagined there was a thought of 
proselytism, in this noble act there was not the 
smallest, and from all I have heard of Paddy, I 
am convinced he would have refused the favor if 
such an idea had existed . 

Some months after Paddy's re-establishment. 
Mrs. McMillan took her son to Dublin in order to 
place him at school , where he was stricken with 
typhus fever, during which she watched and 
nursed him in the greatest anxiety. At home all 
were in deep distress, awaiting news from Dub
lin , when one day Molly walked in , nnd with 
the most firm conviction , declared he would re
cover, adding, " Write and tell the rnisthress there 
is not the least fear of him , for I've gone all 
around the Holy Well of Rossbeg on my bare 
knees , and the two fishes jumped up and stared 
me in the face , so tell the misthress to make her 
mind aisy at once , for the boy will recover! " 

" And so he did, " added my friend , '' trom that 
very day he got a change for the better. " 

In a drawing-room in which w ere assembled 
many peo ple, a few months ago, Mr . McMillan 
related this tory a a proof of th e fi delity and at
tachment of the Irish peasantry; she and I were 
the only Irish 111e111bers present , and she has 
lived the la t half of her life in England . I was 
the only Catholic, and yet when he declared 
that she always attributed th e recovery of her 
son to the direct an wer of God to 
poor Molly 's prayer and pilgrimage to the 
Well at the foot of Croagh Patrick , and related in 
her quaint, fascinating w ay the legend, which 
states that there are two fi hes in the Well, 
which, if the prayer i to be granted , jump up 
and look at you , while , if the request is to be re
fused, remain still, there was not one dissentient 
smile in the room. Indeed, the universal ver
dict was that there are no people in the world 
like the lrish, - so kind , so content, and so true, 
when treated properly. All England asks, "Why 
is it our Queen has not had a residence in Ire-

· land?" "Why has she not even visited the coun
try, which is the most attractive in her domin
ions?" I have heard English men and women, 
without exception, declare th at that omission or 
neglect is the one blot on Her Maje ty's reign . 

Now, 1 would like once more to assure my 
fair Irish contemporary that, although I am quite 
well aware of the grievous wrongs of the past, I 
do not think there shall ever again be danger of 

'·Hanging men and women 
For the wearing of the green ." 

There is a change in the a ffairs of Erin-a tide 
which, taken at the flood, will lead her on to for
tune. And as to ignoring her sons and daugh
ters , it has been done, but that is all past and 
g.one. Your friend, 

JosIE O'DowDA. 

IN shutting none o ut of our sympathy, in the 
willingn e s to help all and to be helped by all, 
we are here beginning like children to climb the 
foot-hill that lead to immortality. The self
;.i bsorbed, the unsympathetic, the unloving ht1ve 
lo t their way, and are on the downward path; 
no light from the eternal life is reflected from 
their faces . 
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mnwrttten tJtstortc 1Remtntscences of 
"Rtagara. 

~ MONG the many historic spots of North 
,.l;\. America, none, perhaps, is more famous 
not only for its unique magnifi cence, but also for 
its historic ground, than Niagara; for it was around 
this district that the greater number of the engage
ments of the war of 1812, 1813, and 1814, and of 
the Canadian Rebellion of 1837, took place. 

There were many skirmishes, of which we 
have no record , among the Indians, who were 
at one time the sole inhabitants of Niagara; and 
numerous traditions are retained of the early 
settlers, among whom were my great-grand
father and grandfather. These stories are of 
little importance, though they form a never-end
ing topic of conversation for some of the old resi
dents, who occasionally chance to assemble, 
when, each in his turn , relates some oft-told 
anecdote of an ancestor, the others looking on 
and listening with as much interest as though it 
were some very exciting tale, told for the first 
time. 

During th e war of 1812, my great-grandfather, 
Mr. M. Crys ler, had been home on furlough · for 
a few days, and on his way back to join Captain 
Fitzgibbon 's company, then at Beaver Dams, he 
met three of the enemy, armed with pistols and 
swords. One of the party leveled his pistol at 
my great-grandfather's head , with orders to lay 
down his musket. Now that musket was prized 
very highly by the latter, as it was one which he 
had captured at th e battle of Queenston Heights, 
where General Brock fell; so instead of laying it 
down he placed it on his shoulder, and, in a 
voice like thunder, demanded that they should 
lay down their arms and march on before him . 
Seeing that he w as thoroughly in earnest, they 
thought pruden ce the better part of valor, and 
obeyed orders Thus he marched them into 
camp. One proved to be a British subject and 
was shot as a spy; the other two w ere Americans 
who afterwards regained their country, being ex~ 
c~anged as prisoners of war. My grandfather 
did not take part in that w ar, being only thirteen 
years of age at the time, but he helped others to do 
so.by car~ying_food and ammunition to the camp. 
Many a time, 10 the autumn of life, he would re
late tales which he hearq his father tell, concern. 

ing the war, and would generally conclude by 
describing the fearful sight which Lundy's Lane 
presented, the morning after the battle. The 
dead were so numerous that the people could 
not bury them as quickly as was necessary, 
owing to the intense heat of that July, so, many 
a gallant youth was thrown into a ditch with 
some of his comrades and covered with a row 
of rails, over which a little earth was thrown. 
Not a few of the faces were familiar to him, and 
recalled the shattered air castles which the voices 
now stilled in death had built so short a time be
fore. Others had distinguished themselves in a 
never-to-be-forgotten way, but, alas! "The 
paths of glory lead but to the grave." 

The population of Niagara then was about ten 
thousand, consisting chiefly of persons engaged in 
agricultural pursuits and various kinds of house
wifery. On one occasion it happened that a 
young woman had just completed a beautiful 
piece of weaving and doubtless was admiring 
the perfection of her handiwork, when the door 
of her dwelling suddenly opened and an Indian 
appeared. At once his keen eye fell upon the 
cloth, and knowing its value he proceeded to 
take it from its owner, who refused to relinquish 
her grasp upon it, therefore it was a matter of 
strength as to which should gain the victory. 
The Indian put his to the utmost test, and the 
matron her ; the victory seemed evenly balanced, 
when the red man raised his sword , and , with 
one stroke, severed the treasure in two and took 
his departure. This example of bravery is praise
worthy, for I am inclined to believe that not 
many women of to-day would be o heroic. 

La t, but not least, is the story connected with 
Laura Secord, who, hearing of the approach of a 
large army of Americans, set out to inform the 
British, then stationed at Beaver Dams. In case 
of a challenge being given , she bethought her
self of carrying a milk pail on her arm, as 
though she w ere in search of a cow which had 
strayed from its pasture. After several hours ' 
rough walking she succeeded in reaching the 
small station , and made her statement to Lieut. 
Fitzgibbons, who, by calling out his forces and 
skillfully arraying forty-nine Indians in advance, 
in scattered order, and about two hundred of the 
militia at a short distance in the rear, .captured two 
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hundred American twops, twe11ty cavalry and 
two field pieces , under Col. Boerstler. A monu
ment erected on the site of the battle of Lundy 's 
Lane (which has been converted into a cemetery), 
marks the resting-pla,e of the brave woman who 
thus turned the tide of war. 

It is recorded in history that during the Patriot 
War, a small steamer call ed the Caroline, was 
set on fire at Navy Island and sent over the Falls. 
The following is the explanation : Two very 
staunch friends-Taylor and Usher-lived, at the 
time, in Chippewa. The former belonged to no 
particular political party, the latter was a Tory. 
Taylor was suspected of knowing some of the 
secrets of this side and of having learned 
them from his friend. The Whigs, there
fore, took measures to force them from him, 
but not being able to accomplish their design , 
they determined to punish him . Accordingly, 
one night after Mr. Usher's household had retired , 
a party of men came to his residence ;ind rang 
the bell. The master of the house rose 
to answer, but his wife! suspecting danger, 
besought her husband to remain where he 
was. At that momen t he heard his friend's 
voice, and, thinking no evil, went down stairs 
and opened the door. Immediately a loud report 
was heard , and the next moment Mr. Usher lay 
dead upon the floor. Mr. Taylor had been 
brought and forced to speak, the bette r to ac
complish the enemy's design. It seems that the 
Whigs were under the impression that Usher"s 
party was concerned in the plot to burn the 
Caroline, and, noting the intimacy which existed 
between Taylor and his friend, they were not _ 
s low in thinking that he was cognizant of the 
facts Their scheme, however, was a failure. I 
am happy to state that not many deeds of this 
charac ter were perpetra ted during the Kebellion . 

My grandfather was at that time proprietor of. 
the Clifton House, and had among his guests 
Lawyer Terten , of Liverpool, 1:ngland, and a 
triend of his. A discus~ ion arose as to who was 
the best rifle shot in America. One said the In
dian , the other the white man . Not being able 
to decide, th ey ;ipplied to my grandfather, who 
said: ''Well , I have never met an Indian whom 
I could not equal as a marksman ," upon which 
they were determined to put his skill to the . test, 

and had a target erected. Each time the bullet 
struck the mark . The guests were highly de
lighted, and, after congratulating my g rand
father most heartily, returned to the hotel. Not 
many moments had elapsed before it was an
nounced that an office r wished to see the pro
prietor. He went down at once to his office, 
and there , to his surprise, met Col. Crayton-a 
gentleman who bore the strongest dislike to my 
grandfather. The Colonel rose and coming for
ward, inquired if there had been any shooting 
going on around the premises, and if so, by 
whom. My grandfather answered in the affirma
tive, stating tha.t he was th e offender. "Then 
you must come to prison, " continued the Colonel, 
"for celebrating the fourth of July in Canada." 
My grandfather refused, saying, " I have done 
nothing worthy of punishment. " At these words 
Col. Crayton became enraged and left the hotel, 
muttering as he did so that he would bring up 
the guard from the Ferry. Lawyer Terten saw 
him pass out, and, judging from portions of the 
conversation , which he had accidentally heard , 
that something was wrong, thought it only just 
to inquire into the matter. On being informed 
of what had occurred he said, "Well, I know 
English laws thoroughly, so if the guard comes 
up, go with it, but before doing so, ask by whose 
authority," and he continued, "if this is the con- · 
duct of the people in Canada, no wonder they 
have rebellion. I am Lord Durham 's legal ad
viser, and am out here merely to investigate its 
real cause.·· My grandfather was greatly sur
prised, and, accordingly, when the guard came 
up, went with it, but first asked the question as 
directed, and was told by Colonel Foote that it 
was by Colonel Crayton 's authority . The guard 
moved away, taking my grandfather prisoner 
Lawyer Terten , however, informed the men of 
their rash deed , and before th e party had gone 
many yards, the prisoner was released 

On his return Lawyer Terten wrote to Lord 
Durham, acquainting him with the incident, and 
the latter furthermore wrote to Si r George 
Arthur, who said that as h~ was about t9 make a 

trip to the Falls, he would look into the matter. 
Consequently, on his arrival he notified Colonel 
Crayton that he wished al'!_ interview with him. 
He -came, and Sir George was not long in di?coy-
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ering the c::use of the Colonel's dislike of my 
grandfather. He brought three _c harg ~s. against 
him, which were: Mr. Crysler 1s a Bnttsh sub
ject, he did not ta ke part in th_e late w ar, an~ he 
is th e most deadly rifle shot in America. fhe 
accused , on being asked if the charges brought 
against him were just, rep!ied: " I am a Brit_ish 
subject; I have not fought 111 the late war, owing 
to a severe illness which I had about the year 

1832 , I recei ved an hon orable discharge from the 
army-the l:.ist statement I ca nnot really verify." 

Sir George Arthur reproached Col. Crayton 
with his misconduct, and, turning to my grand
fath er, inquired what he wished to have done 
to this gentlem :1n. My grandfather replied: "I 
am not a man of revenge, and do not desire to 
ha ve him harmed ." Thus this officer did not re
ceive the punishment his conduct deserved , but 
was made to understand th at his action was most 
blameworthy, in fact deserving of banishment. 

These are but the fragments of what I have 
heard of the man y scenes that have been enacted 
around the Falls. 

HARRIET CRYSLER. 

Scbool <!brontcle. 
~EPTEMBER the Sixth. Re-opening of 
,;,;, school, under most auspicious circum
s1ances. Vaca tion days, like all things else, 
must have an end. Wisely has it been thus Qr 
pained , for, as Shakespeare says, " If all the year 
were playing holid ay, we would soon grow tired 
of play." There are, of course, home and 
friends to be left behind, summer haunts to be 
forgotten, and great salt tears, perhaps, to be 
brushed away by the hand of Hope; for home 
and its memories will rise up, no matter how 
wide-thrown the gates, how loving the welcome 
that awaits us. Yet our sacrifice is a noble one, 
and those who are privileged to return to their 
convent home, invigorated by sea breeze or 
mountain air, must feel that they are under cor
responding obligations to show their sense of 
t~e favors they have enjoyed , by increased atten
tion to their studies, and by availing themselves 
to the fullest extent of the golden opportunities 
before them . 

September the eighteenth. The feast of the 
Dolors of our Lady . Rev. J. Hughes , Liverpool, 
England, celebrated the Holy Sacrifice of the 
Mass and preached one of the most eloquent and 
instructive sermons that it has ever been our 
good fortune to hear, taking his touching similes 
from the great wonder of nature before us . The 
calm surface of the river, the rocky channels 
through which it sometimes makes it~ way, the 
surging, boiling waters madly rushil'}.g and rag
ing between perpendicular walls of stone, the 
great white offering rising and reacning to the 
stars, the beauteous rainbow spanning the tor
rent from shore to shore, were symbolic of life to 
the mind of the preacher, whose impressive words 
have taught us hO'f fruitful in grace ' is devotion 
to the sorrows of Mary. 

September the twenty-fifth. Sile~ce reigned 
in the reading room . l::ach young lady was ap
parently absorbed in her book, and the Sabbath 
quiet of the convent grounds seemed emphasized 
that Sund ay afternoon, when suddenly the voice 
-not only of many waters-but of the well
known Salvationists, broke upon the ear. Could 
it be possible that they were attempting to evange
lize the inmates of Loretto? Alleluia after Alleluia 
came through the open windows and words of 
warning issued forth in basso tones. One b_y 
one, the readers looked up from their books, and 
questioning glances were exchanged. At last a 
few brave ones ventured to glide noiselessly 
across the room and look out of the window to 
satisfy the minds of the listeners. Turning 
towards us, they whispered-juniors !-then w~ 
knew the imitative faculty of the school had bee11 
brought into requisition when those dreadf4l 
juniors started out to ~L!rlesque the ubiquitous 
street missionaries . As silently as possible all 
managed to reach the windows, for ocular 
demonstration seemed absolutely necessary 
in order to credit our ears. The inimitable 
Maud had taken a chair, and standing thereon, 
was delivering a discourse that must surely have 
penetrated deeply into the hearts of the little ones 
gathered around her. Fervent and loud were 
the Amens that rang through the air. Another 
speaker was introduced as having once been a 
renowned vocalist, but who had been rescued 
from this downward course by the untiring ef.: 
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forts of the Army! Soon it was time for the col
lection to be made, and this proving a failure, 
the Army disbanded , bent, to all intents and pur
poses, on some other scheme for enjoyment. 

October the fast-A trip to the American side 
whilst the autumn glory was bathing the tree
tops in crimson and gold. Green as the Emerald 
Isle is the verdure of the Islands, except for a 
harbinger of winter here and there, wooed by 
the October sun, and attracting the lingering 
tourist to single out a maple from the restful, 
verdant foliage of the sister trees. We were in 
search of a strange freak of nature, recently dis
covered on Goat Island-two cedars joined by a 
long connecting limb, of the Siamese twin type. 
Like the Knight of the Holy Grail, we wandered 
out to the rushing torrent's edge, back to the 
silver stream in quiet nooks, into the sylvan 
glades around, yet no brothers could we find; 
disappointed but undaunted, we persevered . 
From the primeval forest came a shout : "Here it 
is! Here are the Siamese twins !11 And we 
scrambled (in a most undignified manner for 
botanists) to the point where, overhanging the 
water's edge, grew two red cedars, believed to 
have the longest natural connection of any two 
trees which have yet presented themselves to 
observation. The larger of the two is about 
forty feet high, and th e connecting limb shoots 
out from it at a heiirht of about two feet from 
the ground , where the tree is thirty-nine and 
one-half inches in circumference. About thirty 
inches distant froin the larger tree, the connect
ing branch passes through the crotch of a white 
birch tree, and this tree is fifty-seven inches in 
circumference, just below the crotch. The 
length of the connecting branch is nine feet and 
one inch. The second tree is about thirty feet 
high and twenty-seven inches in circumference. 
There is nothing to tell the cause of this strange 
union. That it has existed for many years is 
evident from the size and height of the trees, 
especially the birch . 

The location of the ''Siamese twins" is not far 
from the well-known spring, clear as crystal, on 
Goat Island. Being informed that it is a fountain 
of beauty, all were anxious to quaff the sparkling 
water and invoke its magic power. To lookers
on, it seemed " painting the lily, 11 for the thirstiest 

maidens were the fairest of the party. Over the 
spring is a rough arch of stone, which resembles 
an old Irish stvle of architecture, in which stones 
are heaped pell-mell, and not cemented The 
" gauze walls of Galway, 11 for instance. which 
prove the truth of an old adage, that one can see 
through a stone wall sometimes-even without 
the X-rays. 

A surprise awaited us on the bridge between 
the Islands. Lads were quietly dropping th eir 
fishing rods in the stream, and, in answer to an 
inquiry, if the current were not too rapid for any 
fish to have time to see a hook, we were politely 
informed that black bass was frequently caught 
there. Poor fish! Foolish little fish! far better 
to follow the torrent in its mad leap over the 
brink into the yawning abyss than to be served 
up ,'t la fran~aise to a Niagara tourist. 

It was time for home and for reflection on the 
mental pleasures of our afternoon ramble. We 
were content that we had discovered new treas
ures in the fountain of perennial beauty, and the 
contemplation of eternal brotherhood. 

October the eighth. Mrs. Beaufort's closing 
lectures. The Louvre and Luxembourg ga lleries 
were visited; Notre Dame from crypt to tower 
reverently explored; we prayed in the Sainte 
Chapelle with St. Louis. and followed the royal 
Bourbons from pah1ce to guillotine; wept over 
the fate of Madame Elizabeth, and learned to love 
the lilies of France. 

The lecturer, in her last Causerie, "Imperial 
Violets ," gave us a g limpse of Napoleon Bona
parte in the palaces of Paris, the interest center
ing in his historic farewell to the Old Guard, at 
Fontainebleau. In spite of ourselves, Mrs. 
Beaufort won our sympathy for the exile at St. 
Helena by the interesting manner in which she 
treated an ever-interesting subject, and the strong 
element of the pathetic which she so happily in-. 
traduced . 

Octa ber the twenty-first. A most interesting 
letter from Loretto, Darjeeling, India. Our cor
respondent writes: ''The first public procession 
of the most Blessed Sacrament will take ph1 ce 
in the convent grounds, about th e midd le of Oc
tober. We intend to have it on a magnificent 
scale, and I expect it will do much good among 
the native population, they are l.lSl.lally so im-

AT THE SPRING-GOAT ISLAND. 
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pressed by ce remonial. More than one hundred 
of these are already Christians, through the zeal
ous efforts of our saintly curate, Father Schar
Iacken, S. J. Our only Irish Jesuit, who hails 
from Limerick, Rev. Vincent Naish, S. J . , is 
our parish priest, and it is a great treat to hear 
him preach, although we do not in the least wish 
to depreciate the devotedness of our Belgian 
Jesuits. 

The plague is raging at Bombay, and is rife in 
many other parts of India; it is even still threat
ening at Ca lcutta, but so far there have been 
but a few cases fa tal. We trust in our good God 
that we and our pupils may be preserved." 

October the twenty-seventh. " An Evening 
With the Colonial Writers, " g iven by the Jun
iors. Mary Merle opened the proceedings with 
a paper on '' The Dawn of American Literature,· · 
" Jonathan Edwards" served as a subject for 
Juliette Gerin, Lucille McGuire graphically de
scribed the " Puritans,•· Christine Barrett's origi
nal COIT)position on " Cotton Mather" was re
markable fo r a child of her years, w hilst Florence 
Murray 's " Benjamin Franklin". ,1ppealed to e\·ery 
admirer of the distinguished philosopher. 

If the ·' young idea" continues to shoot any 
higher than it did on Thursday, the editors will 
have to see to their laurels. 

JOSEPHINE HARDIN. 

'' Ube flDelancbolr lDars ate <tome, Ube 
Sa~~est of tbe JQear." 

~RIG HT, happy, beautiful summer with its 
JJ;J glad life and daisy-dotted fields, has de
parted, and, autumn, gorgeous in decay, out
vieing summer in its late sunshine and soft blue 
skies, is here. 

T he heart must be ve ry full of sorrow or a very 
poor so rt of a heart, that has no joy in the sum
mer, fo r summer means all of joy there is in life 
-light, an d warmth and color, and growth and 
fruition. 

In the tende r notes of every rivulet, in the 
emotional ca<len ce of every fall, Nature sings of 
God 's bounty an d g lory , and unfolds to view in 
the refreshing verdu re of the woodland, lessons of 
g ratitude and good w ill. In vain the regally
robed fores t displays its transcendent beauty of 

sumJch and maple, ablaze in their Indian sum
mer dyes; its glades but echo the farewell songs 
of our tuneful minstrels, its flowers, so faintly 
redolent, but lift their languid heads to look at 
the weary world once more. 

The seasons are too closely a reflex of our life 
to escape having an influence over us. We are 
creatures of our environment and owe much to 
our surroundings; the moods and tenses of the 
mind assuredly become attuned to a sympathy 
with the course of that nature which encompasses 
us, and of which, in truth, we ourselves are part. 
If, as the poet puts it, every flower enjoys the air 
it breathes, so much the more must humanity be 
depressed by "melancholy days" and gladdened 
by the days that are bright and sunny. At times 
not the smallest cloudlet floats in our clear, blue 
sky of happiness, then, sudden ly, heavy, black 
clouds obscure the horizon and our sun is lost 
in the darkness. Not even the wished-for silver 
lining is there, and, as we gaze, it seems that 
our sun will never again shine so brightly, or our 
sky appear so fair and serene. With longing 
hearts we watch for one sma ll ray of light, one 
tiny beam to light our way upon the sea of de
pression into which we are sinking fas t, and, be
hold! ere long the star of hope appears. 

" Be still, sad heart, and cease repining; 
Behind the clouds is the sun sti ll shining; 
Thy fate is the common fate of all, 
Into each life some rain must fa ll, 
Some days must be dark and drea ry." 

Though the freshness of summer no longer 
fills the earth, and sere and yellow leaves take 
the place of sweet- scented roses and honey
suckles, the summer of the heart may be always 
ours-full and perfect in the proportion in which 
we extend its blessings to others. And who is 
more fitted by nature to communicate happiness 
than woman? Who, like her, has the tact to 
anticipate wishes or discover wants? Who, like 
her, has the self-forgetfulness which is ready to 
sacrifice all personal convenience for another's 
sake, thus exercising her specia l charm of self
denying considerateness? 

Summer, poetically, is thought to be the time 
of abundance and luxury ; but is it not often the 
time of general discomfort and great distress? 
To neglect charity in warm weather is a strange 
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mistake; charity and kindness are ever needed, 
and cannot, unhappily, be regulated by the ther
mometer. It may be very inc<;>nsiJerate for the 
homeless, friendless and outcast to be hungry, to 
need work, to be in pain, to have empty pockets 
when the sun shines brightly and the skies are 
blue, when the fields are green and the harvests 
are ripening, but, alas! they cannot help it. They 
can no More command their fortunes th,in they 
can co;mand the seasons. It is not their fault 
that it is~summer. Indeed, there is no summer 
for them: Even when nature is most resplend
ent with affluence and beauty, it is still winter 
with them; it is, in truth, winter, cold, dark, 
dreary winter all the aching year. 

Let us~ then, garner the treasures of sunshine 
into human lives and help to make them as rich 
and profitable as our bountiful summer life is for 
us all. CYRENA KEAN. 

Ube jf alls anb tbe jfallen. 

1f N· AUTUMN, the Falls and their surround
ing scenery present some of nature's 

g_randes! pictures, pictures which pass daily be
fore our gaze, each in itself beautiful enough to 
make a never-to-be-forgotten impression on the 
mind. · 

Stretching away in the distance, is a vast 
reach of blue, cairn and tranquil , but as it nears 
the precipice, gradually there appear upon its sur
face tiny ripples which, growing into large and 
rushing waves, flow faster and faster, and at 
last plunge into the thundering abyss. A float
ing clol,!d of mist, pale as drive_n snow, rises high 
into the air, and the waters ·rush on, on, until, 
mingling with a calmer element, they seem to 
breat~e': for a moment before joining the ever
hurrying rapids on their way to the Whirlpool. 

There is something grand--'--'sublime- awful
but nothing saddening in the impetuosity of the 
torrent'\hat is hurled in splendor and speed over 
the wondrous precipice; perhaps it is that our 
sympathies are not aroused by things which ap
parently do not cease to exist after one great fall. 

Suijl)Unding our beautiful home are majestic 
trees, now arrayed in their gaudiest colors. The 
leaves are clinging with a gentle but determined 
tenderness to the swaying branches as if impelled 

by some mysterious influence. And sometimes 
they talk, too. There is no sound in nature 

'" Like that old measure in the boughs, 
The phraseless melody 
The wind does,· · 

for when the wind and trees unite they make a 
song of wonderful power to move the soul. 
Others again fall, for a moment lie stunned, then 
pick up courage ,ind travel for a time on the· 
wings of the passing breeze. They, like the 
waters , seem to retain some life after their fall, 
and although we feel lonely as we watch then1 
depart, to a certain extent, they do not excite 
our sympafhies. 

Directly in front of the sanctum, surrounded 
by a forbidding fence, appropriately termed the 
life mark, and which, if passed, means certai~ 
punishment to the transgressor, stand many 
trees. Their beauty far surpasses that of their 
more aristocratic neighbors , whose stately forms 
adorn the front lawn and grounds . What m:1ple. 
oak, or pine can boast of such ruby-tinted treas
ures? such tempting souvenirs of Eden. dis
played in brilliant contrast to the outcast leave~? 
As Herschel says, that to view the Southern 
Cross in the heavens is like gazing into a casket 
of precious gems, so does every school girl feeJ, 
if not utter, the same sentiment. as she gazes at 
these heavily-laden trees Here there are falls 
innumerable, and here it is that the fallen excite 
our sympathies, as they lie pitifully lifeless. mak
ing no attempt to regain their places. If they 
would on ly gain enough heart to !ind a way to 
the fence. how many hungry eyes would 
brighten! Some of the fallen have been badly 
bruised, and oh, how many loving souls there 
are who would willingly be Sisters of Charity on 
this small battlefield! How often does the fate of 
the fallen bring tears of deepest sympathy to our 
eye~. and how relieved and overjoyed we feel ·to 
find that a certain merciful life line, in the shape 
of a hook, is long enough to assist them- "in 
reaching their destination! 

The gorgeous setting sun is lighting up the old 
orchard with rays of violet, red and gold, en l1;1n c
ing th e fame of the heroes who have not yet 
fallen. Here a ray of gold is softly tin_gein-g a 
large pippin, there a deep red light blends with 
the deep red of a snow apple. I doubt if the 
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fruit on the forbidden tree in Paradise was ever 
more tempting to Eve than this is to her daugh
ters . Heaven grant that some beautiful evening 
the ante! on guard may smile as she watches the 
last faint rays of the dying sun lighting up the 
stooping forms of the brave-~ea_rted maidens, 
who are hastily but tenderly hftrng, for sweet 
i:harity's sake alone, as many of the fallen as 
their aprons, baskets, or caps can contain! 

ETHEL KEAN. 

:a !IDonument. to lDon JSosco. 
(Published at the Request of the Committee in Connection 

with the Inauguration of Don Rosco's Monu'1lent ) 

If' ASTELNUOVO o'ASTI, a pretty and flour
~ ishing little town picturesquely situated on 
the side of one of the many hills in the neigh
bourhood of Turin , Northern Italy, was the scene 
of an interesting and sy mpathetic ceremony on 
the 18th inst., to honour the memory of Don 
Bosco, one of its most distinguished citizens. A 
few years ;1go the Municipality of Castelnuovo 
d'Asti proposed the erection of a statue to Don 
Bosco in recognition of his great services on be
half of poor, abandoned children and the benighted 
savage. It is consoling to relate that the project 
encountered the sympathy and received the gen
erous support of the good priest's admirers all 
over the world. The plans of the monument 
were accor~ingly drawn up and their execution 
entrusted to Sig. Stuardi, a promising young 
member of the Academia Reale Albertina of 
Turin. The announcement that the statue would 
be unveiled on Sunday the 18th inst. , attracted an 
immense crowd to Don Bosco·s birthplace, to 
witness the event. The festivities opened with 
,Pontifical High Mass, which was celebrated, in the 
principal Parish Church, by his Lordship Monsig
nor Cagliero, Vicar-Apostolic of Patagonia, one 
of Don Bosco's first disciples and, like him, a na -
tive of Casttlnuovo . In the sanctuary were 
present his Grace the Archbishop of Turin (who 
preached infra missam). their Lordships Monsig
nor Rossi, Bishop of Pinerolo, Monsignor Re, 
Bishop of Alba, Monsignor Filipello, Bishop of 
lvrea, Monsignor Bertagna, Titular Bishop of 
Capharnaum, Monsignor Cqstamagna, Vicar 
Apostolic of Mendez and Gualaquiza; Very Rev. 

Michael Rua, successor c,f Don Bosca, Very Rev. 
Canon Surasio of the Turin Cathedral; several 
members of the Superior Chapter of the Salesian 
Congregation, the representatives of several Re
ligious Orders, and a large body of the clergy 
from various parts of Italy. The Church was 
literally packed. 

Immediately after Mass a procession, headed 
by the clergy and Bishop~. moved towards the 
Piazza San Rocco where the inauguration was to 
take place By the side of the monument, which 
was as yet veiled from the public gaze, a pavilion 
had been erected for the . ..\rchbishop, Bishops 
and clergy, the · nobility and various dignitaries. 

Among the nobility and gentry who took a 
prominent part in the proceedings were, the 
Honble. T. Villa , ex-President of the Italian 
Chamber of Deputies, Colonel Musso, Mayor of 
Castelnuovo, Baron Manno, President of the 
Committee of Sacred Art and Catholic Missions 
in connection with the Turin Exhibition, Cheva
lier De Morra , the representative of the Mayor 
of Turin, Chevalier P. Negri , Sig. Tabacchi, the 
distinguished Italian sculptor, his pupil, Sig. 
Stuardi, the author of the monument, etc , etc. 

At this point, the Piaz.z..a presented the ap
pearance of a vast sea of heads th ii t stretched far 
down the roads and by-streets on all sides. 
Drapery and innumerable flags of many colors 
adorned the balconies and walls of the houses, 
whilst the balconies and windows were crowded 
with eager faces; many of the more daring had 
even ventured on the roofs of the houses in order 
to catch a glimpse of what was taking place. The 
number of that immense crowd is calculated to 
have pa,sed 20, ooo The b:md of the Salesian 
Oratory of Turin now played the Introduction 
March, and then the veil which hid the statue 
from view was withdrawn amid the enthusiastic 
applause of the multitude. 

The monument stands about twenty feet in 
height It consists of a granite pedestal ten feet 
high, and a group in Carrara marble, which re
presents Don Bosco standing erect with his arm 
resting lovingly on the shoulder of a little Euro
pean boy on the right, whilst on his left kneels 
a youthful Patagonian in the act of kissing his 
hand. A smile lights up the amiable features of 
Don Bosco which, all present who knew him 
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are unanimous in declaring, has been faithfully 
reproduced . It cannot, moreover, be denied that 
the just proportion of the parts, and the resthetic 
correctness of the whole monument, concur in 
making it a masterpiece. 

As soon as the applause which greeted the un
veiling of the statue had subsided, Colonel 
Musso, the Mayor of Castelnuovo, rose and, 
amidst repeated cheers, said that the town was 
proud to possess such a magnificent work of art, 
which. would serve to perpetuate the memory of 
a great man and a great work, and be a stimulus 
for them to imitate his virtues. 

Don Rua, the successor of Don Bosco, visibly 
moved by the demonstration of affection for the 
Apostle of Youth, then came forward and, in a 
few appropriate words, gave expression to the 
joy and gratitude that filled the hearts of the Sal
esians on that happy occasion. He tendered his 
thanks to the Committee, to the Archbishop and 
Bishops, to the Representatives and all present, 
not forgetting the distinguished sculptor ''who," 
he said, "has reproduced with exquisite art the 
features of Don Busco, and by this monument 
has given us a lasting record of the eminently 
religious and civilising work of our Founder." 
He concluded by thanking the Promoting Com
mittee who, with so much love and sacrifice, 
projected and successfully carried out the work. 
The words of the Superior-Genna( of the Salesian 
Congregation were received with prolonged ap
plause. 

At this point, whilst the "Old Boys" of the 
Salesian Oratory, Turin , deposed a wreath of 
palms at the base of the monument, Sig. Fabre, 
late Professor of the University of Turin, ad
dressed the multitude. In a really elegant dis
course he showed how Don Rosco won the palm 
in every field of action he entered. The good 
priest had contended with, and overcome, the 
great difficulties of his position, he had success
fully combated the incredulity of his age, and 
succeeded in creating a great organization, the 
influence of which is felt in both hemispheres. 
This discourse received a well-merited ovation, 
at the conclusion of which the choir of the Sale
sian Oratory sang a cantata, accompanied by the 
band. 

The list of adherents was then read, amongst 

whom were: Cardinals Rampolla, Parocchi, 
Vaughan, Logue, Sarto, Richard, Cape:elatro, 
Ferrari, and Manara; the Bishops of Birmingham, 
Cork, Raphoe, and Waterford and Lismore; 
nearly all the Italian Archbishops and Bishops; 
Prince Torlonia of Naples, the Duke of Norfolk, 
and Lady Martin; and a large number of dis
tinguished prelates and eminent personages from 
all parts of the world. 

His Grace Monsignor Richelmy, Archbishop 
of Turin, afterwards arose to close the proceed
ings With his winning and inspired eloquence 
he brought out in bold relief the greatness of Don 
Bosco, and showed that his greatness is to be at
tributed to his sacerdotal office, since therefrom 
he drew the inspiration of accomplishing those 
works at which the world has been forced to 
gaze in astonishment. He concluded with a 
vote of thanks to the Committee. 

The band here struck up the Marcia Finale, 
.ind little by little the crowd began to disperse. 

1Milbelmina ant> 'lber 'lktngt>om. 
~OLLAND-that conquest made by man 
11.J over the sea-has become one of the 

wealthiest, most fertile, and best regulated coun
tries of the world. It is clear that miracles of 
courage, constancy, and industry must have been 
accomplished by the Hollanders, first in creating 
and afterwards in preserving such a country; for 
its existence, notwithstanding the great defensive 
works constructed by the inhabitants, demands 
an incessant and most perilous struggle. 

Holland is in a great part lower than the level 
of the sea; consequently, everywhere that the 
coast is not defended by sandbanks, it must be 
protected by dikes. If these interminable bul
warks of earth, granite, and wood were not 
there to attest the indomitable courage and per
severance of the Hollanders, it would not be 
believed that the hand of man could, even in 
many centuries, have accomplished such a work. 
Around the city of Helder, at the northern ex
tremity of North Holland, extends a dike ten kilo
metres long, constructed of masses of Nor
wegian granite, which descends more than sixty 
metres into the sea. The whole province of 
Friesland, for the. length of eighty eight kilo
metres, is defended by three rows of piles, sus-
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tained by masses of Norwegian and German 
granite. Amsterdam, al l the _cities of the Zuy?er 
Zee, and all the islands; which are strung hke 
beads between Friesland and North Holland, are 
protected by dikes. An accidental rupture, an 
inadvertence, may at any time cause a flood; the 
peril Is unceasing j and the sentinels_ are at t~eir 
posts upon the bulwarks, st:engthentng, fortify
ing, or throwing out new dikes when necessary 
to break the impetus of the waves. 

Of all the nations of Europe, this land of dikes 
and meadows and canals is most in harmony 
with itself. It is the one land where the people 
are as placid as they were three centuries ago
advancing, though by slow degrees; acquiring 
gradually but never losing what they have gained; 
holdin g stubbornly to their ancient customs; 
preserving despite the neighborhood of three 
great nations, their own originality; preserving 
it through every form of government; remaining, 
in short, of all the northern races, the one which 
has kept its antique stamp most clearly. 

Except England, Holland is the largest owner 
of islands in the world. Her properties in Java, 
Sumatra, Borneo, Celebes, and the hundreds of 
lesser islands in the Sunda, Molucca, and adjacent 
groups are immensely valuable, and have been 
held in the past at a great cost in war. In this 
country her possessions are limited to Dutch 
Guiana. 

In Amsterdam (the Dam or Dyke of the Am
stel) at the south of the Zuyder Zee, and built on 
nin ety little islands, which are linked by three 
hundred bridges, diamond cutting is a character
istic industry, carried on mainly by Jews. This 
city is also celebrated as the birthplace of the 
philosopher Spinoza, and the home of the great 
painter, Rembrandt. Near Haarlem, to the west, 
in the centre of the flower gardens, where tulips, 
hyacinths, and other plants are grown for ex
port, sixteen thousand people live on the rich 
grass-land that formed the bottom of Lake Haar
lem until 1853, when it was pumped dry. In 
Utrecht, on a branch of the Rhine, is the Uni
versity where Grotius taught. Here also, is the 
noted Cathedral of St. Martin , with its spacious 
choir and transepts of the thirteenth century. 
The Peace concluded at Utrecht, in 1713, between 

France on one side! and Great Britain! the Neth• 

erlands, Prussia, Savoy, and Portugal on the 
other, together with the subsequent treaties of 
Rastatt and Baden, put an end to the War of the 
Spanish Succession. The more famous Univers
ity of Leyden was founded in 1574 to commem
orate the siege in which the invading Spaniards 
were defeated by flooding the surrounding coun
try . The Hague (S'Gravenhaage, i. e., the 
count's park) is the political capital, where the 
<2!Jeen resides. A railway thence runs past 
Delft, from the potteries of which delf ware was 
named. At Rotterdam Erasmus was born. The 
Church of St. Laurence, the Bourse and Boy man's 
Museum are amongst its interesting buildings. 

Such is the kingdom over which the youthful 
Wilhelmina rules to-day. On September the 
sixth, the eyes of all Europe were turned toward 
the dignified, unaffected girl-<2!.teen, who, with 
simple ceremony and amid imposing surround
ings took possession of her throne at Amsterdam 
and received the pledged allegiance vf her Minis
ters, Council, and people, during which she bore 
herself with the simple dignity which has char
acterized her from childhood and won the affec
tion of her people. 

The honest, industrious little kingdom of Hol
land-which, we are told, has no enemies-has 
a fresh cause for pride and satisfaction in its fair 
young Qyeen. PEARL HAWK. 

:a <tutting Sensation. 
'?t" 0 some natures there is not much to choose 
\lit' between the sensation of being cut by an 

acquaintance and that of being cut by a surgeon's 
knife; to very sensitive spirits the former is prob
ably the worse. Miserable, indeed, is the state of 
those who suffer from over-sensitiveness; a trifling 
word, a reproachful glance from even a compan
ion, will cut them to the quick, and, for days, nay, 
I might ndd, for weeks they are wretched. 

As we hear of people who have an inordinate 
fear of infectious diseases being more Sl!ISceptible 
of them than others. so those who are always 
dreading a cut, are most vulnerable to th at ~ind 
of an attack; insomuch, indeed, that those who 
live in perpetual fear of slights from others be-
come so constrained in their manner that it is ex 
tremely difficult for their friends to tr~at thern 
with 9eniality. 
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By no means is sensitiveness confined to school 
girls. The greatest and most heroic generals, 
who, in their country's cause, can brave the shot 
and shell of the battlefield, forgetful of their own 
personal danger, are cowards, so to speak, on the 
battlefield of life, and wince perceptibly under a 
cut. 

It is quite possible to endure a cut with such 
becoming dignity that the aggressor comes off 
decidedly second best in the encounter. Amused 
indifference is suggested as forming, perhaps, 
the most effective armor in such cases, for few 
things so disconcert an enemy as to find his at
tacks affording diversion to his antagonist-the 
probability being that he will either lose his tem
per, and thus put himself immediately in the 
wrong, or else surrender unconditionally on per
ceiving the absurdity of the situation. 

By the active part he took in the Free Kirk 
agitation, Doctor Guthrie incurred the resentment 
of one who had been a bountiful benefactor to 
his church, the Scottish Judge, Lord Medwyn, 

who wrote him an indignant letter of protest on 
the subject. A spirited reply to this letter his 
lordship left unanswered. A few days later the 
minister met the judge in York Place, and raised 
his hat in passing, but got no acknowledgment 
of the courtesy. "It was," he writes, "the first 
time in my life that I had been fairly cut; and it 
was not a pleasant sensation." However, re
specting the judge's sterling worth, and grateful 
for the interest he had taken in the poor of St. 
John's, Doctor Guthrie resolved, if occasion of, 
fered, to repeat his experiment a second and even · 
a third time, though it should be attended with 
no better success. Nor "was it; I mentally say
ing, as I passed him, and submitted to cut the 
third, 'Three times is fair play. You'll get no 
more hats from me, my lord.'" It is pleasant 
nevertheless to know how soon afterward the 
ill-feeling was removed, and in a way honorable 
to both. 

Even so large-hearted a nature as Sir Walter 
Scott's could be provoked by, what he thought, 
a malicious attack by certain Whig peers on the 
claims of his brother Thomas to a retiring allow
ance, into affronting demeanor towards so genial 
and generous a nobleman as Lord Holland. 
1

' Lord Holland has been in Edinburgh," Walter 

writes to Thomas, in 1810, "and we met acci
dentally at a public party. He made up to me; 
but I remembered his part in your affair. and c.ut 
him with as little remorse as an old pen ." Lock
hart was told by some who were present at this 
dinner of the Friday Club, at Fortune's Tavern, 
that the scene was a very painful one, for which, 
knowing Scott's habitual good nature and urban
ity, they had been wholly unprepared. Jeffrey 
was one of these informants, and he could add 
that this was the only instance of rudeness he 
ever witnessed in Scott in the course of a lifelong 
familiarity. Lockhart deemed it due to truth and 
justice not to omit this disagreeable passage in 
his great father-in-law·s life, as showing how 
even his mind could , at times, be unhinged and 
perverted by the malign influence of political 
spleen. It was consolatory to the biographer to 
add that Sir Walter enjoyed much agreeable inter
course in afterdays with Lord Holland, despite 
that, the unkindest cut of all. 

Mr. Blackmore makes his most noteworthy 
hero incidentally observe of the phrase "to cut," 
as in vogue among the upper classes two centuries 
ago, that, whether this low phrase was born of 
their own stupid meanness, or whether it comes 
of necessity exe_rcised on a man without money, 
he knew not and he cared not; but one thing he 
knew right well-to ~·it, that any man who 
"cuts·' another, excert for vice or meanness, 
should be quartered without quarter-a senti
ment which I heartily endorse. 

JANE SMJTf-1. 

an ~lt) '{ftaltan ~tt}J, 
~ADUA, the mediaeval Pado·va la Forte, at 
~ the south-eastern corner of the rich Lorn. 
bard plain, and distant . only twenty miles from 
Venice, is one of the most interesting as it is one 
of the most ancient cities of Italy. According to 
the legend, ef which Virgil makes mention in the 
/Eneid, it was founded by Antenor, after the fall 
of Troy, and the inscription upon one of the gates 
of the modern city gravely announces this to be 
a fact Padua was famous in Roman days for 
being the birthplace of Titus Livius, the historian, 
whose monument in white marble stands in the 
town hall. The first botanical garden in Europe 
was e tablished here, in 1541: 
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Padua plays an important role in the pages of 
Shakesreare. The very name brings to mind at 
once the spet'ch of Lucentio in the opening lines 
of "The Taming of the Shrew'': 

" lranio, since for the great desire I had 
To see fair Padua, nursery of arts, 
I am arrived for fruitful Lombardy, 
The pleasant garden of great Italy: 
And by my father's love and leave, am arriv'd 
With his good will and thy good company, 
My trusty servant, well approved in all, 
Here let us breathe, and happy institute 
A course of learning and ingenious studies." 
Here lived the be;iutiful shrew, Katherine 

Minola, ·•called plain Kate, and bonny Kate, and 
sometimes Kate the curst, but Kate, the prettiest 
Kate in Christendom," "renowned in Padua for 
her scolding tongue. •· In one of these quaint 
street. if the roet's tale be true, stood Signior 
Gremio·s city mansion, 

" Richly furnished with plate and gold, 
Basins and ewers, t9 lave the dainty h;inds; 
And hangings all of Tyrian purple." 

One by one they all come up before the mind's 
eye-that group of laughing damsels, gay lovers, 
servants and gentlemen, now rendered immortal 
through the dramatist's characterization. Indeed, 
so vividly and n:iturally did Shakespeare depict 
these scenes of humor and action, and with such 
force and consistency are the characters sustained 
in the play, that they become associated in the 
mind with the facts and personages of real life. 

Not the least among the hist0ric cities of Italy 
is Padua . Its university, founded early in the 
thirteenth century, was the great focus of literary 
thought and culture in mediaeval Europe. To it 
thronged scholars from all lands, and its teachers 
were recognized authorities in every dc:partment 
of human thought. Chaucer, Erasmus, and Sir 
Thomas More attendfd the lectures of its profes
sors. It was from Padua that Portia, in the guise 
of a doctor of laws, came to Venice to decide in 
the case of Shylock and Antonio, in "The Mer
chant of Venice " Galileo was for years one of 
the professors (of mathematics) in the university. 
The greatest of Italian lyric poets though born at 
Arrezzo, was early taken to Padua, where he 
spent four ye:1rs at school. Often in his subse
quent life he passed months here as the honored 
~uest of the gentle Ciirrara princrs- The bf°blio-

• , I 

teca capitolare or cathedral library owes its foun
dation partly to Petrarch, who was a canon of 
Padua, ,ind whose portrait, cut from the wall of 
the house in which he lived, is now in the library 
building. 

What shall I say of Padua's crowning glory
"11 Santo"-as the people affectionately call him 
-known to us in our colder tongue. as the great 
Saint Anthony, whose efficacious power and 
name at the present mome!lt fills the earth 
Pa.inter and sculptor have lovingly portrayed with 
exquisite art his ecstatic vision of the Holy Child, 
which occurred in Padua whilst the Saint was 
staying with a friend, who witnessed the tender 
caresses of the wondrous Visitor, and whom he 
enjoined to "tell the vision to no man" as long 
as he was alive. 

In 1231, the Saint's brief apostolate was closed, 
and the following year, the church bells of Lisbon 
rang without ringers, while at Rome one of its 
sons was inscribed among the Saints of God . 

MARY FORMOSA. 

Goo has placed us here to grow, just as He 
placed the trees and flowers. The trees and 
flowers grow unconsciously and by no effort of 
their own. Man, too, grows unconsciously, and 
is educated by circumstances. But he can also 
control those circumstances and direct the course 
of his life. He c.111 educate himself. He can, 
by effort and thought, acquire knowledge, be
come accomplished, refined, and purify his na
ture, develop his powers, strengthen his charac
ter. And because he can do this he ought to 
do it. 

THERE are in life no commonplace duties, no 
mean services; there cannot be such in the ser
vice of the Most High. To serve God infinitely 
dignifies the service, whatever it be, whether the 
hand hold a spindle or a sceptre. But it is enough 
tc, say that the lowest place is equal to the high
est. Has not Christ blessed poverty, and did not 
Mary and Joseph work with their hands? Ever 
since kings knelt before the manger in Bethele
hem we behold by the eye of faith the whole 
order of things reversed, and glory rests on th0~~ 
thin~s which the world despises: 
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CORNICES, SKY-LIGHTS AND ROOFING. 

NIAGARA RAINBOW . 

D. LYNCli & SONS, THOMAS WARD & CO., 

~ SHOES -===== 
nrAGA~A ftAuuS AND * * 

S USPENSION B~IDGE, n. Tj. 

A. C. CRYSLER, 
•----DENTIST----• 

ftllen 's Block, . 0 falls Street , 

NIAGARA FALLS, N. Y. 

f}.{JAGARA "PHARMACY. 
l)rescriptions prepareb at all bours. 

:agenc)2 for 1bu)2ler's .18on:::.18ons 
"' anb m,ocolates. - . 

C. O'LOUGHLIN, 
Gluck, Building , NIAGA~A FALLS. N . Y. 

H. A. MENKER & CO. , 

FINE CANDIES, 
At Wholesale and Retail. 

Low Prices Preva il with us, 

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

Ii- NEILSON & SONS, 
-DEALERS IN-

GENERAL* DllY * GOODS. 
CoR. FALLS AND M AIN STR EETS, 

NIAGARA FALLS, N . Y . 

A ViJ>her ! __ ~ 

Ali things are worse thin nothing when illy done. 

i'hotography of the past decade is no longer recognized 

as Art. 

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

am Jblc to please you. 

PHOTOGRAPHER-=:=:=== 

233 First Street, NIAGARA FALLS, N. Y. 

~IMPORTERS OF= ~ 

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

DEALERS IN 

Ready-made Clothing , House Furnishings, Carpets, Ru~s, 
Matting, Oil Cloths, Trunks, Valises, Furs, Robes, Gents 

Furrnshings. Everyth111g to be found 111 a First-
. class Dry Goods House. . 

WARD 'S PALACE STORE, 
N ear M . C. ~ - ~ Depot, Niagara falls, Ol)t, 

James F. nurphy, 
INSURANCE, 

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

FOREVER TO THE FRONT! 

D'or tbe finest jfanc)2 anb a;eneral <5roceries anb 
JPoultr)2, it will pa)2 )20U to call on 

M. B. BUTLER, 
~-THE LEADING GROCER---

Gfuck Block , Niagara Falls, N. 'i . 

HARRY VV SMITH, 

CHEMIST AND DRUGGIST. 
----DEALER IN----

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

CITY DRUG STORE, NIAGARA FALLS, ONT. 

COLE & McMUR.R.A·Y, 

r~UM~ER~, ~TEAM, ~A~ I WATER rITTER~ 
---DEALERS IN 

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

STODDART BROS. 

@qer.qists GtJ:Jcl luru.~~ists 
Physicians· Prescriptions a Specialty. 

11 k ' d of Deformity Appliances, 
Surgical ln~um~f!!tic" Stocifn:s and Batteries. Particular 

~!st~~Il ~r:i~o !~&,rpening of fine instruments-
1
f niv~s, Scissors, 

and Razors. we save you 20 per cent. on a goo •· 

84 Seneca Street, BUFFALO, N. Y. 
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NIAGARA RAINBOW. 

Heatecl by Steam. 
Lightecl by Electricity. 

Electric Bells. 
Bathroom on each floor. 

Close by the New Steel Arch Briclgo, Grauel Trunk Railway 
and Niagara Falls Park & River Railway. 

The ROSLI H()l'EL 
E.utirely RemodPlled and Refurnished Tbronghont. 

The only Hotel giving Strictly First-class Accommoda.11011 at the 
Fa.Us. 

RATES : $2.00 TO $3,00 PER DAY. 

CHARLES G. INGLIS , Proprietor, 
NIAGARA FALLS, CANADA, 

AtBX. FRASER w. E. W OODR UFF 

Barristers, Solicitors, Notaries, &c 

Office, f-foward Block. , Niagara falls, Can . 

"l'\\\', '\"1\\\"'t\."'- ~-,.l',._~t'(·. 
~\"-. ~M'O"-~ O'i "t\.\'i!. ~\~'t'. 

'-tataract 

NIAGARA FALLS, N. Y. 

The· J...eading Hotel. 

Strictly first=class. 

. \ djoinin~ State l?e= 

servation. 

Ovcrl_ooldng ,\ mcri= 

can Ilapids. 

OPEN FROM MAY TO NOVEMBER, 

The most beautiful drive 

at N iagara from the Cataract 

f-fouse , is to aQd froll) Loretto 

CoQVeQt ..... 

NIAGARA RAINBOW. 

EVERYTHING NEW AND Fllli,T-CLASS. 
TERMINAL OF ALL STREET CAR LINES. 

STATE PARK HOTEL 
Cor. Falls and Prospect Sts., 

CANAVAN &. CLEARY, 
PROPS, Niagara Falls, N. Y. 
TSCHABOLD & CHANDLER, 

. ~in.e Qtonf.e.ction.ery . 
IC E CREAM AND ICES, 

Fancy Pastry , Chocolates , Bon- Bons. 
123 FALLS ST., NIAOARA PALLS, N. Y. 

T0lepboue No. 160. 

Canadian Souvenirs, "Mai~~:e~~:i1y Filled.' 

Spoons, Broaches, Hat Pins, Etc. 

Ambrose Kent & Sons, 
====llANF. JEWELERS,==-----' 

I56 Vonge Street, 

5 and 7 Richmond Street, west, TORONTO. 

MAYER & CO., 

. OF MUNICH ANO LONDON., 

Stained Glass. Statues, 

Stations of the Cross, Etc . 

No . 47 Barclay St. , New York. 

GEORGE GAISER, 

Real Estate and Insurance, 
2112 MAIN STR.EET, 

Telephone 70 A. NIAGARA FALLS, N. Y. 

ADVERTISE 
IN THE 

Most convenient to the Depots and Palls. 

~HOTEL IMPERIAL 
Niagara 1ra11s , N. Y. 

1'he "New Purl er Ilotel" baviug been connected with the 
Tmpct'ial makes it nne of largest ancl most moclern Hotels at the 
Falls. Rates $2.50 to 4.00. 

C. N. OWEN, Proprietor. 

JOHN DOBBIE, 

Cut Flowers and Flora: ...... f1' L Q R I ST 
Designs a Specialty l' 

VASES AND BASKETS FILLED. 

:fSebblng !l)lants In Season •.. 

Hardy Flowering Plants and Bulbs in Spring and Fall. 

Gr&-nhouses: 
Victoia Avenue. 

TELEPHONE 
NIAGARA FALLS, 

O.VT. 

D. MAOLNEY, 
• .• DEALER IN •.. 

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

Telephone 40. ____ CLIFTON, ONT. 

In Use in the J...oretto Academy, 

,.,,,,------ - ---------
NI AGfl R.fl FALLS, ONT . 

. . . ENDORSED BY . 

TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF Musrc; TORONTO COLLEGE OF 

Mus1c; HARRY M. FIELD, TORONTO; J. D . A. 
TBIPP, TORONTO; A. S. VOGT, TORONTO; 

SIGNOR D'AuRIA; SIGNOR DEr.Asco. 

Fo,ctory and Warerooms 69-75 Sherbourne St, TORONTO, 

91TY WARflfl09"11@; I~~ YON(H . T, 
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NIAGARA RAINBOW. 

J. MCGARRY, M. D., 

MAIN STREET. 

NIAG;AAA FALLS SOUTH, ----ONTAR I 0, 

WM. ROHLFING & SONS, 
MUSIC PUBLISHERS AND IMPORTERS. 

PUBLISHERS OF "EDITION ROHLFING," 
• • • AND ••• 

WESTERN DEPOT FOR ALL THE STANDARD CHEAP EDITIONS 

OF CLASSIC Music. . . . 

L=-c==~--MILWAUKEE, WIS. 

AH.ABBOTT 
50 r_r,o Chicago 

lladi!onSt.U-\,t • 
~---~ 

M . MALONEY, _ ___ • 

DEALER IN THE BEST GRADES OF 

Anthracite al)d Bituminous Coal 
Coal well Screened and Promptly Delivered. 

TELEPHONE 70-0. 

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

The W. J. FEELEY · CO. 

ECCLESIASTICAL WARES 
IN GOLD AND SILVER . 

----- MEDALISTS-----

OFFICE AND FACTORY. CHICAG O OFFICE• 

PROVIDENCE, R, I, 71 E. WASHINGTON ST, 

Mew AH BROS., 

BAKER AND CONFECTIONER 
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\I OF THE MISSION 

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

CLASSICAL, SCIENTIFIC, COMMERCIAL, MEDICAL, 

LEGAL and ECCLESIASTICAL EDUCATION. 
In sublimity of scenery 1t 1s unnvaled. Southward, it commands a magnificent view of the Seminary Rapids, Whirlpool and 

Great Cataract; northward, 1t looks over the beauties of Niagara's tortuous banks and the wide expanse of Lake Ontario. The 
bu1Id1ngs are large and well furnished. No pams are spared to secure the comfort of the students. The opening of studies takes 
place on the first Wednesday of September. The scholastic year consists of two terms : the first ends on the first of February, 
and the second on tl1e last Wednesday of June. TERMS: Board, tuition, washing and mending of things washed, per 
term, $100.00. Vacation, 1f spent at the Seminary, $40.00. Ext1·a Charges: Piano, Organ, Violin, fh.ite

1 
Clarionet, 

fluitar, i11clL1clin~ us~ elf j11str4rnent, ~a~h1 fto,e>91 ~FQr fµrthor part1,ular& ad~rt1$~ tho P1e,lge11t, : 
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