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Earth's noblest thing-a won,.an perfected. 
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'98 . .. ... '99. 

The picture is finished, the last stroke made, 
And we hang it in Memory's hall; 

Perchance the colors may chan_ge or fade, 
Like others that grace its wall;-

Forgotten at last may be place and date, 
As many have been of yore, 

But the scenes on this canvas of '98 
No picture has shown before. 

Some grief is there that was mixed with tears; 
Some joy, with its hues of gold; 

Some bitter experiences blent with fears; 
Some purpose with outlines bold. . 

Yet, now that the final touch is complete, 
Though mistakes are many, 1 know 

That the hours of toil have often been ~weet, 
And you dread to have it go. 

But see, on yon easel a canvas new 
Already awaits your skill, 

Haply a masterpiece for you 
May be painted on that if you will. 

Take courage, and mix your colors again, 
With a prayer for help divine, 

And take for your theme "God's love toward 
men," 

For the canvas of '99. 

GussIE PACh:ARD Du Bois. 

'ttbree JSeauttful 'Wlomen. 
e!,lNCE the time of our mother Eve, the most 
;.:.J generally granted perfection of beauty has 
been perhaps- a beautiful woman. Children 
recognize her. From our earliest years we have 
looked for her ever and always. The pages of 
the average book must present her, or we men
tally vote the subject matter far below the stand
ard of our expectations. 

The truly beautiful woman h; rarely found. 

There are many beautiful face~ in the cloister; 
for religion beautifies the face through the soul. 
Indeed "Love ( of God) is the great beautifier." 

Outside of the cloister, the truly beautiful 
women we are likely to meet in a lifetime, may 
be counted on the fingers of one hand. 

Celebrated women are a hundredfold more in
teresting-in life and in death--if nature has en
dowed them with good looks, even of no higher 
plane than to constitute them ''fine specimens of 
womanhood." 

The Christian standard requires beauty of soul 
as of body. 

I may now introduce the first of my trio, - the 
late, the universally lamented, Empress Elizabeth 
of Austria, who met with so tragic a death on 
September 10th of this year. 

The different incidents throughout her life, 
which have been of interest to the world, have 
invariably commanded for her, respect and ad
miration. 

We are told that the Emperor Francis Joseph 
of Austria, upon visiting the Duke Maximilian of 
Bavaria to treat with him for an elder daughter, 
became so fascinated with the startling beauty of 
the shy but merry maiden Elizabeth, that he 
resolved upon winning her for his bride. 

She could not or would not understand his 
love-making; so in desperation, among other 
devices, he showed her in their picturesque cos
tumes, representatives of the eighteen different 
races over whom he rules, and begged her to 
rule them with him. She finally acquiesced; 
and in good earnest set to work, learned thdr 
various languages, and becarn~ ~h~ir beloved. 
empress. 
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I remember her face as it was pictured when 
annually she went fox-hunting to Ireland. Look
ing at that handsome portrait, and reading of the 
dashing and graceful horsemanship of the beauti
ful Austrian Empress, who could appreciate 
neglected Ireland, I felt a most disloyal disgust 
at the thought that other royalties were not like 
her! 

Very interesting was her unfailing love of 
prayer, and her quiet and regular attendance at 
mass, wherever the hour found her. Once she 
dropped unexpectedly into the Chapel of May
nooth College. Then delightful was the privi
lege of ushering the anointed sovereign of earthly 
realm into the presence of The Anointed , the 
King of Kings. 

Elizabeth, the daring and accomplished eques
trienne, would not consent to the sharing of the 
hunting dangers with her beloved son, the hope 
of Austria , the handsome and gifted Crown Prince 
Rudolph. Ah, this blind pampering left him a 
prey to greater dangers than those offered by the 
bogs or walls of Ireland! He perished in courted 
dangers, and his death, in 1889, broke his moth
er's heart. After that there was no more of the 
light-hearted, beautiful Empress and proud moth
er,--:-only a woman with heart and soul sick unto 
death, changing scene ostensibly for health, but 
with any renewal of strength, sorrowing the 
more. Oh! the blighting, withering thought of 
that soul , dearer than her own--Iost for eternity! 

With Prancis Joseph the Empress had grieved 
over the sad fate of his brother, the Arch-Duke 
Maximilian, Emperor of Mexico, put to death , in 
1867. Together they mourned the sad fate of 
their kinsman, the gallant Ludwig II. of Bavaria, 
the most handsome of the German-Confederate 
Princes who took part in the Franco-Prussian 
war of 1870. 

Only a year ago the Empress was called upon 
to bear yet another great affliction,--the perish
ing of her beloved sister in the flames of the Paris 
Charity Bazaar. 

A few months of additional suffering, and 
Geneva-that had afforded somewhat of solace 
to mind and body--beca me, on September 10th, 
the scene of one of the most shocking tragedies 
that ever blotted that fair spot, when the good, 
the l:>eautiful, the beloved Elizabeth, Empress of 

Austria, met her death by the stiletto of an anar
chist assassin. 

There is a shadow of comfort in the know!~ 
edge that she was not conscious of having re
ceived her death-stab. How pathetic her ' last 
words--"What has happened?" Ah, years be
fore, and once for all, life had cruelly forced that 
question to her lips, only to return ai1swer that 
would bring her a litetime of tears and heart
aches. Death was· more kind than life, and we 
trust the answer given was an awakening in the 
sheltering arms of her Heavenly Father. 

Need we wonder that the bereaved and stricken 
Emperor cried, "A m I to be spared no suffering 
in this world ! " And the history of her life may 
be written in the Emperor's off-repeated "She 
had nothing but goodness in her heart ! " 

What do we learn from the Geneva.death
chamber of Elizabeth of Austria? Her surround
ings are, of course, a presentment of the fittest ! 
What of the splendors of the world's palaces ?
Nothing. But on a table beside the humbly
gowned dead are her cherished lifelong compan
ions, her prayer-beads . 

Wh,1t of the gay, luxurious wearers of purple 
and fine linen, who affected to feast on her 
smile ?--Nothing. But kneeling in self-conquer
ing prayer are the despisers of earthly courts, the 
humble, black-robed Sisters of Mercy . With 
them we earnestly pray " May she--at last-rest 
in peace!" 

* * * * * * * 
The second beautiful woman of whom may 

make timely mention, is Her Excellency the 
Countess of Aberdeen, whose recent departure 
from our country we are ,all lamenting . As I 
write, she is putting the ocean between her and 
Canada, between her and Canadians who learned 
to love her right loyally. 

As Her Excellency had not time to pose as a 
beauty, being too much engrossed with the 
strictly useful side of life, she did not always 
look her prettiest, especially to those with whom 
usefulness does not count. ".:' wice have I met 
her, when even the most adverse critics could 
detect nothing faulty in face, figure or costume. 

The first all-pleasing appearance is in what 
Lord Aberdeen calls her "Iris h picture. " Lady 
Aperdeen, qres~ed as a noble Irish lady of the 
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olden time, with coronet and veil, and embroi
dered robes, is seated--as became a lady of cen
turies past--at a little old spinning wheel, the 
original of which had been in her family three 
hundred years, and was shown in the Iri sh Vil
lage, Chicago World's Fair. 

When His Excellency beheld a copy of this 
picture in St. Joseph's Academy, Rat Portage, he 
exclaimed , ''Ah, Rev. Mother, where did you get 
the Countess's Irish picture ?-It is rny favorite of 
all she has ever had taken! " 

In this portrait--taken perhaps ten years ago
her features, her express ion , the poise of her 
head, her pose, are perfect. Her eyes are given 
th eir fullest warmth and depth. 

Again , on July 11th, of the past summer, the 
date of their Excellencies' las t visit to Rat Port
age, when a committee from the local Women's 

· Council was received by Her Excellency in their 
priv.ite car, I thought I had never seen a fairer 
vision. 

With stately grace Her Excellency received us. 
Her exquisitely-fitting gown of some soft cotton 
fabric was in striped design , navy blue stripes 
alternating with navy blue-and-white dotted 
stripes. It was made with a train-and riotwith
standing mountains of criticism to the contrary-
there is nothing in majesty-giving art that can 
com pare with a train! 

This extremely becoming gown was trimmed 
with a profusion of old Irish point lace, laid over 
pale blue silk ;--there were collar, three panels or 
bands down front of corsage, and one down 
either side of the skirt. By computation, allow
ing one woman to make the lace, and two hours 
to every square inch. it would require from eight 
months to a year to turn out the lace worn on 
this pretty costume. 

Her Excellency's jewels,--ear-rings and brooch, 
were turquoises and pearls with a suspicion of 
diamonds or brilliants. 

A jaunty little black and white plaid travelling 
toque nestled in her pretty brown hair, and com
pleted her costume. 

Who has not noticed that the Countess 's mouth 
is the artis t's ideal,-a perfect Cupid's bow! 

Her beautiful brown eyes invariably glow with 
an indescribable warmth, that bespeaks rare gen
tleness and kindness of heart . 

On that date while listening to Lady Aberjeen's 
clever address to a Rat Portage audience, every 
sentence suggested counterpart thought. A quo
tation from Ruskin occurred to me-- "A highly 
bred and trnined English, French, Austrian, or 
Italian gentleman (much more a lady) is a great 
production,--a glorious thing to look at, a won
derful thing to talk to; and you cannot have it 
any more than a pyramid or a church, but by 
sacrifice of much contributed life -But t:ie human 
creature will have some duties to perform in re
turn. " 

Before me was a lady such as Ruskin por
trays; every inch a Countess and a handsome one 
at that. Her full, mellow voice, with its charm
ing modulations and pleasing enunciation, told 
of the high refinement attained by the classic 
halls of the centuries. Her discourse suggest.ed 
the treasures of knowledge accessible to the fa
vored of fortune. Her treatment of those spoken 
to or spoken of, the present or the absent, evinced 
that politeness and constant self-repression of the 
gentlewoman. 

Her commanding height e r v, ntag e-g1 ound 
was hers because she had been called to serve 
and had responded, taking " Noblesse Oblige" 
as her motto. 

Invitations to stuffy halls, and to outings in all 
sorts of weather, Her Excellency had accepted as 
sacred privileges, and duties. 

After these thoughts, 1 felt like exclaiming with 
Bismarck, "The game is not worth the candle; 
these people are not worth the sacrifice." 

Truly the ·' contributed life," mentioned by 
Ruski~, was getting return even to the last ouilce 
of blood. In fact the ·'duties" owed to this 
"contributed life" were the only recognized du
ties during their Excellencies' sojourn in Canada. 

Continuing my study of Lady Aberdeen--with 
an apology to her other Celtic ancestors !--1 took 
much pleasure in seeing before me a worthy de
scendant of the O 'Neils , Euls of Tyrconnel,--and 
memory brought back the handsome face of the 
hero of the Battle of Benburt, the brave Owen Roe 
O'Neil, whose portrait from life was exhibited at 
the Chicago Irish Village, 1893. 

Apart from the fact of her having been the rep
resentative of our Liege-Lady, Q!.1een Victoria, 
we need not apologize, even to our self-respect, 
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for bestowing a little bero-worship upon the 
Countess of Aberdeen. Physically and mentally 
she commands our admiration; and she can lay 
claim to the aristocracy of brains. 

To imagine a little, insignificant, narrow and 
shallow- minded woman as successor to the 
Countess, is to vote the deferential '' Your Ex
cellency" a self-debasing mockery !--Oh! it 
would be hard on Canadians! 

Their Excellencies have left us with a "Good
bye-God bless you !"-An adieu as worthy of 
them as time-hallowed. 

We shall cherish the memory of that parting 
blessing. Canada had become very dear to them. 
In an illustrated booklet, as the allegorical '' Lady 
of the Sunshine" Canada is held up to the admi
ration of the world by the writer, a veritable 
lady of the sunshine, who subscribes herself 
"lshbel Aberdeen." 

* * * * * * * 
I have reserved to the last the woman who, to 

my Canadian eye, was the fairest I have looked 
upon Although she is in her grave, I feel that 
to me she will never have a living rival. 

Her beauty filled my eye; and it was my 
chosen type. 

This beautiful woman was a daughter of the 
New World, and a native of Canada, having been 
born at Burlington, Ontario. She was of Euro
pean blood on her father's side and of American
Indian on her mother's, being a daughter of 
Colonel Robert Kerr and his wife Elizabeth 
Brant, and thus a granddaughter of the celebrated 
Mohawk chief, Captain Joseph Brant. 

Nature was as lavish in her gifts to mind and 
heart as to person; so Katherine Kerr's education, 
carefully and ably conducted, was eminently suc
cessful. In attainments and accomplishments 
nothing that could assist the true woman and 
the elegant lady, was missing. 

To describe her personally :--Katherine Kerr 
was very tall. admirably proportioned, and ex
tremely graceful and queenly in her carriage. It 
may be said of her as Napoleon said of Josephine 
--she never assumed an attitude that was not the 
perfection of grace. 

Her features, a blending of the Anglo-Saxon 
and the Mohawk, resulted in a Grecian type, 
with the low broad brow that gives a possibility 

of beauty such as the narrow-faced woman cannot 
possess. 

Her complexion suggested pearl, and her 
cheeks the delicate pink of the seashell. 

Her soft, silky hair was brown, to match her 
eyes; and those eyes, a dreamy, liquid hazel, 
looked fearlessly through all the ills of life and 
found the good beyond . 

Her voice may not have been so full and rich 
as that of Lady Aberdeen's, but it was sweeter, 
and offered that pleasing clearness of enunciation 
inherited fr!)m her Indian ancestry. 

Like Elizabeth of Austria and the Countess of 
Aberdeen , Katherine Kerr lived only to do good; 
and her pure heart was singularly' like that of 
the saintly Indian maiden, Katherine Tegak-
witha, the "Lily of the Mohawks." 

Miss Kerr married Mr. John Osborne, then of 
Chicago. In the full plenitude of her stately 
beauty as a young matron, she went from Chicago 
to attend that famous ball given in Hamilton to 
H. R. H. the Prince of Wales. 

She wore a black silk velvet gown, with trim
mings of costly lace; and danced with the Prince, 
who thought her the most beautiful and queenly 
woman in all that gorgeous company. No one 
disputes Albert Edward 's ''eye for beauty." 

The Old World could contribute but a quota 
to Katherine Kerr's loveliness; for 

"All the forest's life was in it, 
All its mystery and its magic." 

The beauties of our country and climate were 
suggested by her, and are now reminders of her. 

The balmy air, the sunshine, and the music of 
our Canadian springtime, the summer's shade of 
whispering pines and tender green foliage; the 
gorgeous, wonderful beauties of our Autumn 
maples; the veiled sunshine, and the hazy, 
dreamy warmth of our Indian Summer-all recall 
to my memory the beautiful being who once was 
with us in the enjoyment of these blessings. 

Katherine Kerr died at thirty--five,-before time 
had dimmed her beauty. 

As the fair wearer, so the velvet gown and 
other souvenirs of her are laid away. I see her 
engagement ring worn by one of her daughters, 
and its diamonds flash brilliant as when they 
awoke sweetest hopes in a trusting heart. My 
eyes wander to that daughter's face, and I feel 
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that her baby gaze found a mother-face, than 
which there never, perhaps , was a fairer, except
ing only that of the mother of the Christ-Child. 
Katherine Kerr inherited only the best qualities 
of her European and American ancestors. She 
met sickness with patience, sorrow with forti
tude, bereavement with resignation, and personal 
danger with a courage worthy of her great ances
tor, Brant. 

Her Indian blood gave her a gentle fortitude in 
all afflictions, and it counteracted the jealous self-
consciousness that generally actuates the fair pos
sessor of personal cherms; that same blood 
warmed her to a fraternal sympathy with her 
neighbor, and to an unflinching faith and trust 
in her God, the " Great Spirit " of her fathers. 

Katherine Kerr sleeps beside her renowned 
grandfather, Captain Brant, at the Mohawk 
Church, Brantford, while the pure snows of our 
Canadian winters mantle the breast of the fairest 
of Canada's daughters . --IDRIS. 

-U:be Sea. 
BY J. E. JOHNSTONE. 

The sea, the sea, how sweet to me the breath of 
the salty sea, 

The cry of the white gulls in the sky, that wheel 
exultantly: 

The wash and swash of the rolling surf as it 
rushes up on the reach, 

The rave and roar and fume and blore of the bil
lows along the beach! 

The sea, the sea, how sweet to me, the bound-· 
ing, pounding sea, 

The ships of the line on the foaming brine, and 
the fair flag floating free: 

The blustering blow of the winds that go o'er the 
white 'Naves marching on, 

With the stately rime and measured time of the 
Cossacks along the Don! 

The sea, the sea, how dear to me the hearty, 
healthful sea! 

With it~ cooling balm from isles of palm that far 
in the distance be: 

Its sweepin2' song, so deep and strong, of Hope 
and Youth and Love, 

And its solemn praise through all its days of the 
God that rules above! 

The sea, the sea, how sweet to me the booming 
glooming sea! ' 

With t~e ring and swing of the plunging bell as 
It calls out warningly: 

The fishers' song as they row along with strong 
arms brown and bare 

And the plover's cry and the petrel shy as they 
cut through the summer air! 

The sea, the sea, how de11r to me th~ wild un
trammeled sea, 

With its mighty sweep and awful deep and its 
moving majesty: 

Its organ tonei. from the rocks and stones that 
_ deep in the caverns lie. • 

Its anthem loud to the rolling cloud, and the 
arching heavens high! 

The sea, the sea, 0 ye, who be infirm come out 
to the sea, 

When the breezes blow, and the breakers flow, 
and the scud is flying free 

And the salty air, and the vigor rare of the leap
ing, sweeping brine 

Will whirl your blood in a bounding flood through 
your veins as red as wine! 

The sea, the sea, 0, I love to be on the broad 
back of the sea : 

In a tight trim skiff when the wind is stiff, and 
the waves foam wrathfully: 

For the moving flood excites the blood, and filli 
the heart with joy: 

And makes the old man young ,1gain, and makes 
the youth a boy! 

The sea, the sea, 0, I love to be forever beside the 
sea: 

And hear the plai;h and dash and splash of the 
waters stretching free: 

For I love its song so deep and strong, as I love 
the bugle's blast. 

Its measured stride and plumes of pride like an 
army marching past! 

.00)1 Urtp Bbroat,. 

'7r"HERE is a delight in store for every one, 
\J.,' which amounts to ecstacy, if he has still 

before him his first trip abroad. First impression§ 
have a charm, a spice, about them, which can 
never be repeated, and to look forward for years 
to this "noble prize," and to find it at last really 
within your grasp, is "a joy without alloy." The 
delight begins, long before one's date of depart
ure, in the excitement of studying up different 
steamship lines and foreign time tables, in read
ing all the books of travel one can get hold of, in 
dreams and in anticipations, which begin to be 
realized, when one finds himself at the dock in 
New York, watching, with beating heart and 
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throbbing pulsei., the exciting and noisy prepar
ations for the departure of the great ocean liner, 
which is to bear him over these thousand very 
wet miles. It is really a very simple matter to 
cross the great Atlantic; one scarcely realizes that 
he is fully started, when he comes out on deck a 
few mornings later--the intervening days having 
drifted by so quietly and peacefully(?)--to hear 
every one exclaiming, "Land in sight!" 

We had chosen one of the slower lines of 
boats and had then very good reasons, we 
thought, for having made that choice; first, we 
were all tired out from our winter's work, and 
needed as many days of the absolute rest, which 
only an ocean voyage gives, as we could get; 
second, the slower boats are also the steadier 
boats, and though none of us feared mal de mer, 
we thought discretion the better part of valor; 
third, the slower ships are the cheaper in every 
way. The feeing system confronts one with 
full force upon the ship, and unless money is of 
no object, and one can pay out fifteen dollars as 
1asily as five in fees--for the size of the fees is in 
proportion to the cost of transportation--it be
hooves one to select a slow !teamer. This point 
in economy will be especially appreciated upon 
one's return trip, for ' tis then, that the state of 
one's financial market is precarious. 

After nine very peaceful days of sailing, we 
landed at Southampton, and though land was 
exceptionally attractive just then, we did not 
linger, but hurried right on to the world 's great 
metropolis, London. We spent two whole weeks · 
in tlt~t p;reat city, and in all those two weeks, we 
never encountered a fog! Personally, I felt some
what aggrieved, for had I not heard all my life of 
London fogs, and to spend a fortnight in that 
city of fogs, and not even to be introduced to one, 
was to be done out of one's rights. Does not 
London claim a monopoly in fogs , and was she 
not sailing under false pretenses to make such a 
claim, and th£n go two whole weeks without the 
slightest effort upon her part to prove that claim? 
And there is no telling how much longer she 
went, without showing her misty colors, after 
we left. But, on the whole, though it was 
humiliating to return to America , and have to 
~cknowledge, that, though we had "done" Lon
don, we had not "done" a London fog, it might 

have been worse. She might have taken into 
her perverse head to have "shown off' ' her talent 
in fogs, and thereby materially interfered with 
our sight-seeing, and so, perhaps, 'tis as well, to 
let other people tell you, of the great city's varied 
moods. London is big, very big, and after you 
commence to recover from the shock, which her 
great size gives you, the next thing which at
tracts the attention of the American eye, is her 
methods of transportation, for she still clings to 
buses and horses. But what fun it is to climb 
up that perilous ladder to the second story of ontt 
of those top-heavy, wobbly, cumbersome vehi
cles, and be driven at a breakneck speed through 
those crowded thoroughfares. One feels, as if 
he was mounted upon a huge show-wagon, and 
was participating in a great circus parade, and he 
wouldn 't be at all surprised, if, upon looking 
back, he saw a long line of elephants and camels, 
but instead, in every direction, he sees a great 
mass of moving, surging humanity, and where
ever he may choose to look, some oni will smile 
beamingly upon him . It is always another 
American, who recognizes your red, white and 
blue, and gladly greets you. It could never be 
an Englishman, who beams upon you thus cor
dially , for Englishmen never smile, at least, never 
in public At first, we were content to just ride 
around upon the tops of the buses indefiQitely, 
not caring to go any place in particular, but just 
to ride, and look, and enjoy, but even this ecstacy 
palls upon one in time, and we began, after half
a-day 's indulgence in bus rides, to grow impa
tient for a glimpse of Westminster Abbey, St. 
Paul's and the Tower. 

We had arrived in London upon Saturday, so 
that our first day of sight-seeing fell upon Sun
day, and out of deference to the day, .we gave 
our whole attention to the churches. The 
''pilot'' of our party being a good and worthy 
Methodist clergyman, his first interest was to 
visit the Wesleyan Chapel in City Roads. This 
quaint old chapel was built by John Wesley 
and was the birth-place of the society known 
in America, as the Methodist-Episcopal Church, 
and in England, as the Wesleyan Society. The 
chapel is full of relics of the Wesleys, the pulpit 
used every Sunday by the present pastor is the 
same one from which John Wesley preached his· 
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new doctrine, and directly in front of the pulpit 
is a large, carved-wood chair, which was used 
by John Fletcher, and is known as the Fletcher 
Chair. 

After dining off typical English mutton and 
roast beef with Yorkshire pudding, we started 
out again, this time for the great St. Paul's. It 
was a soft, balmy, beautiful Sabbath afternoon, 
and above the sound of church bells, which were 
heard on every side, rang out the great chime of 
St. Paul's. Th church is a massive pile of gray 
stone. filling an entire square, but is so closely 
surrounded by other buildings, that a perspective 
view is imposs ible, and in consequence, the 
church bursts upon one's vision with a sudden
ness that is disa greea ble. Though it took thirty
five years to build St. Paul"s--from 1675 to 1710 
--it was completed under the personal super
vision of one architect, Sir Christopher Wren; 
one mason, Thomas Strong, and one bishop, 
Doctor Compton, and stands a glorious monu
ment to these three men , who spent the best ef
forts of their lives in its erection. It is the third 
largest church in the world, only St. Peter's of 
Rome and the Cathedral in Milan being larger, 
and is the most prominent building in London. 
Its architecture is essentially Gothic, and so 
splendid are its proportions, that we can hardly 
realize its great size. It is in the shape of a Latin 
cross, topped by a massive dome, conceded to 
be the finest known. 

The interior of the church is rather a disap
pointment, being on the whole, dark and bare. 
A number of attempts at decoration in marble, 
gilt and coior have been essayed, hut these are 
not yet sufficiently extensive to brighten such 
vast and impressive proportions. As we entered, 
the evening service of the Church of Enaland 

b 

was being intoned by the curates of St. Paul's, 
assisted by a finely drilled boys' choir, which 
was followed by a very mediocre sermon 
preached by the Archdeaco·n of London. In the 
evening we went to the city chapel and heard a 
very fine sermon preached by one of England"s 
most famous pulpit orators, Doctor Joseph Par
ker. I could not help thinking, as I looked 
around Dr. Parker·s plain and unpretentious 
temple,_ how much more interesting people are 
than things, and for steady diet, how mµch bet-

ter and more helpful, good, earnest and strong 
preaching is, than are fine marble pillars and 
finely stained-glass windows, and how much 
more eloquently can silent marble preach, when 
presumptuous man holds his peace. I felt rather 
glad, on the whole, that Dr. Parker had not 
preached in the afternoon, for I wanted to take 
in the great structure, St. Paul's, and had Dr. 
Parker preached, I should not have seen St. Paul"s 
that afternoon. It seems right to hsve the 
houses of God as beautiful as they can be made, 
but the more beautiful they are, -the more need 
is there for well-trained speakers to occupy their 
pulpits, and fill their vast aisles with the elo
quence of God's mighty truths. Poor preaching 
in a magnificent church presents an incongruity, 
which is most painful. I reverence the "cloth" 
of every creed, and would not say one word to 
reflect upon the noble men, who give their lives 
to the helping and elevating of humanity, but 
unless the men, who feel themselves "called" to 
preach "the Word," are willing to give thought, 
study and time as to bow they are to preach that 
Word, they had better, like Adelaide Procter's 
poor lay brother in "The Legend, " remain '·upon 
the pulpit stair and pray." 

Upon our return to our pension, we had tea! 
I do not wonder that English people are addicted 
to· tea, for in no part of the world, which I have 
visited, can they give me such a cup of tea as in 
England. Every country seems to have its own 
special beverage. France has its wine, Germany 
its beer, England its tea, and America has coffee. 
If you would be cheered but not inebriated in 
America, drink coffee. 

The next morning we started out for the most 
interesting spot in London, the huge spot upon 
which stands Westminster Abbey, St. Margaret's 
Church, and the Parliament Buildings. There is 
no place in London, none in the world, which is, 
which can be, more impressive than Westmin
ster. As one enters through its great centre doors, 
he is instinctively hushed, for he is in the pres
ence of the great and mighty dead. The at
mosphere of Westminster is charged with the 
greatness of the ashes entrusted to her vast and 
tender bosom. The greatest honor, which Eng
land can bestow upon her sons, is to inter them 
within th;it holy sepulchre, and one has only to 
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stand within its sacred walls to appreciate how 
great is that honor. The most impressive part 
of that great temple's impressive whole, is the 
" Poets' Corner.· • And never did these divinely
inspired poets sing more eloquently than 
does their eternal silence from out the tombs, in 
which their genius lies interred. Here in this 
sacred corner, we find monuments--to Shakes
peare, honored by every land, Macaulay, Thack
eray, Goldsmith, Burns, Southey, Coleridge, our 
own Longfellow, and many others quite as fa
mous, and quite as dear to us, who have fallen 
heir to all their great thoughts,--and have learned 
to love them through those thoughts. 

One is hard ly in the mood for the Parliament 
Buildings, after leaving the Abbey, with. its 
wealth of assoc:iations, but these are so tremen
dous, one must give a word to them. "The 
houses of Parliament. or the new palace of West
minster, together with Westminster Hall, form 
a single pile of buildings," and "although so 
costly a national structure, some serious defects 
are observable; the external stone is gradually 
crumbling, and the building stands on so low 
a level, that the basement rooms are said to be 
lower than the Thames at high-tide. The 
imposing river-front of the edifice is adorned 
with statues of the English monarchs from Wil
liam the Conqueror down to Queen Victoria, 
with armorial bearings, and many ·other enrich
ments. " The two most imposing rooms are the 
Queen's Robing Room and the Victoria Gallery. 
The principal point of interest in the former is the 
magnificent fresco es printed by Dyer, and repre
senting the virtues of Chivalry, taken from the 
stories of the Round Table. From the Robing 
Room the Q!.Ieen issues in solemn state, passing 
through the Victoria Gallery to the House of 
Peers for the purpose of opening Parliament. 
The interior is all magnificent, and one comes 
a way with a very satisfied feeling, for where 
there is so much gorgeousness, there is apt to be 
displayed , at least some bad taste, but if there is 
any bad taste in the furnishing and fitting up of 
the rooms in these stately buildings, 1 did not dis
cover it. 

And now, though it gives me pleasure to live 
over again each and every day of this particularly 
beautiful sumrner1 l will have tQ h:isten on, and 

speak of those days only which stand out in 
my memory, as especially full and sweet, else 
the RAINBOW will have to get out a special issue 
to accommodate my voluminousness. 

One morning we spent at Windsor Castle, 
the suburban home of the Q!.Ieen, and in the 
afternoon of that same day, drove from Windsor 
to Stoke-Pogis, stopping at Eton on the way. 
Windsor Castle bears a general resemblance to 
all English castles, which exemplify in their 
structure the solidity of the English character. 
They are built to last, and every thing about 
them is large, substantial and solid. They look 
as if they had stood calmly but firmly in their 
places at the beginning of the world, and as if 
they would be found grim and silent at its end. 
The harsh gray stone, of which they are all con
structed, is softened by the many years' exposure 
to the elements,. and by the ever-varying colors 
of the English sky, which grows in such profu
sion, and clings so loyally to the hard, cold, un
responsive walls of these mighty buildings. The 
interior of all the castles resembles museums, 
filled with costly and highly-prized works of art, 
paintings by old masters , sculpture wonderfully 
carved, bric-a-brac from all parts of the universe, 
implements of warfare, of all kinds and ages, 
which have been used by all the different genera
tions of their old and honored families. We 
Americans have to travel in the Old World, to 
realize our own crude and uncultured youth. 
We have the greatest possibilities in this glorious 
New World of ours, but it is new, and years 
will be needed to rub off our sharp edges, and 
develop the culture among us, which only age 
can give, but we have the possibilities, and 
Americans can get anything they want, and they 
will, in less time than other countries have 
required to earn artistic culture, get and beget 
as great works of art, and as great artists, as ever 
yet have lived 

After viewing Windsor Castle both exteriorly 
and interiorly, we drove through the beautiful 
English country to Stoke-Pogis Stoke-Pogis is 
the name of a small country parish, named from 
the two princiDa l families of the parish, the 
Stokes and the Pogis. The families are, I be
lieve, both extinct, but their names live . The 
point of sacrect interest at Stoke-Pogis is the, 
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country church-yard in which Gray wrote his 
famous Elegy. The little church, built in 1011, 

still stands, where Thomas Gray worshiped and 
absorbed his divine inspiration, and to-day, a 
,!ear, sweet old lady will show you where 
Thomas Gray sat in church, and you may take 
your seat in that same quaint old pew. She 
will show you, too, where the pew of the great 
Penn family is, in this same little church, from 
which descended William Penn, who founded 
our own Quaker city, and for whom our state of 
Pennsylvania is named. Then this same kind 
old lady will take you outside, and show you 
the identical yew tree, under which Gray is sup
posed to have written his Elegy, and will break 
you off a sprig, which you will bring home and 
cherish as one of your most sacred treasures. 
Nothing could be sweeter than a visit to this 
quiet, peaceful churchyard, "far from the 
madding crowd's ignoble strife," where rests the 
sacred ashes of Thomas Gray, in the same un
pretentious tomb with his beloved mother and 
her dear and honored sister. 

Another beai:1tiful day was one spent at Strat
ford-on-the-Avon, where every tree, bush, block 
and building speaks to you of Shakespeare. As 
one walks into the house, where the greatest 
poet the world has ever known, was born, and 
into the Holy Trinity Church, where rest the 
bones of William Shakespeare, and of Anne 
Shakespeare, his wife; one can hardly realize 
that these are really the birth-place and last
resting-place of the immortal Shakespeare. And 
then Anne Hathaway's cottage! could :rnything 
be prettier? and isn't it too bad , that all that is 
known of Anne, should not be as sweet, pure 
:ind modest as the dear little cottage, in which 
she courted William . 

From Stratford we took the train to Warwick 
:ind saw there one of the most beautiful and 
well- preserved castles of England The entrance 
to Warwick Castle is cut through solid rock for a 
hundred yards, and the view from the top of 
Round Tower presents one of the loveliest land
scapes poss ible. Then by carriage to Keni l
worth, such a beautiful old ruin! Scott has 
m ade both of these castles famou~, in his Waverly 
novels, and has added a fl avor of romance to the 
assoc iat ions which cli ng to their historic wa lls. 

How hard it is to leave England with all her 
splendid history, her romance, her art, and yet 
the re are other countries with interesting histories 
too. Our next stopping place of most special in
terest was Paris, and though one has heard and 
read of the fascinations of "La belle Paris," until 
he feels convinced, that they must have been ex
aggerated--they were not. Paris is a much more 
beautiful city than London , and perhaps, in a 
way, more fascinating, but nothing could be 
more interesting than London and her environs. 
There is a stronger art atmosphere in Paris than 
in London, and to students of painting, sculpture 
and possibly opera, there would be more to charm 
in Paris. I don't believe any traveller ever feels 
that he has "done" the Louvre, and then there is 
the charming little Luxembourg too. It is inter
esting to know, that all the pictures and statuary 
in the Luxembourg are the work of living artists, 
and that, an artist must have been dead ten years. 
before his work is accepted into the Louvre, so 
that it is the ambition of every artist to have his 
work exhibited in the Luxembourg during his 
life, and his hope, to have it acceptedin to the 
Louvre after his death. And what a new world 
is opened up to one who has never before been , 
especially interested in art, and what a fascinat
ing, charming, Bohemian world that art world is! 
And besides her galleries, Paris has such beauti
ful streets, such fine monuments and such glori
ous Cathedrals. What a privilege it is to walk 
into Notre Dame, and quietly sit, drinking in the 
beauty of her general archi tecture, her pillars and 
carved marbles, and runr.ing over in mind her 
varied and exciting history.--One cannot speak 
of Paris without telling of her shops, funny little 
shops. most of them with their whole stock in 

. their windows, and only empty litt le rooms in
side, no larger th an a good-sized packing box, 
and the proprietor seated upon a stool, gracious 
and polite--so long as you are a purchaser; but 
beware of going into the shop just to make in
quiries, nothing gives quicker offense. 

France, too, has her beautiful castles and splendid 
parks. Nothing can eclipse Versailles with her 
streets bordered on each side with a double 
row of trees, so perfectly t rim med, and trained 
in to arches, that one could walk all over the 
town upon a rainy day, never fee ling a drop of 
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the falling moisture, such a perfect umbrella is 
formed by the intertwined branches and the over
lapping leaves. The park, surrounding the 
castle at Versailles, is a marvel of landscape gar
dening and artificial beauty; at every step is a 
piece of statuary, each one a work of art in it
self. There is not the natural beauty in . the 
parks laid out by the Sovereigns of France, as in 
England's pleasure grounds, but France shows us 
what artistic effects can be produced through the 
efforts of man. The most wonderful thing in 
this wonderful park of Versailles, is the foun
tains, which play only once a month (the first 
Sunday in each month) and requiring eight days' 
constant pumping to gain enough force to play 
them for only a few hours upon this eventful 
Sunday, and costing thuusands of dollars for each 
exhibition. The castle was built and the grounds 

, laid out by Louis XIV. at the most fabulous ex
pense. It is said that at one time, Louis XIV. 
had 36,000 men and 6,000 horses employed in 
levelling the ground and forming the terraces of 
the park. 

From Paris and all its artificial glitter and 
gaiety, we went into Switzerland , the land of 
beauty. I think God must have been especially 
pleased when he made Switzerland. Switzerland 
-can not be imagined, it must be seen to know 
anything of its glorious beauty. No wonder the 
poets sing of its mountains and its lakes, and tak
ing it immediately after Paris, one feels that it must 
be a bit of Heaven. Genev1 was a slight disap
pointment to me, but Interlaken and Lucerne 
are simply ideal. 

Interlaken is a sweet, dainty little place, right 
at the foot of the Jungfrau group, and is a town 
of shops, hotels and tourists. In the evening, 
when the shops are brilliantly lighted, and curious 
and interested travelers from all over the world, 
are wandering through the pretty streets and 
gazing into the bewildering shop windows, it is 
fairyland. Then one can take railroads that go 
up and up and up, until one is in the land of 
eternal snow in midsummer. The air be
comes so rare, that one's weight seems all taken 
from him, and he would not be surprised to find 
himself stepping lightly from mountain top to 
mountain top, for he is treading on air. The sen
sation is intoxicating, and I can't see why the 

people who live away up in those m igh ty Alps. 
should ever die. Hunger, illness and death ought 
never to be known in that land of fairies. And dot
ted all over those almost perpendicular hill-sides 
are the prettiest, most picturesque, red- roofed 
cottages, and off from the distance comes the 
softened music of the Swiss bells. Those bell s 
are on ly cow-bells, but they are all of different 
tones, and as the cattle move about, play in suc h 
a tender harmony, that it seems as if the fair ies 
must have started their tinkling orchestra play
ing their most fairy-like music. Switzerland 
is entrancing--Switzerland "where nature is 
sovereign," where "the roaring cataract, the 
snow-topt hill, inspiring awe, till breath itself 
stands still." Switzerland was a fitting climax 
to our glorious summer, and all that followed 
was flat in comparison. We stopped in Heidel
berg, a typical university town, but Germany is 
dull, after the intoxication of France, and the ex
hilaration of Switzerland. Then we made the 
trip of the Rhine, from Wiesbaden to Cologne. 
The Rhine is very beautiful, but our own beauti
ful Hudson River, though not so long, compares 
favorably with the Rhine in beauty, I think. The 
German Castles, all along the banks of the 
Rhine, do not shine by comparison with either 
the English or French Castles, though the sites, 
upon which they stand, are always picturesque. 

Cologne boasts of a cathedral, and of Farina 
cologne. The cathedral is the point of interest, 
and it is really enough for one goodly sized city 
to boast of. It is the most perfect specimen of 
Gothic architecture in existence, and must be 
'' a joy forewr," since it a thing of such perfect 
beauty. It is well worth stopping off at Cologne 
to see her cathedrnl, for there is none more beau
tiful in the world. 

And now a word about Antwerp, and then I 
am done. Antwerp is filled with associat ions 
of Rubens; everywhere is felt the influence of 
the great artist. In the centre of the principal 
square of the city-Place de la Verte- is a large 
and handsome monument to Rubens with a large 
statue of the painter on its top. The cathed ral 
at Antwerp contains the two most famous of 
Rubens' paintings, "The Descent from the 
Cross " and "The Ascent to the Cross ." The 
pictures are kept covered until midday, when, 

,. 

. ' 
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exactly as the clock strikes twelve, the priests lift 
the curtains and reveal to the reverent eyes of the 
beholders, the greatest works of the greatest of 
painters. Rubens' genius shows itself most in his 
coloring and in the dramatic feeling which shows 
itself in all his pictures. In the "Descent from the 
Cross," the point of especial interest is in the 
different whites in the picture, the white of the 
dead body of Christ, and the white of the sheet 
in which He is draped, being brought into con
tact, the one with the other, and yet, the dead 
flesh standing out so distinct! y dead, and the 
sheet so distinctly ordinary linen, and yet both 
are while . The contrast of the faces of the two 
Marys is most interesting, the face of Mary Mag
delen being a type of fleshly beauty, while Mary, 
the Christ-Mother, is most delicately and beauti
fully spiritual. The pictures are again covered at 
six o'clock . 

It is in Antwerp that we see the dogs of Flan
ders pulling the milk-carts with their shining 
brass milk cans, as is so clearly described in that 
sweet, pathetic little story of Ouida 's, called 
"The Dog of Flanders." Antwerp is a most 
delightful place from which to bid the Old World 
farewell, it is so quaint and old itself, so charac
teristic of the Old World, so different from any
thing we find in the New World, that we leave, 
with its impressions strong upon us; and though 
all true Americans start for " Columbia, the Gem 
of the Ocean," with light and thankful hearts, 
there still lin gers a desire to do it all over again, 
which time only tends to increase, and which 
grows so all-absorbing, that nothing but a second 
trip will soothe its cravings. 

LEILA OLIVIA H UME. 

Buffalo, New York. 

lDante. 
Fro111 the Gc1111,111 of Ema11uel Geibel, IJJ• C. o·co11nor-£ccles. 

Once in lonely musing wandered Dante through 
Verona's alleys, 

He the poet, he of Florence, exiled from his 
native valleys, 

And he heard a maiden whisper as she saw him 
passing slowly, 

Whisp er to a younger sister who beside her 
nestled lowly: 

" See, my darling, that is Dante, he who down 
to hell descended; 

Mark how gravity and anger in his sombre 
look are blended! 

Since he saw that prison gloomy all his smiles 
and joy have vanished 

By the memory of visions witnessed there for
ever banished." . 

Slowly turning Dante faced her-·'Child, I did 
not visit hell 

To forget the art of smiling, here on earth un
learned too well. 

All the pains that I have sung of, all the tor
ments waking pity, 

These, my child, myself have suffered, suffered 
in my native city." 

Ube 'tlmomen of Uenn'Qson's }Poems. 
?r' ENNYSON is peculiarly and in the highest 
~ sense the poet of woman; around her the 
best efforts of his genius have clustered. No 
other poet of the age has treated the subject so 
exhaustlessly, or in so many different aspects. 
There are gra nder, more passionate, more power
ful poems than CEnone, Mariana, Margaret, A 
Dream of Fair Women, The Lady of Shalott, 
The Miller's Daughter, and The ldyls of the 
King, but there are none in which the pure and 
supreme love of beauty-Greek in its healthful 
symmetry, Christian in its reverent earnestness, 
joined to a marvellous artistic sensibility and 
delicate power of expression-has produced 
work so complete and exquisite as in these 
poems of Tennyson. A spirit of Christi,tn chiv
alry breathes through all his works, and though 
he has not inaptly been styled the English Virgil, 
it is probable that his exemplar Was not the 
Mantuan bard but his noble Catholic imitator, 
Dante. 

What a vision of lovely women passes before 
us in his pages! From the melody chanted in his 
youth over the grassy grave of Claribel, "lovely 
maiden," who had known but life's morning 
hours, for whom all nature mourns, around 
whose simple grave the breezes hover and die, 
for whom the stately oak, king of the forest, 
sighs; to the story of Gareth and Lynette, told us 
when the silver of old age lay on his head, there 
is a constant succession of charming delineations 
of different types of womanhood. Some of 
these portraits are of surpassing beau ty, and all 
are remarkable for the distinct characterization of 
the one woman who is the heroine of the re-
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spective poem. Tennyson 's ideals are never 
confused; each character has a strong, well
defined individuality that cannot be mistaken. 

Smiling out from our poet's pages, '' airy fairy 
Lilian," mirthful, laughter-loving, type of inno
cent, careless maidenhood, wins our hearts. 
Her sky is ever blue, e-ver sunny; it would be a 
relief if a few dark clouds brought forth a real 
shower, but no, "airy Lilian" must laugh, not 
weep. 

" Prythee weep, May Lilian! 
Gayety without eclipse 
Wearieth me, May Lilian. " 

The naughty eyes look a merry rebuke, and 
"Fairy Lilian" sp,1rkles on her way. 

His Margaret is a perfect contrast to Lilian--a 
pensive, tranquil, self-contained nature-her sad 
eyes lit 

" With tearful power, 
Like moonlight on a falling shower." 

Une is maidenhood before the cares of life have 
weighted down the brow with thought; the 
other is a soul that has known sorrow; a grave, 
womanly beauty, who has _seen the world, and 
has learned the responsibilities of life. Grief has 
.chastened her, and the pale, gentle face is in per
·fect harmony with the great soul that looks 
through the eyes half sad, and yet often bright

.ened by an expression of joy, for the melancholy 
that clings to her character is not all dark and 
,gloomy. She is 

" ...... the evening star, alway 
!Remaining betwixt dark and bright. " 

Of all Tennyson's earlier fancies none is so en
chanting as the stately maiden Ele~i nore. What 
exquisite grace is in his flowing rhymes as he 
sings: 

" How may full-sail'd verse express, 
How may measured words adore 
The full-flowing harmony 
Of thy swan-like stateliness, 

Eleanore? 
The luxuriant symmetry 
Of thy floating gracefulness, 

Eleanore?" 

Genuine love poem as it is, how white, in 
spotless purity is every measured line! And the 
lovely woman of his poetic fancy appears as dis
tinct and delicate as a cameo, and yet a perfect 

woman, rich and warm, though modeled after 
the virginal purity of a Greek statue. Very har
moniously are all the scenic surroundings made 
to a..:cord with the elevated nature of the woman 
they enshrine. The whole poem is replete with 
the most beautiful imagery. 

And all those ladies in the Dream of fair 
Women--Q!]een Helen, Iphigenia, Cleopatra, 
Fair Rosamond, and the ''daughter of the warrior 
Gileadite"--did they ever live till Tennyson im
mortalized them in song? How true to her 
historical character is each one painted! In her 
last refrain the "queen with swarthy cheeks an d 
bold black eyes" speaks as the sorceress of old 
Nile would have been sure to speak, and we 
know of no truer revelation of her character: 

" I died a queen. The Roman soldier found 
Me lying dead, my crown about my brows, 

A name forever!-lying robed and crown 'd, 
Worthy a Roman spouse." 

And Jephthah's daughter-how nobly is she 
pictured, how like a Jewish maiden, with that 
same unselfish heroism which prompted Esther 
to face the great king unsought, to save her peo
ple! How bravely she goes out to her doom, 
comforted by the thought that she had subdued 
her spirit to her father's will. Grand, maidenly 
figure! · 

The Lady of Shalott, CEnone, and A Dream of 
Fair Women, reveal the presence of a true 
dreamer of dreams, gifted with the magic which 
translates visions into music; whilst The Miller's 
Daughter shows the touch of one who felt the 
charm of English rural scenery and common life 
with a sentiment so fresh and pure and deep that 
he might soon be able to lay his hand upon the 
very heart of the people. 

Perhaps the finest and most complete descrip
tion ever written of a woman, who was in many 
peculiar ways specially a mother, were the lines 
penned by the poet in the '' Princess": 

" Not perfect, nay, but full of tender wants. 
No angel, but a dearer being, all dipt 
In angel instincts." 

How gently he questions the propriety of the 
modern ideas of woman's rights, mingling the 
pleasantry of a picnic party with hopeful inter
pretations of socialistic theories, and rising seri:
ously at the close to a conception of 
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" The two-cell ' d heart beating, with one full 
stroke, Life." 

There is hardly a more charming type of wom
.anhood in poesy than that of Enid, the gentle, 
patient, long-suffering wife of Prince Geraint, 
who, in an evil hour, from fond attachment and 
tenderest trust, had his heart seized with a jealous 
fear of her he loved. How meekly she bears his 
stern wrath, donning her meanest garb at his re
-ques t and for many a weary day bearing him 
company in a desolate land, till at length she wins 
her way back to her husband 's heart, and after 
happy years passed in their lordly hall the brave 
prince 

"crowned 
A happy life with a fair death, and fell 
Against the heathen of the northern seas, 
In battle." 

Tennyson has given us no finer conception of 
.a pure and loving woman than the golden-haired 
Elaine, the lily maid of Astolat, who loved with 
that love which was her doom the glorious knight 
whose shield she guarded so tenderly while Lance
lot rode away to tilt in the diamond jousts among 

"Lords of waste marshes, kings of desolate 
isles." 

And when she learned that her love was vain, 
the conflict of sorrow and silence that followed 
bespoke a loyal, delicate nature unsurpassed 
among women. What a picture is that of the 
silent, tearless death, and of the black and shad
owy barge creeping down the river to Caerleon 
bearing the lifeless body, loyal in death to the 
potent warrior whom she had loved,-

" All her bright hair streaming down-
And all the coverlid was cloth of gold 
Drawn to her waist, and she herself in white 
All but her face, and that clear-featured face 
Was lovely, for she did not seem as dead 
But fast asleep, and lay as tho' she smiled." 

The moral purpose of Tennyson's poetry is 
always irreproachable. Enid and Elaine are lofty 
-dream-figures passing through a world of dreams. 
May not part of their charm lie in their lack of 
reality? And so we would not be without those 
-dreamland tragedies of Tenny~on's that charm 
but do not hurt us; that woo us into peace and 
rest; instead of stirring up the flame of passion
.ate life in our hearts. 

MARIE ROGERS. 

Ube 1llnlmown 1bero. 
There in the morgue, in stillness and in gloom, 

A soldier lies, his face like sculptured stone: 
A patriot, whom Fate consigned to doom 

Unhonored, and unknown. 

Closed are the eyes that saw the awful light 
Of battle blazing on San Juan's hill: 

Weak are the hands that were so strong in fight, 
The hero-heart is still. 

Deaf are the ears that heard the thunder-crash 
Of Santiago's fearful fusilade: 

Dead are the feet that made the famous dash 
Up the red esplanade. 

Ah! sad it is that he whom bomb and ball , 
And battle's furious iron hurricane 

Had spared, unto disease a prey should fall, 
By fever should be slain! 

And strange that he, a Yankee soldier brave, 
Who saw the stronghold of the Spaniard fall 

Should lie there ready for a nameless grave, 
Unknown, unknown by all! 

Unknown, unknown, by all that come and go 
And look upon his face, and wasted frame. 

Unknown there, sleeping in his shroud of snow, 
A hero without name. 

Unknown but not unloved, for even now 
Some child may weep for him her father s lain : 

Some poor dear mother her gray head may bow, 
And call on him in vain. 

Some white-faced wife, her child upon her knee 
Happy at thought that brutal war is o'er, 

May even now be thinking lovingly 
Of him, who'll come no more. 

Mayhap e'en now, some old-time friend indites 
A cheery letter to the soldier dead; 

Nor little dreams the note he kindly writes 
Shall nevermore be read. 

Unknown, a soldier of the states, unknown! 
0 shameful proof of our incompetence I 

0 rank neglect, and treatment of our own, 
And massive ignorance! 

Unknown on earth, but not unknown on high, 
Where God in glowing gold inscribes his name: 

For they who battle here, and nameless die 
Live there in endless fame. 

j. E. JOHNSTONE. 

FAILURE after long perseverance is much grander 
than never to have a striving good enough to be 
a failure. 
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©ur ©wn. 
~ UR Own! Words of tenderest import, 
~ fraught with all that is sweet and beauti
ful in life. How much they mean! and yet oft
times 

"We have careful thoughts for the stranger, 
And smiles for the sometimes guest, 
But oft for our own the bitter tone, 
Though we love our own the best" 

Nothing appears to me so beautiful as the re
ciprocal affection of parent and child. Would 
that every daughter knew what pure joy she 
might create in the parental bosom by a constant 
keeping alive of the spirit of filial devotion, and 
seizing frequent opportunities to make it mani
fest in little acts of gentleness and love. The 
child never grows old to a fond parant. It is 
always the dear child, and never so dear as when 
it keeps the childish confidence and love of its 
earlier years. And after the "daughter of the 
hearth and home" has grown to maturity, and 
as wife and mother, is filling her home with the 
fragrance of loving acts and gentle deeds, how 
touching to see her seek as often as may be the 
paternal roof, to lavish her affectionate attentions 
upon the dear father and ·mother who watched 
over her infancy and guided her youth, and by a 
thousand graceful little kindnesses assure them 
that her heart still clings with an ever strength
ening fervor to the dear authors of her being. 
Surely much of heaven might be enjoyed here 
on earth if all families were thus attached. 

Forgetfulness of self contributes largely to hap
piness in the home circle. Those who are con
stantly giving pleasure are constantly receiving it, 
Oh , we little know the mischief which may he 
done by an angry word, or act, or look. Some
times we grow impatient , the meanness of our 
n:iture crops out, and wreaks itself, perhaps, on 
innocent, unoffending father and mother. They 
bear the brunt of the thoughtless but not less 
cruel words which sink deep into their hearts, 
and the wound is all the more painful because 
given by those they love. The harsh words are 
spoken, they may be regretted , forgiven, forgot
ten, but they can never be recalled. Father and 
mother will sigh, and forgive, but-some day 
.they will come back to us . 

Perhaps in the ea rl y morning we say som e-

thing sharp to the litt le one w ho, with the inn o
cent, heaven-born confidence of childhood runs. 
up to us clapping its litt le ha nds before trudging 
off to school. We are busy and reprove the 
chi ld. Two pearly tears stand in the great blue 
eyes, the lips falter, and the saddened heart turns 
away from us. The era of childhood with its . 
happy fleeting hours, will erase the unkind word, 
but what of our remorse? 

I can conceive of nothing more precious than 
a sister's affection in the influence it wields. Born 
of sympathy and confidence, it ripens into a love 
different from any other. There have been in
numerable instances in which the presence of this 
sweet and tender love has been the saving grace 
of a brother's life. With a tact all her own a 
sister can train a brother in those little acts of 
courtesy due to her sex as no one else can, have 
a softening and refining influence upon him 
where everything else fails, and mould his char
acter better than any other single factor in life, 
and yet, perhaps, for lac k of interest and sym
pathy, the home circle suffers. 

You have frequently met the polished gentle
man of the worlJ, th e one most popular among 
the admiring c1owd, whose n~1m e figures con
spicuously in society circles. or heads the list of 
subscribers to some philanthropic scheme; but 
have you see n him at home? Have you wit -
nessed h is la ck of respec t to the life-lon g sharer 
of his joys and sorrows, his lack of affectionate 
courtesy to his rel ations? Ah, there your so
called gentleman falls s<1Jly short. To the hus
band who considers his wife the handsomest 
woman in the room, and looks to her comfort 
before th at 0f all ot hers; to th e noble big brother 
who think-. hi s sister th e prettiest girl at the ball, 
and is lavish of attention to her, we gladly 
award the palm. And when misfortune or ill
ness overtakes your gentlema:1 of u1ptivating 
manners, to wh om dc, es he turn for sympathy 
or help if not to the kind, tender hearts at home? 
His world ~its i:i its lux,iri ous dr:1 ·Ning rooms 
;ind discusses the event until the novelty wears. 
off, when he and it are forgotten; for the world 
of wea lth and fashion recognizes no such thing 
as suffering upo n its surface, no matter ho w 
many hearts ache and break be nea th. You must 
bring to it a smi lin g face , and w hen misfortune· 
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.comes, ask nei ther help nor sympathy, b ut sink 
quietly out of s ig ht, and rest assured you w ill be 
unmourned and un lam ented. 

But saddest of all - the woman who neglects 
her own. She goes to her club where she is 
known as the brilliant, the charitable Mrs. So 
and So, who does so much good for the relief of 
-suffering humanity, who was so indefatigable 
in getting up a bazaar to buy a summer resort 
for the sick children of the poor; but in the eyes 
of heaven she is only the woman who neglects 
her own, on whose lips words of love and 
gentle pity never dwell at the hearthstone. 

What a world of untold loneliness underlay 
the query of the tiny French maiden to her 
gentle Irish governess: " Mademoiselle, had you 
ever a mamma?" " Oh, yes." "And did you 
often see her?" "Many times a day." " And 
did she love you?" "Very dearly." " How I 
wish I had a mamma like yo urs! I hardly ever 
see mine, she does not love me, she does not tell 
me if she does." 

Love of kindred is the last affection that grows 
cold in the human breast. Heaven intends that 
it should be so, and we would be untrue to all 
the higher and nobler instincts of ou r being were 
we for a moment to become indifferent to this 
hailowing sentiment. Even the Indian savage 
cherishes an almost idolatrous reverence for the 
graves of his forefathers. And when the reaper, 
Death, shall come t0 us and cut down our dear 
ones, every hasty word, though uttered care
lessly now, will be a sharp thorn. Ah, 

"'Twere a cruel fate, were the night too late 
To undo the words of the morn." 

JOSEPHINE HARDIN. 

THE ablest men that ever were have all had an 
openness and frankness of dealing, and a name of 
certainty and veracity. 

ETERNITY is now, always has been , and always 
will be. Hence there is no need of haste; all 
mortal interests will be served in their own 
good time, and this present life, which is but a 
snap of one's finger in the great measure of 
eternity, certainly ought not to embitter or even 
tinge with sorrow the great chain of lives before 
us. 

Silence, lDarlmess, meat. 
The va lleys and mounta ins are w hite with snow, 

T he trees seem specters gray, 
T he clouds are now lowering dark and low, 

The day dies fast away. 

The wind that was reveling loud and long, 
Driving the fleecy flakes, 

Has hushed at last its turbulent song, 
No sound the stillness breaks. 

No crimsoning streak, not a purple hue, 
Pencils the leaden West, 

As falls on the sombre and dreary view 
Silence, darkness, rest. 

And so when th~ storms of our lives are passed, 
And hopes prove specters all, 

And dreams and ambitions, and loves at last, 
Lie 'neath a whited pall-

There falls from the wings of o'ersweeping Time, 
A calm, as welcome guest, 

We eagerly wait with a faith sublime, 
Silence, darkness, rest. 

CLAUDE BAXLEY. 

:an l6"entno wttb Bbelatbe tl)rocter. 
" The night was calm and cloudless, 

And still as still could be, 
Ar.d the stars came forth to listen 
To the silent litany." 

1 f'tES, but on this evening, it was the opening 
~ hymn to St. Cecilia that rang out clear and 
tender, sung by such pure, sweet voices, that the 
angels that listened to her own exquisite music on 
earth must have joyed to hear the praise of her 
ever blessed name. 

While the tender refrain is finding its way to 
the hearts of the audience, let us glance around 
for one brief moment. The brilliantly-lighted 
hall is filled with an eager, expectant throng, 
whose faces clearly indicate that the opening of 
the entertainment has not only pleased, but even 
surpassed the most sanguine expectations. 

On the stage, artistically grouped, stand the 
performers, gowned in spotless white save 
for the pretty knots of mauve and Nile green 
ribbons-the colors of the club; in the background 
are the other pupils, in the uniform of the school, 
forming a not unpleasing contrast to their white
robed sisters, and to whom the members of St. 
Catherine's Literary Society extend their warm
est thanks for their kind assistance in rendering 
the first number. 
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Among the girls in white stands one with a 
large cluster of beautiful white chrysanthemums, 
tied with the delicately-hued colors of the S. C. 
L. Can it be possible that she is about to favor 
some literary member with a tribute to her gen
ius, for see, her own colors mark her as one of 
the S. C. L.? No. As the last notes of the hymn 
die softly away, Harriet Crysler advances to
wards Mother Eucharia, and, with a grace all her 
own, presents her floral treasures, while her 
companions take their places, pondering on their 
y et undecided fate. 

Miss Marmion's tribute to Adelside Procter fol
lowed. In clear, well-modulated tones she 
sketched the career of "golden-tressed Adel
aide" of her poet-father, whose beautiful lines 
have sung their way into thousands of hearts 
and helped to refine and spiritualize them. Then 
came our little violinist, Cyrena, to charm us 
with the magic of her bow and carry us off to 
an unknown dreamland , the memory of which 
still lingers in our hearts. 

The Legend of Bregenz, as recited by Miss 
Freeman, lost none of its exciting interest as she 
pictured the heroic " Tyrol maid" and trans
ported us to the "fair Lake Constance" and its 
picturesque surroundings. In "Non Torno" 
Miss Marmion was at her best, the beauty and 
pathos of her song being a delightful prelude to 
Miss Hardin 's "Rest." With the gentle dove 
seeking rest, sweet rest "for me and thee and 
those I iove, " we winged our flight, on ly to be 
brought back to this sad old earth by Miss Anita 
Formosa's "Too Late, " which touched many a 
tender heart-chord . 

A pretty trio , entitled '' Yuuth, Joy, and 
Hope" was exceedingly well rendered by three 
youthful, joyful, hopeful maidens,-the very em
bodiment of the sentiments to which they gave 
expression. Miss McCafferty then recited, to 
music, ·'The Story of the Faithful Soul, " the 
weird strains of the violin mingling with the 
almost audible wail of the poor spirit, wafted in 
bitter anguish on the stilly night air. Godard's 
Fourth Barcarole, given v. ith much expression 
and artistic finish by Miss Lawlor, was follow·ed 
by Miss Romaine Whiteford 's piece de resistance 
-··Sweet Pansies," w hich el icited much applause 
for the fa ir vender. · 

The close of our "Evening with Adelaide Proc
ter •· found us suppliant at the "Shrin es of Mary," 
beautifully pictured by Miss Rogers, P. Hawk~ 
M. Formosa, and L. McDonnell , chanting a fav
orite hymn- "Orn, Mater, ora, Star of the deep. " 

An invitation to partake of refreshment was. 
gladly accepted-with sweet morals still echoing 
in our souls we could not decline. To our eyes. 
the fair Lake Constance shone in the well-filled. 
glasses of-well-I will leave you to guess. There· 
were Swiss mountains, too, of various tempting. 
dainties, over which gentle doves fluttered and 
wandered-but I doubt if they found rest-con
gratulations lurked in every corner, patiently wait
ing to find expression, and after all had been 
said, and the happy hours had sped all too quickly 
away, we retired with the assurance that our 
"evening" had proved a grand success. 

ETHEL KEAN . 

:an JSvenlng wltb :atielaiOe ll)rocter. 
PROGRAM. 

Hymn to Saint Ceci lia. 
A Tribute to Adelaide Procter. 

Miss Marmion. 

Violin Solo . . .. . .. . ..... Gavotte ....... . . . ... J. A: Demuth. 
Miss Cy rena Kean. 

The Legend of Bregenz. 
Miss Freeman. 

Vocal Solo .. . . .... . .. . . Non Torno .... ... . ..... Tito Mattei. 
Miss Marmion. 

The Wind. 
Miss Kathryn Smith . 

Fourth Barcarole. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . .... Godard. 
Miss Lawlor. 

Rest. 
1\1 iss Hardin. 

Violin Solo .· . .. .. . ... Kuyiawiak . .. . . ... Wieniaski . . 
Miss Lanigan. 

The Letter. 
Miss A111ta Formosa. 

Vocal Trio . . .. .. . . Youth , Joy and Hope .. .. . .. . J. L. Hatton.• 
Miss Marmion, Josephine Hadin , Pearl Hawk. 

The Story of a Faithful Soul. 
. Miss Loreto McCafferty . 

Valse Arabesqur .. ... .. . .. ..... . . . . ... . ..... . . . .. . .. Lack. 
Miss Ethel Kean . 

Sweet Pansies.-(By Request.) 
Miss RomJine Whiteford. 

The Shrines of Mary. 

Miss Rogers, Lillian ~icD0nnell, Mary Formosa, P. Hawk. 

· Ave Sanctissima. 

LESSON OF THE CHRISTMAS ROSE . 

0 sm11ful st'o ry of t he .past, 
Whose lesson on t'he wtn gs of Time 

Com es down to us through ages vase 
T-o give the h eart a touch subl im e, 

And teach the children of the earth 
The fairest gift in Heaven 's eyes 

Is simpl e faith , whose ·beau teous wonh 
Reveals a rose ·of Paradise. 

Ah, poor the fruit Ambition yields, 
And tawdry is the thing, R en own ; 

'rhe garnering of selfis•h fields 
Is bu t a •brief a nd tinsel c rown ; 

The pride of birth, the thirst ·of Powe, , 
The wealth we oft so fondly cmve

V,a in playthin gs of Hfe·s revered hour
Are useles:; passports at the grave. 

0 h appy they whose hea rts are t rue 
To pure a nd simple childish trust, 

With eye t o see a nd will to do 
The things that mos t become the 

just; 
The beauty of t heir lives they bring 

With fragrant attributes repl ete, 
A Christmas rose, meet offering 

Of h omage at t h e Master' s feet. 
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Ube .OOat)onna. 
Say, mother, say, are mother's feelings thine, 
Who darest thy babe to hireling hands consign? 
Who, when it ails, will still its painful cries? 
When well,-with toys will raise its ecstacies? 
Will she, the trader in the fount of life, 
Watch o'er thy babe with feelings fond and rife? 
Or the ,trong draught and drowsy hour forego 
With parent's watching, or with parent's woe, 
And kindly tip the little angel's wings 
With sweets - and kisses - that are sweeter 

things? ' 
Learn, mother, learn-from Gospel record know 
The duty parents to their offspring owe: 
When He, the Mighty, and the Lord Divine, 
Did all His Godhead with the flesh combine, 
When He, t he Lion of Judah, and the Lamb, 
Came strong and sweet~to man's soul food and 

balm: 
Did His pure Mother-blessed be her name!
To alien hands consign His infant frame? 
Did she her Son and Saviour Lord withdraw 
From out her arms, and outrage nature's law? 
Did she supinely bid a hireling care 
Her glorious first-born, and Jehovah 's Heir , 
And leave, like Eve, her home in Paradise, 
And in her exile spurn a priceless price? 
No! She to whom the Queens of Earth may 

bow, 
And on her footstool bare their jewell 'd brow, 
Swathes His weak limbs, and rocks Him in her 

arms. 
Breathes o'er His beauties,and His bosom warms, 
Beholds His wants by her pure lymph supplied. 
Smiles and adores in high and holy pride! 
And when suffic'd and seal'd in balmy sleep, 
Did stranger eyes enraptur'd vigils keep? 
Did _she say, ' · Nurse, come care my infant boy, 
Whtie I go pleasure, or my ease enjoy' '? 
No! O'er the crib the Virgin Queen with fire 
Fills all her soul, and wraps it to her Sire, 
Where from on high she waits the rising sun 
That from her sphere his cycle has begun. 
Thu~ she, the good, the glorious, and the great, 
Presides the guardian of His humble state; 
Through youth, through manhood, still was at 

His side, 
The Saviour's solace, and the Bridegroom's Bride, 
And when the Powers of Darkness evils spread, 
i\nd smote the Shepherd, and the sheep were fled, 
Did she desert Him with weak Peter's fears? 
~o ! Life's ~ed fountain sparkled with her tears. 
She cared His corse- the sianet on His tomb 
Shone as her sighs breatl~d thro' the charnel 

gloom. 
And when from death the Saviour Son arose, 
Madonna bloorn 'd, creation's only Rose. 

J. E. GII.LIG~N. 

!l Sltetcb from '!Real '.lLtfe. 
~ N the shore of Lake Erie, a short distance 
~ from Buffalo, lies a pleasant summer resort, 
known as Angola. It is quite a picturesque 
little village, affording an extensive view of the 
lake, and densely wooded. But the most at
tractive spot in Angola is the hotel, known as 
Deacon Bennett's. Many a traveler stops to gaze 
at the quaint structure, built in very old-fash
ioned style and almost hidden from view by the 
lordly trees surrounding it. Yet, the venerable 
.owner, to those more intimately acquainted with 
him, is an object of far_ more interest. Let me 
try to describe him to you. 

A tall, broad-shouldered old gentleman, rather 
stooped, leaning on his cane for supp_ort. His 
smooth face, with its regular features lighted by 
goodness, is an artist's ideal. When he becomes 
aware that the eyes of the curious are on him, 
his effort to regain the erect posture of earlier 
days is quite perceptible. Loved and respected 
for his human sympathy and absolute sincerity, 
which has been the keynote of his. life, Deacon 
Bennett holds a unique place in the hearts of his 
friends to-day. On his desk lies a book-his 
diary-the latter pages of which are written in a 
rather shaky hand-which he has kept for years, 
and still continues to keep. 

On the eighth of August last, this grand old 
man celebrated his ninety-fifth birthday surround
ed by his children, grandchildren, and great grand
children. Mr. Mark S. Hubbell, one of our 
noted Buffalonians, wrote and read a beautiful 
poem-" The Good Survive ''-on the occasion, 
which he dedicated to his old friend, a copy of 
which he has very graciously given us for repro
duction. When Mr. Bennett rose to express his 
grateful appreciation of the delicate•compliment, 
the assembled guests could not but feel the ap
propriateness of the title. His concluding words 
were to this effect-" Whatever good I may 
have done in this life I owe to her whom I have 
loved and respected-my mother. From her I 
learned lessons which have remained with me dur
ing my lifetime, and I am now a very old man." 

The words impressed me, I do not think I 
shall ever forget them, and as I picture my ideal 
walking slowly along, nearing; \he ~oal Qf ;i 
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well-spent life, the words come back-" The 
Good Survive." JANE SMITH. 

Ht 1Rtnet}?:::th,e. 
(D.edicated. to Deacon Joseph Bennett of Angola, and read 

on his 95th birthday, August 8, , 898.) 

" The good die young," the old song said 
Fade early from this vale of tears ' 
While only arid hearts and hard ' 
Know the long highway of the years 
As if alone the page of youth ' 
Could bear the stylus lines of truth. 

As if the cruciai fires of Time 
Burn not the spirit's dross away· 
As if the rents the heart that tea; 
But. bec~on in the purer day. 
As tf a life by sorrow tried 
Makes not the bravest eventide. 

The good, by grace, sometimes survive 
Their witness to the truth to bear ' 
In every line of wrinkled cheek 
In every thread of silver hair; ' 
And th?se who tread the path of Jove 
Make signal to the saints above. 

All wrong the cynic song that sings 
The good from life soon fade aw,1y; 
That only neutral colors harsh 
Last on the canvas old and gray 
And tr.at the hearts in God that trust 
Walk not for long the ways of dust. 

We prove them wrong; we gather here 
To sh<;>w the good through years endure 
To potnt for us th e pathway straight 
And reap the guerdon of the pure ' 
And this old man we honor now ' 
Bears more than mitres on his brow. 

This time-lined face, these way-worn eyes 
All tell their story sure and true· ' 
The feet the highway 's length that tr~d, 
The eyes that see ~JUr cloud-mists through, 
The strong old voice that sang Right 's song 
Through near a century of wrong. 
A study this for budding youth, 
Heed well the lesson it implies· 
The feet may tread the ways of dust 
T~e soul be centered in the skies. ' 
Htm I salute, the good survive 
To teach the young for truth to strive. 
He leads the way, and if we go 
Where those old eyes their kind light shed 
The angels shall our feet upbear ' 
Nor leave our griefs uncomforted 
Till, fo!lowing the paths he trod,' 
VI e gam the paradise of God. 

MARK s. H!)BBELL. 

1tbe ll)atrtottc jfete at 1Jl!lolburst. 
'11Yf1 HEN the cry for assistance, in the way of 
~ clothing and food for the wounded 

ones lying near the scenes of our recent victories, 
rang over the land, Colorado was not found 
wanting in her efforts to contribute to the com
fort of the gallant men who had fought and 
suffered for the cause. 

The Red Cross had done a good and noble 
work. but the funds were low, and something 
was required which would bring the necessa ry 
donations from the purse of the public to the 
treasury ·of that ever-willing society. The result 
was the idea of Mrs. E. A. Wolcott, wife of 
Senator Wolcott, and was carried out at their 
beautiful summer home, Wolhurst, about ten 
miles south of Denver. 

Wolhurst is a park of over six hundred acres, 
beautifully laid out in law ns , flower beds with 
many rare plants, lon g shady foot and carriage 
paths, and has a splendid ar tificial lake, almost a 
mile in length. It is a place admirably suited for 
a large lawn fete, such as was held there, and 
which proved to be such a splendid social and 
financial success. 

~ost of the departments were in charge .,f 
la~tes from Denver and Colorado Springs. Every
thtng on the grounds was at the disposal of the 
workers. A charming little bungalow was 
taken as a Geisha tea house. and fitted up in 
Japanese fashion. The ladies were attired in 
regulation kimonos, the tea was served from a 
superb dragon urn, the musicians , in a little gar
den at the rear, discoursed soft strains from the 
koto_ and samisen. It was truly a fairy bower, 
and tn the shady walks of the enclosure many 
tables were placed, where the tea, the music, 
and the surroundings rested the visitor after the 
tour of the grounds. 

The Turkish booth w as a large Oriental tent 
beautif~lly fitted up with rugs, divans, and pile~ 
of cushions. The ladies, in costume, served the 
us_ual black coffee in the dantiest of cups anq 
with enormous, (nu other word describes them 
to me, one nearly filled the cup), lumps of sugar. 
Connected with this was another booth where 
ci.garettes and other Turkish goods had d splen-, 
~1d sale'. all durin~ the day. 
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The Patriotic booth was devoted to the sale 
of small fancy articles, in the colors of "Old 
Glory. " Picture frames, cushions, pillows, fans, 
bags-all in rd, white and blue-were dis
played. This was a very attractive and remun

erative booth. 
Laska, a very well-known palmist hero, had 

volunteered his services, and, esconced in the 
most mysterious-looking tent, adorned with the 
usual mystic and awe-inspiring symbols, he 
devoted his day to the reading of hands, and 
placed in the treasury nearly one hundred dollars. 
· There were, of course, the usual number of 

supper tables , lunch tables, catchpenny schemes, 
a theatre with a minstrel performance, an animal 
circus,-the animals kindly loaned by Mrs. Elitch, 
of Denver. There were even some Robin Hood 
brigands, who held up genial Senator Wolcott 
and demanded release money in most blood
curdling fashion. 

Perhaps I may be forgiven some partiality in 
speaking of the booth in which I was most inter
ested-the candy booth, the good ship "Colo
rado." Harper's Weekly, for September 17th, 
presented a small picture of the ship. The crew, 
consisting of fifteen young ladies from Colorado 
Springs, was dressed in white duck suits. patri
otic belts and white tams of the veritable Jack 
Tar type, bearing the word Relief. The ship, 
designed by a local artist, was about thirty feet 
long. From the masts floated the Stars and 
Stripes, and the halyards displayed the flags of 
all nations . A large Red Cross banner was very 
conspicuous, the American Eagle kept a sharp 
lookout at the bow, and an object of, to us, un
ceasing delight, was a large, deep-toned bell, 
which we rang whenever the desired customers 
seemed to decrease in numbers. I am happy to 
state that the bell had its effect, and that· the 
candy ship was the most remunerative feature on 
the grounds. Truly, the "Colorado" was the 
prettiest craft that ever rode upon a stormy sea 
of emerald sward, and displayed her banners 
under an arch of lecify cottonwoods. 

The full beauty of the fete could not however 
be realized till night. Hundreds of Japanes~ 
lanterns were _strung across the grounds, a hun
dred locomottve headlights glared down with 
ogre eyes upon the happy crowd, and the moon 

shed silvery rays and a more fairy-like beauty 
over all. 

All the brass bands from the surrounding 
towns had been called into service and drew 
large audiences to whatever spots they selected 
for the discoursing of their sweet strains. In 
this there was method. The purpose being to 
draw from the overcrowded booths to the less 
prosperous ones. The ruse was a successful 
one, and every attraction received its share of 
patronage. 

The pleasures of the fete were not confined to 
one class. Rich and poor alike could find 
amusements, and all g-ave generously, according 
to their means. The little street Arabs were 
present in large numbers, and the candy booth 
enjoyed more than a fair share of their attention. 

Senator Wolcott bought lavishly of our stock, 
to be given away to the poor little ones. It was 
the pleasantest task of the day, this giving to the 
ones who haJ the wish for dainties gratified so 
seldom, and the sweetest praise I heard was the 
remark of one little ragged customer, "You, 
ladies, have been nicer to us than anyone else on 
the grounds." That small boy will probably 
never know how much pleasure his little speech 
gave to fifteen girls, who had heard many kind 
remarks on their work and its success. 

It was a very weary party that rode down to 
Colorado Springs that night, but the Patriotic 
Fete was a success; the event had been a glori
ous one; the day long to be rem em be red as one 
of good work, well done and well apprecia ted 
by the crowds who thronged to help in the 
cause, as well as to enjoy the many attractions 
offered in every booth on the grounds. 

It was a grand gift of Colorado to the nation, 
and will long be remembered by the heroes who 
battled under the flag, for to them it has brought 
many of the comforts needed, for which the 
treasury of Uncle Sam did not feel warranted in 
expending the necessary thousands of dollars, 
which have been realized by so pleasant an 
event as the Wolhurst Fete. 

NEARLY all good women grow by time into a 
kind of nobility or instinctive greatness of soul. But 
few women grow great in youth. Greatness is in
dividuality,-the opposite of the conventional. 
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JANUARY, 1899. 

THE myriad bells that rang last night conta_ined 
within their hollow notes the dual meai1ing of 
death and life, burying the old year in sweet 
sounds and bringing the new one in on wings of 
melody. What memories linger in the music.of 
these bells! 

It is well, in our journey through life, to pause 
before such finger-posts of time as the transition 
from one year to another; to reflect upon the 
past that we may gather strength for the future; 
and make of the experiences which the last 
twelve months have trnght us, guides for our 
conduct through the coming hope-wreathed year. 

* DR. MooRE, the present illustrious Bishop of 
Ballarat, Australia, whose advent gave such an 
impulse to religion in the diocese, and µnder 
whose benign rule such progress has been made,, 
was our honored guest, a few weeks ago. The 
devotf d friend of the Australian Lorettos-and 
indeed, of the whole Institute-he has zealously 
co-operated with the religious in their educational 
work, which has proved such an inestimable 
blessing not only to the diocese but to the whole 
colony of Victoria and to the neighboring col
onies, who have gladly availed of the many 
special advantages which it affords, 

His Lordship is the bearer of a valuable gold 
medal, with a special blessing, from the hands 
of the Holy Father, to Rev. Mother Gonzaga 
Barry, Superior of the religious of the Institute of 
the ~- V. M. in Australia , as a mark of His Holi
ness' appreciation o( the services she has ren
der'ed to the ·church, in the cause of religion and 
education, beneath the Southern Cross 

* "THE Flag of Starry Light"- music and words 
by our esteemed friend , Claude Baxley, M. D.
a complimentary copy of which has been kindly 
forwarded to us by the composer, deserves, in 
point of enthusiastic patrio.tism and literary 
merit, a . place beside our truly grand national 
anthem, " The Star-Spangled Banner," also 
written by ·another distinguished son of the 
the South-Francis Scott Key. 

* A DAY in a crystal paradise! thought I, this 
morning, as looking from my window, I beheld 
the wonderful transfor.mation scene which Na
ture . had effected . Her1 a winding path, once 
shaded by pretty leaves and . fragrant blossoms, 
now ov·erarched with glittering masses of !now 
and ice; · there an alabaster grotto with filigree 
wreaths and fantastic decor~tion, wrought by 
winter's master artist, King Frost. From the 
tips of the evergreen branches hang clusters of 
ice balls, which flash in the sunlight, every tree 
and shrub is wrapped in a gl_eaming white crust, 
and above, the telegraph wires glitter and sway 
in the wind like strands of jewels. Oh, it is all 
too beautiful! Who does not love winter at Ni
aga~a, particularly when the sun has so g lorious a 
sheet of snow to display his effec ts upon . 
Nothing more fairy-like and enchantin g can be 
conceived . 

* 
THE beautiful feast of our Lady's Im maculate 

Conception was fittingly celebrated in our midst 
by a reception of Children of Mary, th e favored 
ones being Miss Marmion, A. Merle, P. Hawk, 
K. O 'Connor, L. McCafferty and J. Smith. The 
same day Miss Mabel O 'Brien, M. Rogers, E. 
O 'Connor had the happiness of being admitted 
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into the Sodality of the Holy Angelsissdn M; a 
C. Barrett, M. Merle and M. Maloney into that of 

the InfantJesus. 
Badges of honor were also conferred on Miss 

Haviland and Miss Freeman. 
Rev. T. McDonald, 0. C. C , Prior of Carmel

ite Monastery, Falls View, performed the cere
mony and preached a most instructive sermon 
on this exalted privilege of the Mother of God, 
and our happiness in being permitted to call our
selves her children . May we daily become less 
unworthy to bear the precious title! 

* WE desire to offer, through the columns of the 
RAINBOW, our heartfelt sympathy to Mrs. O'Con
nor, nee Mary Duncan, San Diego, Cal., in this 
dark hour of her sad bereavement, and pray that 
she may be sustained and comforted through the 
long, lonely hours which separation from the 
noble and generous partner of her life's journey 
must entail. 

The memory of Mary Duncan has been so 
fondly cherished in her convent home, that it is 
almost as fresh and greeen as when she left it, 
and the record of her goodness and her sweet, 
amiable manners is one of the brightest pages in 
the annals of Loretto. 

Ube 1:lmbtte 1Rose of Scotlanb. 
"f"r ATHERINE, we must part. The king, 
~ this morning, contemptuously refused 

me further aid. Indignant at his want of faith, I 
retorted in no measured terms, and am enjoined, 
on penalty of paying my life a forfeit to my diso
bedience, to leave the kingdom, three days only 
being allowed me to prepare for my departure. 
I must return to Flanders, there to seek that sup
port which is denied me here. Toils and dangers 
await me, to which I cannot consent to thy ex
posure. That tender form of thine, my love, is 
not suited to endure the buffet of my stormy for
tune." 

Such were the words of the husband of the 
Lady Catherine Gordon, on his return from an 
unsuccessful interview with Jarnes IV. of Scotland. 

"And shall H untly 's daughter," replied the 
lady, "thus consent to desert her husband ? No, 

my dear Richard, I have shared thy short-lived 
splendor, let me participate in thy reverses. Let 
us leave Scotland; let us together seek our exile; 
and a kindred fate be ours. Where thou goest 
will I go; where thou lodgest I will lodge; 'thy 
people shall be my people, and thy God my 
God!' " 

"Noble-minded woman !-but it must not 
be! " ejaculated the youth. "Catherine-for I 
dare not longer wear a mask-prepare to curse 
thy unworthy husband. Thou deemest me the 
rightful heir to England's crown, but know me 
as a base impostor. I won thy love by a lie. 
Ambitiously aspiring to the heart of one fair and 
noble as thyself, have I entailed on a great and 
glorious race ruin and dishonor. Yet, oh! for
give me, and do not execrate my wild ambition! " 

"Oh, Richard! was this deception generous ? 
Yet hold, my swelling heart, let my duty as a 
wife subdue my woman's pride. My husband, 
avert not from me thus thy tearful eyes. Whoe'er 
thou art, thou hast been to me all tenderness. It 
will be now my grateful task to prove to thee 
that Catherine Gordon's love was unalloyed by 
interest and ambition. If she loved thee when, 
'mid thy gallant train, thou stoodst unmatched, 
'twas not the splendor of thy royal name that 
bade her wish thee hers. Yes, my husband, I 
loved thee, and still I love thee for thyself alone. 
Let us, then, fly these shores; desist from the 
wild pursuit of what thou hast no claim to, and 
let us seek a happy, a contented privacy. " 

"Alas, my beloved! it is impossible. Bound 
by a solemn oath to pursue, while I have being, 
the claim I have asserted, no rest, no peaLe, re
mains to me. Leave me to my woes-leave me 
to my dishonor. Why-why should both be 
wretched?" 

The unhappy speaker concluded, ineffectually 
endeavoring to subdue the determination of his 
faithful wife to share his fortunes. 

The reader will, ere this, have discovered, in 
the husband of the Lady Catherine, the youth 
who, during the reign of Henry VII., had arro
gated to himself the title of Richard, Duke of 
York, second son of Edward IV., who, with his 
brotber, had been murdered in the Tower by the 
inhuman Richard Ill. 

Po1,sessed of every accomplishment that could 
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engage affection, the youth, whose name was 
Perkin Warbeck, a Fleming, had gained the 
ready respect and confidence of many persons of 
rank in England. 

After the fai lure of his endeavors to excite a 
revolt in that country, which were discovered 
by the vigilance of the king, and frustrated by 
the immediate execution of his ad herents, he 
had repaired to Scotland, and solicited the assist
ance of James IV. to place him on the throne of 
England. 

James, whose credulity was equal to his valor, 
was easi ly prevailed on to support his preten
sions. 

He received him with the highest distinction, 
and in a short time consented to his union with 
a relative of his own, the Lady Catheri ne Gor
don , daughter of the Earl of Huntly. 

Between the "White Rose of Scotland "-for 
such w as the appellation which the extraordinary 
beauty of this young lady had gai ned her-and 
the adventurer an ardent attachment had existed · 
from the earlies t period of his arrival in Scot land . 

But finding the English people by no means 
disposed to join the fictitious prince, the Scottis h 
king gave up the cause as hopeless. 

* * * * * * * * * 
The sun was attaining to his meridian height 

when th e unhappy adventurer and his devoted 
bride embarked at Leith for Flanders. 

"Bless thee, leddie! bestow a bawbee in charity 
on puir, auld, witless Mans ie." 

Such were the words addressed by a wretched
looking figure to the Lady Catherine, as, lean
ing on her husband's arm, she appeared on the 
beach. 

Sh~ threw her a small coin, which the beggar 
received, ejaculating-

" Many thanks , leddi e. Mansie's prayers 
shall swell the breeze that wafts thee over the 
wide saut wave. But," almost shrieked she, 
gazing intently on the astonished Catherine, 
" muckle fear hae I, ye need na wish a speedy 
voyage-better a:watery grave than a broken heart 
-better a pillow on the foaming brine tha n a 
sleepless bed in a foreign land." 

"What meanest thou? " earnestly demanded 
Catherin e, whose curiosity and alarm were 
strongly excited by the words of the beggar. 

· ' Ah, leddie, dinn a ask. Gin ye.saw wi' auld 
Mansie's een, ye wad na leave the land o' yer 
forbears to roam mang ruthless faces, a lanely 
exil e. Fareweel, fareweel, leddie; dinna fo rget 
the warnin' o' au ld Mansie ! " 

As she s poke she turned from the disappoin ted 
Cather in e, who: with her husband, repaired to 
the boat th at w as to convey them to the vessel 
which was about to waft her forever from her 
native land . 

As the boat was rowed from the shore, the 
beggar's discordant voice was heard chanting 
the following song-

" The White Rose has bloomed 
Through a brief summer day, 

Yet the White Rose is doomed 
To a rapid decay. 

" Thy smile may impart 
A' its sweetness awhile, 

Yet the worm's in thy heart 
That shall banish that smile. 

" Farewell-oh, farewell! 
'Mid the tern pest that blows, 

In my ear rings the knell 
0' Scotland's White Rose. 

" Swift to bear thee away, 
Round the hoarse billows swell; 

Once again, an' for aye, 
Rose o' Scotland, farewell! " 

As th e last words of the song fell on th e ears 
of th e terror-stricken Catherine, she ascended 
the side of the vessel, and , with eyes tearless fro m 
agony, preceived the shore of her native land re
ceding fast from her view. 

By an agreement between the English and 
Flemish Courts , all English rebels had been ex
cluded from the Low Countries. 

Perkin, though born in England, was a Flem
ing by extraction, and might, therefore ha ve 
cl aim ed admiss ion into Flanders. 

But as he must dismiss his English retainers, 
the compa nions of his dangers, and apprehend a 
cold reception from a people who were deter
mined to maintain a n amicable footing with t he 
English Court, he resolved not to hazard the ex
periment, but repaired to Ireland, where he re
mained for some time in insecure and comfort
less exile. 

It is not to be expected that we shall follow 
the historian in a detail of his subsequent attem pt 
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upon England , of his landing in Cornwa ll , being 
joined by th e populace, and ta_king for the first 
ti me th e title of Richard IV., Kmg of England. 

It was at this period that his too faithfu l wife, 
fo llowing the for tunes of her unhappy husband, 
fell into the hand s of the enemy. 

This was a fatal blow to the adventu rer. 
In all his wandering she had shared his hard

ships. 
With all his faults he had s till id olized his love

ly , his ill-fated bride. his fair and spotless "White 

Rose." 
W e shall not depict the humiliating scene of 

his surrender to King Henry, or the exposure of 
his fi ctitious claims, of his ignominious treatment 
and dose confinement, of his repeated efforts to 
esca pe, and lastly, of his arraig nment and con
demnation; but pass on to the scene of execution. 

* * * * * * * * 
Th e last morn tjiat ever broke upon the eyes 

of th e unh appy pretender to royalty, dawned 
heavily and slowly. 

At an early hour the roads and lanes adjacent 
to the hill of Ty burn, the place of execution, were 
th ronged with anxious and expectant th ousands. 

As t he procession approached the fata l spot, 
Perk in fixed his eyes upon the ga llows that 
frown ed on the hill , and observed to his co nfes
sor, w ith a smile of bitter disappointment,-

" Yonder is the throne to which my ambition 
has exalted me." 

Th e fa ther entreated him to dismiss from his 
th oug hts everything that might distract him from 
t he awful duty of preparing to meet his Maker, 
addi ng, that thoug h disappointed in not obtain
in g an earth ly throne, the present place was to 
be a stepping-stone to an eternal one. 

"Were not these arms pinioned ,'" cried the 
prisoner, " 1 would em brace the tree; and , since 
my tongue is not restrained, I thank thee for the 
blest assura nce. " 

He was now urged to a public confession of 
his imposture. 

" ls not then, your master yet content?" said 
he, _adding, "But I consent and thus proclaim 
my infamy. Urged on by restless ambition, but 
m ore ~y the ready tool of others' designing, I 
have disturbed the quiet of these realms, and 
sought a crown to which I had no claim. Father " . . ' 

he added, lowering his voice, " Heaven is my 
witness that had I not been bound by oath, I had 
long discontinued this iniquitous and futile enter
prise. My unhappy Catherine! how my heart 
bleeds at the thought of her. She long, long en
treated me to resign the ambitious claim. That 
angel woman, father, in the flower of youth, in 
beauty's hour of pride. resigned her fate to my 
keeping; the descendant of a lin e of princes, she 
brooked alliance with a wanderer, an outcast. 

''She loved me-she wedded me-she clung 
to my misfortunes-she shared all my miseries, 
to prove the fervor of her truth . Oft has she 
wiped my burning brow, streaming with drops 
of anguish-oft has she cheered, with sounds of 
hope, my sinking heart. But now, now, fat her, 
she pines in bitter restraint, the captive of your 
master. Heaven's curse light on him, if he give 
her gen tle bosom aught of pain! 'Twas well for 
both we were spared the misery of a last adieu. 
I deemed it, in thy king, refinement of hatred to 
deny a final interview, but my heart now tells 
me he did it more in mercy than in anger. But 
no more . I have done with earth-I have done 
with Catherine!" 

He knelt, and crossing his hands on his breast, 
ejaculated a silent prayer. 

At that moment a stir was perceived among 
the crowd, and a female broke through th e sol
diers that surrounded the drop, and threw herself 
into the arms of the criminal. 

"Not yet! not yet! Spare him a little longer. 
Tear him not so soon from my arms,'' she 
ejaculated. 

"My poor mourner, ' tis too late," replied the 
condemned. 

"Oh, no, no, no! " replied Catherine, " it is 
never too late for mercy. Take him back to his 
dungeon-respite him but a few hours . I will go 
again to th e king, throw myself at his feet, nor 
cease until he forgives!" 

Nature could do no more. 
She sank insensible into the arms of her husband . 
"Now is the time," cried he, as he consigned 

her to his confessor, directing him to remove her 
from the spot. '' The bitterness of death is 
past, " said he, as he cast on her one lin ge ring 
look, and calmly submitted to the hands of the 
executioner. 
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The motion attending the removal of the Lady 
Catherine restored animation. 

Involunta_hiv ,she· turned her eyes . towards the· 
fatal spot. 

What she saw may be c~n.ceived from the 
sequel. 

"The fiends have murdered • him!'.' she 
shrieked. 

' . . 
They were ·the last words of expi~ing reason. 

that burst from the lips of the White Rose of 
Scotland. 

SYBIL SEYMOUR. 

Sit 'ttbomas·· .®ore. 
~ RASMUS, who visited E17gland in search of_ 
~ knowledge, in the beginning of the · six-· 
teenth century, has le'ft us a vi~id description o( 
More's domest.ic Ufe. ".More," he w_rit~s, "has 
built near Londor1, upon· the Thames, a modest 
yet commodiou's mansion. . There be lives, sur
rounded by his nulnero.us family, including his 
wife, his son's wife, his • thr~e daughters, and 
their husbai;ids, and eleven gr~ndchildren. There 
is not any rhan ' living so affectio_nate to his chil
dren as h~. and he loveth _his ol{.l wife as if she· 
were a girl of fifteer1. Such is the excellence qf 
his disposition that whatev~r happeneth that 
could not be helped, he is 'as cheerful and as 
well pleased · as though the ·, b~st thing · possible 
had been done . . ltJ More's house you Woufd say'. 
that Plato's acadei:ny was revived again, only, · 
whereas in the academy the d·iscussion turn'ed_ 
upon geometry and the power of numbers., · th_e 
house at Che,lsea i,s a veritable school of Christ
ian religion . 'In it is none , man or woman, but 
readeth or: studi.eth the lip~ral arts, yet is their 
chief care qf pi_e_ty. There is never any seen idie; 
the llead of the· ~ouse governs it, _not by a lofty· 
carriage and·. t'req1,1ent rebukes, but by gentteness 
and amiable ·m'anners.- · e-;ery membe,r is b'usy in
his place, performing his duty w_ith alacrity; nor' 
is sober mirt_h wanting, " 

An interesting attic!·e {n th_e Nfrieieentf? Cet1tury, 
published-in Ociober, 1891, gives some particu
lars of More's daily life, and adds: '' Wonder
fully beautiful is his life in its multiform h~1rmon
ies of inward and outward graces, forming one 
exquisitely harmonious whole. No statesman 
has ever before been so completely revealed in 

thought, word, and deed, to the outer world. 
We have the innermost life of the man character
iz~d by a seriousness and depth of thought, 
prayer, stern self-discipline, and strenuous morti
fication that few could have looked to find 
underlying the gaiety, the sparkling wit, the 
merry humour, the unrivslled conversational 
gifts ·that made him the first in courtly circles 
and . the cherished con:ipanion _of sovereigns; 
whislt to the superficial observer, these extremes 
ofseverity and light-heartedness are found knit 
together by an insatiable love of learning that 
made him the dear friend of those who stood 
foremost in European fame for letters, law, and 
science; and tempered with a charity and unfail
ing sympathy that made him as Judge and Chan
cellor revered by all and trusted with absolute 
trust by the lowly and desolate." Again it tells 
us that throughout his life, an intense and uncon
querabl~ love of liberty, and an ardent love of 
family are "ever to the front, and ever radiant 
and gleaming with the sunshine of his constant, 
light-hearted mirth, and keen though kindly 
wit; and _scarcely second to them was his in
tense devotion to letters, maintainid all through 
the long lingering gloom of his prison days on 
to the very th(eshold of t_he block." 
· The highest honors: of the State, together with 
Cou~t. favor, may -be · said to have forced them
selves upon More, for it was t he yearning of his 
heart to enjoy the sweets of domestic peace in 
his family circle. and, _as ·far as duty would per
mit,, to sl)un the vortex of State intrigue and the 
turmoil of political life. He was the most per
fect orator of his day in England, and what was 
singular in those times, he was eloquent alike in 
the English and ~atin tongues. He held the 
honorable post of Commissioner of the Crown in 
m9re than 6~e embassy to the Continent, and he 
was · at the sa·me time royal secretary and mem
ber qf the Privy Council. He was, moreover, 
appointed by the King to the responsible post of 
Spea~er of Parliament, and it is to be borne in 
mind that, as· Stubbs writes, the Speaker in the 
Tudor reigns was " the manager of business on 
the part of the Sovereign." As the crowning 
dignity of his career, the seals of the highest 
office were entrusted to him on the fall of\Volsey, 
and he became the Lord Chancellor of England. 
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In all these offices he was distinguished by ability 
and exquisite tact, and it was remarked by an 
acute observer that he proved himself inf1exible 
in the matter of justice, but, at the same time, 
"affable and courteous to all men." He was 
munificent in promoting the outward decorum of -
religion. He built at his own expense the paro
chial chapei of Chelsea, and enriched it with 
everything necessary for Divine worship. He 
made rich gifts to other churches , being wont to 
say, "The good give, and the bad steal." In dis
pensing his charities he would seem to have an
ticipated the St. Vincent de Paul's Society of later 
times. We read in his life that " he used himself 
to go through the back lanes and inquire into the 
state of the poor families; and he would relieve 

, their distress, not by scattering a few small coins, 
as is the general custom, but when he ascertained 
a real need, by two, three, or four gold pieces. 
When his official position and duties prevented 
this personal attention. he would send some 
member of his family to dispense his alms, 
especially to the sick and to the aged . In his 
parish of Chelsea he hired a house, in which he 
gathered many infirm, poor, and old people, and 
maintained them at his own expense. When 
More was away, his favorite daughter, Margaret, 
had the care of this house. To widows and or
phans, when he practised at the bar, he gave his 
ser\'ices gratuitously." 

There are few of the problems in the matter of 
educati~n which agitate the world nowadays 
but may receive light from the teaching of the 
writings and life of this illustrious hero of Cath
olicism. 

Great interest has been shown in the higher 
education of ladies by many leaders of thought at 
the present day. Those statesmen might well 
take Sir Thomas More as their patron, for I know 
of none who has more strenuously advocated 
that cause than he. His views are set forth in an 
admirable instruction which he gave to the tutor 
of. h!s daughters, noted as they were for their 
bnll_1ant talent. He desires that they should be 
eq~1pped with the accomplishments suited to 
their rank , and instructed in all the hig hest 
branches of polite literature, but above all, that 
the~ ~oul~ be adorned with the graces of the 
Christian hfe, "Though I pref er learning joined 

with virtue to all the treasures of kings, " he says, 
"yet renown for learning, where it is not united 
with a good life, is nothing else than splendid 
and notorious infamy. This would be specially 
the case in a woman . On the other hand, if a 
woman to eminent virtue should add an outwork 
of even moderate skill in literature, I think she 
will have more real profit than if she had obtained 
the riches of Crresus and the beauty of Helen. I 
do not say this because of the glory which shall 
be hers, though glory follows virtue as a shadow 
follows a body, but because the reward of wis
dom is too solid to be lost like riches, or to decay 
like beauty, since it depends on the intimate con
science of what is right, not on the talk of men, 
than which nothing is more foolish, or mischie
vous. That man would seem to abase a gener
ous character who should accustom it to admire 
what is vain and low. He, on the contrary, 
raises the character who rises to virtue and true 
goods, and who looks down with contempt from 
the contemplation of what is sublime on those 
shadows of good things which almost all mor
tals, through ignorance of truth , greedily snatch 
at as if they were true goods. Therefore, since 
we must walk by this way, I have often begged 
all my friends to warn my children to avoid the 
precipices of pride and haughtiness, and to walk 
in the pleasant meadows of modesty; not to be 
dazzled at the sight of gold; not to lament that 
they do not possess what they erroneously admire 
in others; not to think more of themselves for 
gaudy trappings, nor less for the want of them; 
neither to deform the beauty that nature has 
given them by neglect, nor to try to heighten it 
by artifice; to put virtue in the first place, learn
ing in the second; and in their studies to esteem 
most whatever may teach them piety towards 
God, charity to all , and modesty and Christian 
humility in themselves. These I consider the 
ienuine fruits of learning. This was the opinion 
of the ancients, of those who were most prudent, 
as well as most holy . Not to speak of the rest, 
St. Jerome and St. Augustine not only exhorted 
excellent matrons and most noble virgins to study, 
but also, in order to assist them, diligently ex
plained the abstruse meanings of Holy Scripture, 
and wrote for tender girls letters replete with so 
much erudition, that nowadays el~ w~n who 
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call themselves professors of sacred science; can 
scarcely read them correctly, much less under
stand them. Do you have the kindness to see 
that my daughters thoroughly learn these works 
of thm;e holy men. If you will teach them some
thing of this sort, in addition to their lesson in 
Sallust, you will bind me and them still more to 
you. And thus you will bring about that my 
children, who are dear to me by nature, and still 
more dear by learning and virtue, will become 
most dear by their advance in knowledge and 
good conduct." 

The writings of More acquired for him a wide
spread literary fame, not only in England, but on 
the Continent. What is singular in a layman, 
many of his writings treat of Theological or 
Polemical subjects, for More vigorously eng,1ged 
in the great controversies which in those days, 
engrossed men's thoughts. His literary work 
most spoken of at the present day is the "Uto
pia," and what is strange, some Writers have 
appealed to it in proof that More shared the in
differentism to supernatural religion so character
istic of the reviv~d paganism of modern times. 
It is difficult to conceive an accusation more 
groundless. The Utopia sketches for us an 
ideal commonwealth, on the lines of the Repub
lic of Plato, and in imitation of that greatest 
Philosopher of Greece, only such laws and con
ditions of social and religious life are set forth 
as are based on the principles of Natural Religion . 
The genius c,f Columbus had a little while before 
discovered a new world . Vasco de Gama and 
other illustrious mariners had added to our 
knowledge of innumerable islands off the coast 
of Africa and India. The Utopia is supposed to 
be one of the newly-discovered islands, whose 
inhabitants were not as yet enlightened by the 
teachings of Christian truth , but whose la ws and 
customs were in perfect conformity with the 
dictates of reason and conscience. But far from 
being indifferent to the lessons of Divine Faith, 
Sir Thomas More sets forth, as the crowning 
perfection of his Utopia, that its citizens were 
ready to receive the teachings of the Christian 
Faith, and were yearning for the blessings which 
it alone could impart. 

The peace and contentment which, under 
Christian enlightenment, More anticipate~ f9r the 

citizens of Utopia, may be said to have smiled 
with special favor upon his own happy home at 
Chelsea. It was his special delight to gather 
around him there his learned friends, and to re~ 
lieve the intervals of public business with polite 
and Christian studies , and in the tranquil repose 
of peaceful eclusion to equip himself for the 
busy turmoil of State affairs. 

Foremost among those friends was Colet, Dean 
of St. Paul's . T his great scholar had travelled 
through Italy and Germany to perfect himself, 
particularly in the knowledge of Greek, and on 
his return to England gave himself up heart and 
soul to the task of reviving sacred studies. One 
great undertaking of his reveals to u the literary 
spirit that quickened the energies of the devoted 
friends gathered around More, at Chelsea. 
Schools had sprung up, in rich abunda nce, 
throughout England during the closing years of 
the fifteenth century, but something appeared to 
be still wanting to satisfy the wishes of Colet. 
He desired to see attached to his own church of 
St. Paul's, an Academy, or, as we would nowa
days call it, a Hig h School , in which should be 
laid a solid found ation of learning, both sacred 
and profane. The profound study of the Classics, 
as well as Scriptural Divinity. he said, would 
never be established in the universities, until they 
were first skillfully taught in the preparatory 
sc.hools . Accordingly, he set the example by 
himself founding such a school, and he bestowed 
his wealth and his study in bringing it to perfec
tion . The school was begun in 1509, and was 
quickly completed. The endowments made pro
vision for the free education of 153 scholars , and 
for the maintenance of their teachers . The num
ber of students was fixed with reference to the 
miraculous draft of fishes, mentioned in St. john's 
Gospel. The studies were to consist of classical 
Greek and Latin authors, but particularly of good 
Christian ones, "for'" (as the founder added) "my 
intent is by this school specially to increase the 
knowledge and wor hipping of God and our 
Saviour, and good Christian life and manners in 
the children ." He moreover, wrote a little book 
for the use of the scholars, which he called the 
"Rudiments," and in the preface to it he sets. 
forth the whole purpose of his work,- "I pray 
Godi thl\t all may be to His honor and the erudi ... 
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tion of children. Wherefore I pray you all, little 
babes, learn gladly this little treatise, and co_m
mend it diligently unto your memory, tru_stmg 
that you shall proceed and grow to perfect ltter_a
ture, and come to be great scientists . And hft 
up your little white hands for me also, who pray-

eth for you to God." . .. 
Adams, in his ''Life of Sir Thomas More, _re

marks that Colet initiated a great reforming 
movement when he thus devoted his private 
fortune to the establishment of this great school. 
As More prophesied, the example was followed 
throughout the country, and numerous g:ammar 
schools sprang up, which gave a grand impulse 
to middle-class education in England. 

Erasmus was another of the literary group 
that gathered around the pleasant home at Chel
sea, and it was under the patronage and the 
guidance of Sir Thomas More that he published 
the first edition of the Greek Testament, which 
was dedicated to Pope Leo X., and some writ
ings of the Fathers, and other works, which 
earned for him a European reputation. Erasmus 
in his letters writes enthusiastically of England , 
of its peaceful homesteads dotted over its rich 
plains, its woods redolent with sweet-scented 
violets, its hills mapped out in sloping fields all 
bright with golden sheaves, its people so loyal 
and so free. But above all the rest, Sir Thomas 
More himself was the object that he most admired, 
and the theme of his most fervid eulogy. His 
picture of the Court in those pre-Reformation 
days is particularly interesting. He is never 
weary of praising the King, the Q1Ieen, the lead
ing representatives of the clergy--they are all 
patrons of letters; the Court is the seat of the 
Muses , and might vie with Athens in the days of 
Pericles. The Q1Ieen Catherine is as virtuous as 
she is learned; she daily reads the Scriptures in 
English, spends six hours at her prayers, and 
kneels all the time without a cushion . The King 
is a scholar and a musician; he is devout, and 
has made barefoot the pilgrimage to the shrine of 
our Lady of Walsingham. Erasmus himself had 
made that pilgrimage, and he describes the broad 
green way across the fields by which the pilgrims 
approached, and the little chapel built within the 
splendid church, in imitation of the Holy House 
of Loretto, its walls ablaze with gold and jewels . 

Superficial men sometimes speak of the centu
ries that immediately preceded the Reformation 
as the Dark Ages. The intelligent student of 
genuine history will judge them far otherwise. 
Society was, indeed, then in a transition state, 
and those ages may be considered as a prepara
tory period But if we compare them with _the 
hundred years that followed the Reformation, 
they will not lose by the comparison; on the 
contrary, they must be styled ages of pi ety and 
enlightenment. Professor Paulsen, of the Berlin 
University, does not hesitate to say that "the 
Middle Ages were the school-time of the Ger
manic nations;' ' though no friend of the Catholic 
Church, he writes :-"The thoughtful student of 
history sees in the Middle Ages a time, not of 
decay, but of preparation; a period during which 
the seeds of a better growth were germinating 
in the soil. " 

The history of the University of Oxford, and 
the fate of the other great educational institu
tions of England, will well illustrate what I say. 
Never, perhaps, was such an impulse given to 
the higher studies in England as during the fifty 
years that preceded Henry VIII. 's Reformation 
scheme. Erasmus, writing in 1497, speaks of a 
·' rich harvest of classical literature" as flourish
ing at Oxford on every side, so much so, he 
says, that England, in respect of culture, had 
begun to outstrip France and Germany. The 
foundation of the grammar schools at Winches
ter and Et0n, and of Corpus Christi College at 
Oxford , and Cardinal Wolsey's munificent en
dowments, which were made "on a scale of 
grandeur hitherto unknown," and were spe
cially devised for the purpose of developing the 
studies of the new literature in connection with 
religion , tell us of the ardour with which the 
men of those days entered on the paths of pro
gress. Sir Thomas More was second to none of 
the great patrons of literature in his efforts to 
advance the higher studies in Oxford and Cam
bridge, and his letters attest that he was always 
ready to make use of his great influence with 
the King to promote their welfare. . 

It has been well said that the life of the nation 
has stamped its story on the development of 
Oxford. The very charters of its colleges tell 
the motives that prompted their endowment 
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In " All Saints" College, for instance, the stu
dents were commanded to pray for "the sub
jects of the crown of England who had fallen in 
the war with France, and for the souls of all the 
faithful departed," and B plenary indulgence was 
granted to all who visited its beautiful chapel. 
Under the plea of Reformation, that chapel was 
desecrated, its eight altars overthrown, the altar 
plate stolen, the precious missals and vestments 
consigned to the flames. At "Magdalen" Col
lege, Mass was to be offered every day of the 
year for the founders and other good patrons. 
"New" College, in a true spirit of beneficence, 
made special provision that poor scholars of 
ability might cultivate their talent. It provided 
"for the perfect maintenance and instruction of 
two hun&ed scholars to afford them a liberal 
support, and to lead them through a complete 
course of education from the first elements of 
letters, through the whole circle of the sciences; 
from the lowest class of grammatical learning to 
the highest degrees of the several faculties. " 
Whatever was grandest in architecture, and 
most sumptuous in the refinement of art, once 
adorned the chapel of this college. But under 
the Reformation it was despoiled of its silver and 
gold, and its fairest monuments of art were 
effaced. The Hon. and Rev. S. Broderick, 
warden of " Merton " College, the latest writer 
on the subject, attests that in dealing with col
leges, the spirit in which the Royal Commission
ers acted was ruthlessly iconoclastic, and that 
" not only were the old services abolished, but 
altars, images, statues, ' the things called organs', 
and everything else which seemed to savor of 
'superstition,' were defaced or swept away. 
The amount of destruction wrought by their 
orders among the libraries and chapels of col
leges cannot now be estimated, but it was cer
tainly enormous, and cartloads of classical and 
scientific manuscripts were consigned to the 
flames, together with many an illuminated mas
terpiece of scholastic literature." 

The destruction, however, of the monuments 
of art, and the plunder of everything most pre
cious, were not the only results that marked the 
progress of the Reformation in Oxford . It seem
ed as if a blight had fallen on all literary pursuits. 
Mr. Lang, in his history of Oxford, writes that: 

"The reign of Edward the Sixth gave full play 
to that fanatic and intolerable hatred of letters 
which had now and again made its voice to be 
heard under Henry the Eighth. Oxford was 
almost empty. The schools were used by laun
dresses as a place where clothes might conve
niently be dried. The citizens encroached on aca
demical property. Some schools were quite de• 
stroyed, and the sitis converted into gardens. 
Few men took degrees. The college plate and 
jewels, left by pious benefactors, were stolen and 
went to the melting pot. Thus flourished Ox
ford under Edward the Sixth ." 

When the divinity studies were 8uppressed at 
Oxford by order of Henry the Eighth, great efforts 
were made for a time to promote the classics and 
other branches of profane literature, but these 
studies, like plants that had been overforced, 
quickly drooped and perished. The historian of 
Oxford writes that "there, where Minerva for
merly sat as regent, was nothing during all the 
reign of King Edward the Sixth . but wretched 
solitariness; nothing but a dead silence prevail
ed. " So, too, at Cambridge, the classical revival 
died a natural death, and Latimer, though a cham
pion of the new order of things, pithily writes: 
" It would pity a man's heart to hear what I hear 
of the state of Cam bridge; " and he adds that 
there were then ten thousand fewer students in 
the kingdom than there were twenty years pre
viously. The ruin of the universities was com
pleted by the foreign Protestant divines who came 
fr~m Germany and Switzerland to fill the profes
sorships which no English scholar would accept 
under the new religious regime. They declared 
that the academica l degrees were anti-Christian, 
and wherever their influence extended the libra
ries were consigned to the flames. It was thus 
that the precious collection of illuminated manu
scripts and classical authors, formed by Hum
phrey, Duke of Gloucester, in Henrv the Sixth ·s 
reign, perished. Of the one hundred, and twenty
nine Manuscripts on vellum, adorned with costly 
illuminations, which the Duke presented to Ox
ford, only one survived the tempest of destruc
tion that followed in the paths of the royal visitors. 
When Sir Thomas Bodley took up his residence 
at Oxford, towards the close of the Sixteenth 
Century, he found the libraries "in every part 
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waste and ruined," and the splendid foundation 
which he inaugurated, now known as the Bod
leian Library, was but a collection of the frag
ments which had accidently been spared from the 
general destruction. 

Froude, in his History of England, gives many 
details of the work of ruin carried on in those 
days. Throughout 'England , he says, "by the 
year 1 539, there was nothing left to tell of the 
presence of the saints but the names that clung 
to the churches they had built, or the shadowy 
memories which hung about their desecrated 
tombs. Still the torrent rolled. Injunctions were 
issued for the general purification of the churches. 
From wall and window, every picture, every 
image commemorative of saint, or prophet, or 
apostle, was to be extirpated and put away, so 
that there should remain no memory of the same; 
in general, spoliation became the law of the land; 
the statues crashed from the niches; rood and 
rood-loft were laid low, and the sunlight stared 
on the whitened aisles. The cathedrals and the 
churches of London be'Came the chosen scenes of 
riot and profanity. St. Paul 's was the stock ex
change of the day, where the merchants met for 
business, and the lounge where young gallants 
gathered, fought, and killed each other. They 
rode their horses through the aisles and stabled 
them among the monuments . As to the mass 
of the people, hospitals were gone, schools 
broken up, almshouses swept away; every insti
tution which Catholic piety had bequeathed for 
the support of the poor w2s either abolished or 
suspended ; and the poor themselves, smarting 
with rage and suffering, and seeing piety, hon
esty, duty, trampled under foot by their super
iors, were sinking into savages. Missals were 
chopped in pieces with hatches, college libraries 
plundered and burned. The divinity schools 
were planted with cabbages, and the Oxford 
laundresses dried clothes in the schools of art. ·• 

The Rev. Augustus Jessop, as late as 1889, 
treating of the five thousand churches scattered 
throughout England in the pre-Reformation 
period, writes: " If we go back in imagination 
to the condition of these churches as they were 
when the Reformation began, it may safely be 
affirmed that there was not at that time, there nev
er had been, and there is never likely to be again, 

anything in the world that could at all compare 
with our English churches. There never has 
been an area of anything like equal extent so 
immeasurably rkh in works of art such as were 
then to be found within the four seas. The pro
digious and incalculable wealth stored up in the 
churches of this country, in the shape of sculp
ture, glass, needlework, sepulchral monuments, 
in marble, alabaster and metal, the jewelled 
shrines, the precious manuscripts, their bindings, 
the frescoes and carved work, the vestments 
and exquisite vessels in silver and gold , and all 
the quaint and dainty and splendid productions 
of an exuberant artistic appetite, and an artistic 
passio.n for display, which were to be found not 
only in the great religious houses, but dispersed , 
more or less, in every parish church in En~land, 
constitutes such an enormous aggregate of pre
cious forms of beauty as fairly baffles the imagin
ation when we attempt to conceive it. There 
are lists of the church goods, that is, of the con-

. tents of the churches, by the thousands , not 
only in the sixteenth century, but in the four
teenth: there they are for anyone to read; and , 
considering the smallness of the area and the 
poverty of the people, I say again that the his
tory of the world has nothing to show which 
can for one moment be compared with our 
English churches as they were to be found when 
the spoilers were let loose upon them . Well! 
We all know what a clean sweep w as made of 
the contents of these church es. The locusts 
devoured all. But th e fabrics remained; the 
fabrics have remained down to our time; they 
are, as it were, the glorious framework of the 
religious life of the past. " 

But to return to Sir Thomas More. He strenu
ously labored to promote the best interests of the 
universities, colleges, and other educational insti
tutions throughout the kingdom . Learned men 
from the continent were encouraged to settle in 
London. His own happy home at Chelsea was 
ever open to them and served as a centre whence 
enlightenment and piety radiated to every part 
of the kingdom . 

But a change was soon to come over this pleas
ant scene. The King, headlong in his passion , 
had sought a divorce from his lawful wife that he 
might take to himself Anne Boleyn as Queen; 
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and as the Pope could neither be cajoled by 
promises nor terrified by threats to mould his 
decrees in accordance with the monarch's pleas
ure, Henry resolved to set himself up as P~pe in 
England, and sooner than be separated from the 
object of his passion, to separate his kingdom 
from the unity of the Catholic fold. 

More's conscience forbade him to follow the 
King in this reckless course. When he resigned 
the seals, he had counted the cost, for he knew 
full well the penalty that the royal displeasure 
had prepared for him. Though he heeded not 
the fate, no matter how sad, that might await 
himself, his heart was overwhelmed with sad
ness at the thought of the r,uined fortunes of those 
most dear to him. When proceeding to Lam
beth to appear before the Royal Commissioners, 
on the 13th of April, 1534, he remained silent and 
downcast for a considerable time; at length he 
said to his son-in-law, " My son, I thank Our 
Lord; the field is won." It was the dictate of 
conscience that had triumphed over human weak
ness. Thenceforth laying aside all material cares, 
he resigned himself entirely to the divine will. 
The tedious months of his imprisonment were 
a preparation for his heavenly crown. 

Few scenes more beautiful are recorded in ec
clesiastical history than the meeting of the heroic 
father and the daughter of his love in the gloomy 
cell of the Tower of London. The one hiding 
his emotion, strove to console his child who came 
to comfort him; the other in fondest affection 
co ntending against all hope to avert the blow 
which was far more dreaded to herself than to 
the father whom she loved. It was the morning 
of the 4th of May, I 535, that she visited him, and 
as they conversed standing at the window of the 
prison cell, there passed across the court below 
a group of religious who were being led out to 
execution. Three of these were Carthusian 
monks in their snow-white robes; another was 
a secular priest who, like them, was to die for 
the fait h. More was struck by the radiance of 
joy that shone around them, and, turning to his 
daughter, said, ' ' Dost thou not see that these 
blessed Fathers be as cheerfully going to their 
deaths as bridegrooms to their marriage?" But 
the daughter was silent, for the instinct of love 
whispered to her that the yearning of her father's 

he;irt then only could be satisfied when h~ would 
b_e associated with them in their heroic profes
sion of faith and their martyr crown. 

More was treated with peculiar severity whilst 
awaiting trial, in the hope to break his spirit and 
overcome his constancy, but he on his part used 
every effort to add other voluntary mortifications, 
the better to ensure perseverance and to enhance 
the merit of his sacrifice. Even his books and 
writing materials were taken away from him. 
More then pleasantly closed the shutters of his 
narrow ce ll, and, when asked by the Lieutenant 
of the Tower why he did so, he laughingly re
plied that as the wares were all gon e, the shop 
windows might as well be closed, but the se
cret of this act of self-denial w as that he might 
solely fix his affections on the light of eternity. 

Un the first of July, he was led forth to trial, 
or rather to certain condemnation, at Westmin
ster. It was no longer the royally-arrayed Chan
cellor that was seated in the judgment hall, but 
an aged prisoner whose weak frame resting on a 
staff, and whose tottering steps and sordid gown 
told too clearly of the squalor and sufferings of 
his long imprisonment; and yet, his serenity and 
self-composure were the same as in the heyday 
of his brilliant career. He seemed only intent on 
solacing the grief of others. He looked to his 
own lot not with dread but with joy, whilst in 
the presence of his calmness, his sagacity, his 
heroism of conscience, his restrained eloquence, 
it was apparent to all that the agents of the 
Crown felt cowed and abashed. The thought 
and the lessons of the Redeemer were, in these 
moments of crisis, his solace and the source of 
his joy, and it was given to him to realize 
the truth of his own words, "The say
ings of our Saviour, Christ, are not a poet's 
fable, nor a harper's song, but the very holy 
words of God Himself. " 

More's trial has been described by Lord Camp
bell as "a judicial murder, the blackest crime 
that has ever been perpetrated in England under 
the form of law. " Lord Macaulay ha~ called the 
State trials of those days, mockery, and he adds 
that they were even worse than a mockerv for 
they were "murder preceded by mummery.:, 

Sir James Mackintosh, writing some fifty years 
ago, stated that More was indicted under the Act 
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of Succession. Modern research, however, has 
brought to light the very scroll of impeachment 
and the minutest details of the trial. He was 
indicted under the Act of Supremacy, and the 
one capital offence imputed to him was to the 
effect that he had refused to recognize the King 
as the Supreme Head on earth of the Church of 
England . When sentence of death was passed, 
being asked what he could allege against the 
sentence, he replied, that Supremacy in the 
Church could not belong to a layman, but 
'' rightfully belonged to the See of Rome, as 
granted personally by our Lord, when on earth, 
to St. Peter and his successors," and, he added, 
that as the City of London could not make a law 
against the laws of the realm of England, so 
England could not make a law contrary to the 
law of Christ's Catholic Church. The Magna 
Charta of England decreed that the English 
Church should be free and enjoy all its rights 
entire; \he very foundation of those rights and 
that freedom was its communion with the Apos
tolic See. He concluded, that " for England to 
refuse spiritual obedience to the See of Rome 
was the same as for a child to refuse obedience 
to a parent." 

As he was led from Westminster to the 
Tower, his favorite daughter, Margaret, desirous 
to see him for the last time, awaited his arrival 
near the Tower wharf, where she knew the prison 
guard would pass. When he approached and 
recognized her, she threw herself on her knees 
at a distance to reverently receive his final bless
ing, and then rushing through the guards, she 
embraced her father, throwing her arms around 
his neck and kissing him . With all affection he 
gave her his fatherly blessing and spoke some 
words of comfort to her. She turned to depart, 
but, like one beside herself through love of her 
father, she again rushed through the guard, 
once more embraced him, divers times kissed 
him lovingly, and then was led away with a full 
and heavy heart. All the spectators, even the 
guards, were moved to tears. 

The sixth of July was the day fixed for the 
execution on Tower Hill. The d·eed was quickly 
done .. The crowd sobbed and sighed in sorrow 
and gnef, but More, joyous and serenely calm 
mounted the scaffold. He gave a gold · coin t~ 

the headsman and thanked him for the duty he 
was about to perform. One stroke gave to the 
brightest genius and the noblest heart in England 
the martyr's crown. 

The King took possession of the Chancellor's 
grounds at Chelsea and all his other property
Dunkington, Trenkford, and Benley Park, allow
ing his widow only twenty pounds annually. 
He indulged his tyranny still further by imprison
ing More's favorite daughter, Margaret, "both 
because she kept her father's head for a relic, and 
that she meant to set her father's work in print. " 

It was More's special ai m, despite the fiery pas
sions of the monarch, to uphold the people's 
rights, and to safeguard the nation 's freedom. 
Through reverence for religion, he would take his 
place among the humblest of the faithful around 
the altar, and reckoned it as a privilege to be per
mitted to serve Mass within the sanctuary. The 
grand old cathedrals of England he honored with 
that devout reverence which Montalembert has 
so well described as '' exquisite in their beauty 
and overpowering in their majesty;" and he loved 
with filial piety the adornment of the altars and 
sanctuaries of religion. 

More gave unvarying proof of incorruptible in
tegrity, making it a rule to accept no gifts. He 
was poor when resigning the Chancellorship; 
nevertheless he sent back the gift ot £5,000, 

which the clergy of England offered to him in token 
of their appreciation of his firmness and fidelity in 
championing the cause of the Catholic Faith. 
He rejoiced to be permitted to withdraw from 
the Court, for he hated its corruption, and its 
intrigues were distasteful to him , hence at the 
dictates of honor, he resigned all the high offices 
which he held from the Crown. 

The death of More was lamented by all the 
best and noblest in the land, ;is the overthrow 
of justice, an unparalleled deed of national re
proach and shame. His character has come 
down in history as one of incomparable grand
eur, and there is not one who admires integrity 
and virtue in the discharge of domestic and State 
duties, and who is proud of England's fame, but 
will offer a wreath of praise to the genius, the 
piety, the constancy, the heroism of the great 
Chancellor and great martyr, the Blessed Sir 
Thomas More. C. M. 
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To 

ctboptn. 
" Like a poet hidden 

In the light of thought, 
Singing hymns unbidden , 

Till the world is wrought 
sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded 
not. " 

..rN literature an artist's name is immortalized, 
II not by the number of productions which 

have emanated from his pen, but by the supreme 
excellence and individuality which pervade them, 
though these qualities may be contained within 
a very narrow limit. In music, as a rule, our 
judgment is affected by other considerations. 
M0zart spent but six weeks in writing three of 
his grandest symphonies; Hiindel's Messiah 
was placed before the musical world in less than 
a month after the first notes were written down; 
some of Schubert's songs were produced in less 
than a day. Is it any wonder that we expect 
our musicians to be more prolific ? 

For some reason the composer has been more 
generous than his fellow- artists . Perhaps he h:is 
devoted himself to his work with more persever
ance and more steadfastness, and, at the end, 
though the period of life may have been a short 
one, bestowed on the world untold riches. 

Such a one was Frederick Chopin, who first 
saw the light of day at Zelazowa Wola, near 
Warsaw, on 1st of March , 1809. A comrade 
once said of him: " II avait I' es pirit ecorche vif, " 
which explains his whole life. Delicate, sensi
tive, fastidious , he was lath to commit himself to 
a decision, lest it should fall s hort of the highest 
that he knew. Rapid and brilliant in improvisa
tion , he deemed it not too great an effo: t to 
write and rewrite a single page for weeks at a 
time ; and he judged his own actions with the 
same acute criticism which he applied to those 
of others. His heart was Polish, but his music 
is cosmopolitan , for it generally took the color of 
his emotions at the time of writing. The Storm 
Prelude is said to express his fears for the safety 
of George Sand when sh e was on the sea 

After the revolution of 1830, Chopin left for 
Paris. At first he met with little or no success 
and determined to go to America , but fate de
creed otherwise. An accidental meeting with a 
friend was the means Qf ;in entree to the sa!on~ 

of M. Rothschild, and from that time fortune 
smiled on him. An anecdote is told of a dinner 
party in Paris at which he was a guest. When 
the company had gone to the drawing room, 
the host had the bad taste at once to ask him 
to play. This looked very like paying for one's 
dinner Chopin turned to him and with a slight 
shrug of the shoulders, said: "But-Monsieur le 
Baron, I have eaten so little! " 

His friends, Heine, Meyerbeer, Ary Scheffer, 
Eugene Delacroix, often assembled at his 
rooms in Paris. Liszt came there also, but 
Chopin disliked him. Two great stars of nearly 
the same magnitude could hardly shine in their 
full splendor in such close proximity. As a 
pianist Chopin had no superior except Liszt, who 
on one occasion, lavished on his playing words 
of high praise. " Ah," replied Chopin in a tone 
of subtla contempt, " So he is willing to allow 
me a kingdom in his empire. " 

A visitor at Chopin's house, 9 Rue St. Lazare, 
gives a touching description of the artist and of 
his great musical talent: "He did not attack the 
note, he subdued it, he magnetized it, he made 
it speak, wail, sing, unroll itself in fantastic 
arabesques. In modulations frequent and bizarre 
his music abounds, rhythm the most odd and 
unexpected,-now the sound of a muffled drum, 
anon the tolling of funeral bells, the soft whisper 
of a breeze among the foliage, the rocking of a 
gc,ndola upon a calm sea-he portrayed all that. 
Then again it was some religious chant, the 
powerful tones of the organ, the deep, passion
ate voice of the violincello, the strings of a harp 
vibrating with celestial melody; again it was the 
human voice, and nearly always the voice flung 
out an appeal, despairing, beseech1ng, full of 
youthful ardor and fire. In listening to him we 
were all hypnotized that evening, it was indeed 
the music of an exile devoted and dying; and 
with that faith he has written from beginning to 
end. The work of Chopin is like the Divine 
Comedy of Dante; he has put into it his love, 
his country, and his God. " 

Dr. Engel tells of the beauty of Chopin's 
character: ''Chopin," he writes, ' ' was a model 
friend, a perfect gentleman, the most reliable 
man known. His slight, fragile body contained 
a ~trong and believin~ soul ,'' Yet, his was a 
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weak character, his was a ruined life. With a 
higher and stronger moral force, he might have 
been a happier man . Few relics of the great 
composer remain. Alas! they were all burned 
with his letters by a band of soldiers, during an 
insurrection in Warsaw, to keep up the fire 
while they were brewing punch! 

Chopin was patriotic-patriotism inspires the 
artist. To a sojourner in a foreign land the 
songs of home seem almost the songs of heaven. 
He wa~ cosmopolitan for "the earth is the 
Lord 's and the fullness thereof"; his music will 
live, for he speaks in it what thousands feel, yet 
cannot express , he speaks not alone to a nation 
but to mankind, and, as Emerson truly says: 
'' He who writes to his own heart. writes to 
an eternal public." 

Poland has given some great men to the liter
ary and musical world. Frederick Chopin never 
ceased to be a Pole from the day he left his 
home in Warsaw, to seek fame and happiness 
on the banks of the sunny Seine, until he breathed 
his last breath , and the earth he had brought 
from his beloved fatherland, nineteen yea rs 
before, was sprinkled on his cofGn . 

ALICE LAWLOR. 

Scbool a:brontcle . 
'11+/fl E have wandered unbidden to the spa
~ cious hall and there commented fav

orably on the success of the young amateurs in 
Delsarte ; we have also, with a sister editor, 
trespassed beyond the life-mark and eaten of the 
forbidden fruit. Let us now view the students 
in another interesting feature of their daily 
routine-this time as members of the choral 
class. 

Undoubtedly, we are unwelcome visitors, 
nevertheless, we shall venture in Signor Nuno 
is seated at a large square piano; adjusting his 
spectacles. The girls are chatting in a subdued 
tone, as girls will, about-well, •it would be diffi~ 
cult tu say just what forms the topic of their con
versation at this critical moment. Do not let me 
gi_ve _YOU the impression that they are thus · in
fnngmg upon the rules of discipline, for you will 
rer~ark that at the sound of a few chords the 
voices are hushed. 

The exercise has <,:o mrnenced. As the profess~ 

or scrutinizingly scans his class-the members 
of which art: arranged in irregular rows before 
him-an expression of curiosity as well as 
amusement steals over his face, and we shall 
~ltimately discover that the plans formed at that 
moment develop during the course of the lesson 
into a most unpleasant reality. All foreigners, as 
a rule, find a difficulty in making themselves 
understood , or, at least, succeed after a strenuous 
effort. Of this we are convinced as we listen to 
our teacher's apparently lucid explanation of 
"thirrds" and "sixts," " hol tons" and "half 
tons " Evidently he is ignorant of the musical 
capabilities of our girls, as all this has been 
drummed into their craniums for years. How
ever, they appear exceedingly interested, and 
their interest increases to an alarming extent 
when the startling announcement is made to 
them over the sounding-board, that, "in order 
to have a choral class it is necessary that the 
voices should be classified ." At this crisis the 
shrinking nature of the convent girls becomes 
painfully manifest; one would almost think that 
Jupiter had hurled his thunderbolts among them, 
such was the .consternation portrayed on each 
face. They ell know what it means, and 
vainly do the unfortunate ones whom nature 
seems to have bereft of vocal organs, implore 
in spirit the aid of the " Choir Invisible. " Sub
sequent developments will aid us in judging for 
ourselves of the efficacy of their prayers. 

Let us turn our attention to the · young lady 
seated directly in the centre of the platform-to 
her of the nose glasses, or more frequently, of 
the gold-rimmed spectacles. Timidly she ad
vances, peering cautiously over the rim of her 
lunettes, as though fearing an explosion of 
laughter from her equally nervous companions. 
She has now by a dexterous movement, con
verted her apron into a protecting· cape around 
her shoulders. The poor girl is frightened to 
death. The professor is a kind gentleman and 
waits patiently for her_ to_ emit some sound. At 
·1ast· gaining courage, her _gaze directed towards 
the ceiling, and her hands riveted by her side, 
she opens her mouth and endeavors to vocalize 
the letter 0. If facial expression is an index to 
one's emotional nature. her fright serves her 
on this occasion most effectively'. (o~ from h~r 
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terrified expression one would think that a part 
of the heavens had suddenly fallen out, and she 
was excl.1iming involuntarily at the sight thereof, 
when-horrors !-what sound is that which 
breaks upon the ear? Could the "Raven " which 
Poe has immortalized have returned to grace our 
classic shade? To some the caw of a cow is 
agreeable, but to others-however, let us con
gratulate our sister editor on her perfect success, 
and above all, on her perfect composure under 
such trying circumstances. 

The next in line of our merry choristers is a 
slender, almost sylph-like maiden, of sunny dis-

. position, and a general favorite. She is conscious 
of being absolutely voiceless, but, as usual, is 
willing to afford her companions some amuse
ment, even at her own expense. Whilst wait
ing for this young vocal amateur to decide upon 
the advantage of being able to sustain middle C 
for two beats the master improvises; indulging 
in a series of inversions relative to C major, when 
just at the moment when the rich arpeggio of A 
minor is most enchanting, the spirit moves our 
friend and she bursts forth in a jarring C major. 
Ye gods! how thrilling. The teacher apostro
phizes vehemently her incorrect ear, and she 
retires distrustful of its general organization. 
With reluctant steps another member of the 
class advances. In her nervous delirium she 
evidently believes that a hook in the back of her 
collar is deranged-a most disagreeable thing, 
especially when one's hair is flowing-and 
while struggling to remedy the imaginary evil, 
utters inarticulate sounds-apologies for a voice 
-but laughs good naturedly at her failure. 
Signor N. pauses before deciding as to the 
intrinsic value of this young lady's voice, and 
then, to the chagrin of all, classes her as an M. A. 
These letters which, under other circumstances, 
might be the realization of the ambition of many 
a student on the road to fame, have now a pain
ful significance, one which apparently seems to 
amuse. 

By this time the conclusion is reached that as 
there are no singers, classification is out of the 
question. Meanwhile a few strains of Gott
schalk's "Last Hope" linger around us, and the 
master absorbed in his own reflections, is awak
ened from his reverie py ~everal clear bird-like 

notes. They contrast so with what he has 
already enjoyed that he raises his head in aston
ishment, his face beaming with gratitude. The 
singer is a chubby little miss of fifteen, a resident 
of one of our large eastern cities, who seems to 
bring sunshine wherever she goes. Every one 
loves her on this account, and she is now hailed 
as a star of good omen-one that will not 
disappoint expectations. Encouragement fol
lows, and the professor says he will have the 
young ladies sing in chorus, declaring that if the 
ensemble singing prove not more successful than 
the individual attempt, even a conception of any
thing like a choral class would be an absurdity. 

For the twentieth time the strings of the old 
Knabe · respond to the touch of a despondent 
artist and the class bursts forth in such an 
ecstacy of melody that the very walls of the room 
reverberate in echo. The once nervous vocalists 
have ultimately learned . that "in union is 
strength," and the old adage has served them 
well. The master, needless to say, is overcome 
with amazement. and a smile steals over his 
face as he secretly comments that "woman is a 
delusion and a snare. " 

Music, music everywhere, 
It made the welkin ring, 

Music, music everywhere, 
Yet not a soul did sing. 

Some weeks have now elapsed. The class 
has been most satisfactory, and Signor Nuno 
marks with intense interest the progress his 
pupils are making in the art of voice culture. 

November third.-An impromptu elocution re
cital, given by Mrs . Wesley-Smith (nee Adelyn 
O'Hara), whose name is undoubtedly familiar to 
many of Loretto's former pupils. The school 
contemporaries of Mrs. Wesley-Smith will 
probably remember the charm of her elocution, 
and be pleased to learn, through the columns of 
our journal, that it has served as a source of 
infinite pleasure both to herself and to her favored 
friends. 

Mrs. Smith's first impression on entering the 
hall was one of edification, as she remarked the 
number of blue ribbons present. The blue-ribbon 
girl, in convent parlance, is one who is esteemed 
a model for the others and entitled to a place of 
honorable ~istinction in the school. Alas! how 
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. th temptation to follow the example of strong 1s e · h 
the ill-fated sheep of Panurge and w~lk m t e 

f mischievous leader until we find footsteps o a . f 
I not exactly in the surging waters o ourse ves- . . 

b t l·mmersed m a sea of scholastic the ocean, u . . 
bl But this is a d1gress10n, so I shall re-trc,u e. . . 

sume by saying that, after a ?nef allus10n to m~ny 
pleasant reminiscences relative to the happy da_ys 
spent within these hallowed wa~ls, Mrs . ?mllh 
recited a selection from James Whitcomb _R1ley
·'Just Enough to be Good_"-rendered with_ such 
unaffected sincerity as to mstall her at once m the 

,,,. ctions of all present. Her next number was 
a11e . • " Th 
from Sir Edwin Arnold 's "Light of Asia. e 
subject savored of the sublime and the langu~ge 
was enhanced by that grace of gesture wh1c~ 
never fails to add perceptibly to the general ~ent 
of a recitation. Then came the different vers1o~s 
of the well-known rhyme of "Mary and Her Lit
tle Lamb. " Mrs. Smith's skillful impersonatio_n 
of the frivolous demoiselle, the extremely sensi
ble and thoroughly rhetorical young Vassar ~tu
dent, of the Boston girl, etc. , appealed forcibly 
to the risible faculties of her audience. The 
seniors, although participating in the gene_ral 
enjoyment and desirous of having the entertam
ment prolonged, considered it an imposition _on 
the aood-nature of their guest to ask for anythmg 

b . , 

more and vainly did they caution the Juniors to 
restrain their enthusiasm, which was already 
reaching an alarming crisis; the latter insisted on 
"one more piece," as they expressed it. Mrs. 
Smith could not resist such an appeal and gra
ciously responded with a very 3ppropriate selec
tion-' ·Little Daisy's Faith. " To us of more ma
ture judgment it was really amazing to see one 
who just a few moments ago had portrayed the 
dauntless courage and passionate eloquence of a 
Persian woman bereft of her only child, now 
with equal facility and success act the part of a 
baby girl, imitate. her baby prattle, and reveal her 
child-like faith. She was truly the '' Q1Ieen of 
Hearts" that night, as we venture to say she is 
the queen of home. 

Later when little heads sought the comfort of 
downy pillows and the world was · wrapt in 
slumber, it is needless to say that sheltering 
angels warded off all nocturnal attacks of fairy 
goblins, who did not "git" us; and wooed by 

"the gentle deity of Dreams," we were all soon 
lost in the land of nod. 

November sixth, 2 p. m.-The sound of a 
little bell interrupts the merriment of the recrea
tion hall and we are summoned to the assembly 
room, where a very pleasant. surprise awaits us. 
For some days it had been rumored that a rare 
literary feast was in store for us-a lecture on 
the "Cross-Bearers," from Mr. Frank H. Sever
ance, editor of "The Illustrated Buffalo Express. " 

Accompanied by Hon. P.A. Porter, Niagara_ Falls, 
Hon . T. V. Welch, Superintendent of the Niagara 
Park Reservation, and Mr. W. A. King, Manager 
of "Catholic Union and Times," Buffalo, this gen
tleman reached the Academy at 1.30 p. m., and, 
after having enjoyed the well-known hos~itali_ty 
of our house and the magnificent view which its 
galleries· afford of the gre;.it Cataract and the 
wonderful Falls ' region, proceeded to the lecture 
hall in which we had assembled with anticipa
tive pleasure, and was introduced tu his audience 
by our esteemed friend, Hon. T. V. ~elch, 1_n 
that genial, graceful manner, so peculiarly his 
own. 

Mr. Severance has been for years engaged in 
collecting historic records of Niagarn, ar.d , co~
sidering our favored locality, was quite happy m 
his choice of a subject relating to the early col
onization of this part of Canada. Although not 
of the faith, Mr. Severance eulogized with re
markable impartiality the labors of the early mis
sionaries, dwelling upon the spirit of self-renun
ciation and perseverance manifested by those 
noble sons of the Cross in facing the many dan
gers inseparable from the conversion and civili
zation of the aborigines of what was then a vast 
wilderness. His description of the inhumanity 
practised by the Indians towards the Black Robes 
was vividly realistic; various legend~ were also 
introduced , which at the present time are. re
ceived as authenticated facts. In conclusion, 
Mr. Severance paid a magnificent tribute to the_ 
labors and sufferings of those intrepid soldiers ol 
Christ, adding, that the rude cross which_ they 
erected upon the site of their conque~ts still r~
mains a silent witness of the faith which, to this 
day, is triumphant. . 

After the lecture, Mr. Welch voiced the grate
ful sentiments of the pupils for the favor conferred 
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by Mr. Severance, bestowing generous praise on 
the ma ny noble qualities of his friend. 

November twenty-fourth.-A trip to the Clifton 
Bazaar and a feast of good things, provided 
through the kindness of Rev. J. C. Feehan, 0. C. 
C., St. Patrick's Church. Everything that could 
delight the eye of the most fastidious was to be 
had-for money, of course-to be devoted to the 
praiseworthy purpose of liquidating th e debt on 
the beautiful edifice that crowns the royal avenue. 

The prize most coveted by all w as th e life-li ke 
portrait of the genial Pastor, executed in our 
studio, and which we regret was not obtained 
by one of the parishioners. 

Not the least enjoyable feattire of the da y w as 
the impromptu concert, given by the pupils of 
St. Patrick's school, followed by a contest for a 
''candy mine, " which seemed almost inexha ust
ible. Some of the ''miners " were of the gen
tler sex, we rejoice to say that they came off vic
torious, and with the generosity characteristic of 
the truly great, shared with their adversaries. 

At.ANNA MARMION. 

IDanctng. 
""A~CING, not of itself, but as now practised, 
W ts not acceptable to all Christians. I say 
''not of itself, " because Christians believe in the 
Bible, and dancing is scriptural. Those so-called 
Christians who condemn the dance in any and 
every form, and who profess the most profound 
reverence for Bible teaching, are, to say the least, 
inconsistent on this subject, and on many others 
not here relevant. I need not refer to the pass
ages in holy writ in which dance and song is 
the synonym for joy among the Lord's elect. 

So long as lambs skip through very joyousness, 
just so long will dancing discover to us the 
young, the fair, and the gay. Nay, have we not 
seen the aged and venerable, old in years but 
young in heart, suddenly led captive by music 
through the poetry of motion? By these I do 
not mean the worse than silly old men and 
women who do not possess true joy of heart, 
and for whom it seems a crime to dance. They 
dance because society pipes, and a sorry piping, 
and a sorry dancing it is! One of the saddest 
sights I ever saw was a grave-faced, heavy-heeled 
man trying to follow his wife through the mazes 

of a dance, because· it was represented to him as 
tr.e proper thing to do. What a farce it was! 

I do not wish to champion dancing as it is at 
present practised; I cannot. Exception may be 
taken to tim(;!, place, company and the dance it
self. 

As to time:-Three hundred years ago, and 
back to the beginning of the Christian era, dan
cing ceased at nightfall. All the members of the 
family were present to take part. There was no 
turning of night into day, no over-heated, badly
ventilated dancing rooms, :rnd no night air with 
its malaria and death-dealing chills lying in wait 
to entrap the gaudily, gauzily clad. 

We require change of time. Let us return to 
the observance of our forefathers! 

As to place :-Where the merry-makers met in 
days gone by, was ;it the May-pole, on the 
greensward, or around the home hearth of cot 
and hall. Public dancing halls open at night 
were not then known. Father and mother, and 
even grandfather and grandmother were expected 
to attend . Let us once more consider place, and 
welcome our grandparents! 

What is more pleasing to the eye and cheering 
to the heart than a gay party of youths and 
maidens bringing, for a few brief hours, a reig n 
of joy to our homes? 

The other extreme is the dance house or ha ll 
cold and uninviting, because lacking in the gen~ 
ial welcome extended by a home: the merry
making is a revel, and the dancers sink to tha t 
standard and become revellers. · The young men 
sometimes go out for "drinks," and even carry 
liquor to the dancing- hall. Thus they become 
carousers, and they make of the scene a carousa l. 
Who can gainsay them? They outrage the pro
prieties of no home. Grandmothers are never 
seen in these places : we could not ask them to 
follow there. Need we wonder that Christians 
call out against our modern dancing! 

As to the company:-We are never supposed 
to question the moral standing of any one invited 
by the host and hostess whose invitation we 
have accepted. It would be bad form. Are not 
some passports questionable at sight? As an 
instance: with us Canadians to be ·' English, 
you know " is not always a joke. It is a serious, 
recognized passport to our best society. Let a 
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man but drop his "r's" , indulge in "ah 's" and 
yawns, and although the English vulgar know 
that an English gentleman pronounces his words 
correctly, many of our colonial better class seem 
not to have attained to that knowlenge. The 
man in question may be a Birchall sailing under 
false colors, and throwing dust in our eyes from 
dashing turnouts, or he m ay be a foreign count, 
or a bona fide lord , the patron of ballet dancers, 
and variety actresses, but oh! what a rush there 
is for the touch of his hand,-that hand that car
ries worse pollution than the hand of the lowest 
rake of the dance houses. In this respect, I do 
not think Can;;dians are quite so foolish as our 
American cousins. And let a man but have 
money, he will not want fair partners and en
couraging mammas. 

All this is in the province of the ball room and 
under the name of dancing. Then think of the 
plotting and scheming, the uncharitable riva lries, 
the fiendish jealousies, the crushing heartaches, 
-all in the name of merriment! And who pays 
the piper? - insolvent merchants and worn-out 
dressmakers. Even when honestly paid for, 
these toilets so gorgeous from weary dress
makers ' hands, are suggestive of '' barbarous 
opulence" and hateful rivalry. Let the wearers 
stand as advertisements! They cannot dance : 
they do not possess merry hearts! Let them not 
be considered proper company in the dance! 

As to the dance itself :-1 shall not champion 
it in all its forms: I cannot. Some of the 
Christian sects, notably the Methodist, condemn 
dancing in all its forms and features. Generally 
speaking, have they not much reason in doing 
so? We seldom see the dance in its true honesty 
and simple merriment of spirit. 

The C:Jtholic Church believes it unscriptural to 
condemn dancing per se, but denounces "round 
dances" and public dance halls. These round 
dances, with the waltz as leader, were intro
duced, about the end of the last century, from 
Germany,- which country, by the way, has 
al ways been the hot-bed of matters revolution
ary. Among other writers, Lord Byron refers 
t_o them disparagingly. The French Court, in the 
licentiousness that precipita ted the Revolution , 
was shocked at the too- apparent indecorum of 
the waltz. Strange to say, after the lapse of 

many years, the round dance has not only not 
died out, but has become popular with all na
tions. To the uninitiated beholder it is a dizzy 
whirl , in which m1m look like Jack-in-the-box 
skeletons, and their partners like bedizened tops. 

Dancing programmes now show more of 
these round dances than of any other sort. 
Therefore, Catholic young people who attend 
dancing parties cannot long resist the temptation 
to join in these forbidden dances. They return 
home conscience-stricken , and lacking in self
respect. In vain are they reminded of Minnie 
Sherman, th e daughter of Gr: neral W. T . Sher
man, who declined to dance a round dance with 
H. R. H. the Prince of Wales, and also Lady 
Dufferin, who would not dance a round dance 
even with her husband. 

Why cannot we change the objectionable 
forms, features, and methods of our present sys
tem of dancing, and return to our honest Na
tion al dances,-the English Country Dances, the 
Irish Jigs, the Scotch Reels and Strathspeys, the 
French "Fours ," Gavottes, and Minuets, the 
Spanish Fandangos, etc., etc .? 

These dances are extremely graceful , an·d in 
the highest degree artistic They require study 
and practise. In their intricacies the centuries 
have figured the history of Terpsichorean art , 

Let us make the best of it, for no earthly power 
can banish dancing from this mundane sphere. 
It will not be relegated to the s tars! So long as 
lambs will .skip, the heels of the young and light
hearted will keep time to the music of the heart. 
Ah , one has only to speak kindly to a little child 
on the street, and he will quicken his pace to a 
run! Why should we in the pharasaical gloom 
of age, rebuke the expression of youth and joy, 
that must be pleasing to the Lord himself, who 
with the singing, buzzing, and bursting, of bird, 
bee, and bud, showers the sunshine of spring
time on the human heart ? 

" Pipe and I shall dance! " might be the watch
word of youth on the way to judgment! 

-IDRIS. 

LA UG HING cheerfulress throws sunlight on all the 
paths of life . Peevishness covers with its dark fog 
even the most distant horizon. Sorrow causes 
more absence of mind and confusion than so-called 
levity. 



1.I 

I I 

38 NIAGARA RAINBOW. 

\tbe 1ate (lllueen '.lLoutse of IDenmarn. 
~ 0 female roy_al personage, with the possi
ln ble exception of Qµeen Victoria , exer

~ised during the last thirty years such a weighty 
influence on the politics of Europe as Qµeen 
Louise of Denmark. Most of the dynasties that 
n?w occupy thrones in Europe can carry the 
history of their advent to the purple many cen
turies back. But the royal house of Denmark is 
a remarkable exception. 

When the present King Christian IX ., now 
the sovereign of one of Europe's oldest, and at 
the same time smallest kingdoms, himself the 
father of a king, of a Dowager-Empress, and of 
the Princess nearest to Great Britain's throne 
married Louise, Princess of Hesse-Cassel, neithe~ 
of them expected ever to sit on a throne. He 
was the younger son of one of those princely 
families which have by historical development 
been reduced from small dukedoms and mar
quisates to relative poverty and insignificance 
The members of the house of Holstein-Sonder
borg-G!0cksborg-Beck had royal blood in their 
veins, but all that was left them of former great
ness was the long name enumerating the posses
sions they once had owned or laid claim to. 
Young Prince Christian had to work his way in 
life; he had a small salary, his wife, a small dot; 
and according to the traditions of the family, he 
chose a military career, entering as a lieutenant 
in the Royal Horse Guards, a dashing and splen
didly-uniformed cavalry regiment, forming the 
favorite body-guard of the King of Denmark, at 
that time old King Frederick VI. 

Trusting to Providence, little dreaming at the 
time of the high destinies reserved for them, the 
Prince and Princess had to shift as best they 
could, and, to their honor, be it said, they 
managed to solve the problem in a way 
that won them general esteem and admira
tion. Husband and wife learned, during this 
period, to appreciate the struggles, the cares, 
the joys and the sorrows of ordinary human life . 
They never forgot the teachings of these humble 
and happy years of their life; and to them they 
owed many of the qualities which have en
deared them to their people and united their 
hearts with that of the Danish nation. 

In 1848, the irresistible current of popular rising 

that swept Europe, was eventful for Den mark. 
Two of the provinces of the kingdom, the Du
chies of Sleswick and Holstein, the population of 
which w as, by a great majority, Ge rman, re
volted against the authority of the Danish King, 
and were supported by Germany and Pruss ia. 
The house of Glocksborg had sprung fro m these 
Duchies, and nearly all its members sided w ith 
the rebellion against the King. O nly Pri nce 
C_hristian remained faithful to his allegiance and 
h_is oath. He drew his sword on his sovereign 's 
side, and served with all honor under the Danish 
flag during the three years' war that ended w ith 
the crushing of the insurrection. 

This fidelity soon found a reward. On the 
thone of Denmark was then sitting Ki ng Fred
erick VII., the last scion of the dynasty of Olden
borg, which had for full four centuries reigned 
over that Kingdom, and for a grea t part of the 
time, also over Norway. King Frederick V II . 
had been married twice, but had no issue. It be
came necessary to provide for the succession to 
the throne; and as the integrity and preservat ion 
?f the Danish Monarchy was a matter of hig h 
interest to all European Powers, the settl ement 
had to be arranged by and with their advice and 
consent. 

Among the candidates to the throne, Prince 
Christian soon occupied the first place. His own 
family relations did not give him any near claim, 
but his wife was, through her mother, a born 
Princess of Denmark, in close relationship to the 
King. But more than any right of pedigree, it 
was the general high regard for th e prince ly 
couple and the sincere respect for their moral 
qualities that lifted them to the vacant place of 
heirs-presumptive to the throne of Denmark. 
In 1852, a treaty was concluded in Londo n be
t w een the great Powers, designati ng Prince 
Christian of Glocksborg as successor to Frederick 
VII., and in 1853, a bill passed t he Danish Parlia
ment, confirming the nomination. 

In this new, and in many respects, very deli
cate position , the royal pair continued to exhibit 
the same distinguished qualities that had m arked 
them as the Danish people's choice. T he public 
proclamation of the new ruler was accompanied 
by many insults to the King and Qµee n, who 
were hissed and jeered as "Teutons." Stones 
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were thrown and one struck the Qµeen on the 
cheek. Then the King intended to order out 
the military to disperse the mob. "No, " said 
his wife, "they are good people. and when they 
get back to their senses, we will make them love 
us." And they did. 

The one place on the continent at which the 
Princess of Wales, the late Czar ~nd their fami
lies, thoroughly enjoyed themselves , was the 
country house of the late venerable Queen. In 
the evenings, during such visits, two pianos were 
usua lly in requisition in the drawing-room. The 
doub le duets were played by the Queen and one 
of her numerous grandchildren, on one instru
ment, while the Czarina of Russia and the 
Princess of Wales contributed their quota of the 
concert from the other. There was not an hour 
of the day that hung heavily upon the visitors 
or guests of that house. There was always 
something interesting to be discussed or exam
ined in every drive, walk, or boating excursion. 

The members of the family of the lamented 
()ueen Louise are models, and monuments to 
the training and education given by a good 
mother. 

HARRIET CRYSLER. 

@ur $ala IDar. 
71Yf1 E go to press with the music of the 
~ solemn High M11ss, in commemoration 

of the anniversary of the Translation of the Holy 
House of Loretto , and the eloquent words of the 
preacher, on the occasion, Rev. P. Best, 0. C. C., 
still ringing in our ears . The celebrant. Rev. T. 
McDonald, 0. C. C , was assisted by Rev. P. 
Best, deacon, and Rev . D. Best, sub-deacon. 

In tense_ interest attaches to everything con
nected with a sanctuary so pre-eminently privi-
1 d · h · ege wit innumerable signs of heaven's favor 
as the Holy House. The sacred memories that it 
recalls have rendered it the scene of more ardent 
vows and fervent love than any other place ex
cept Calvary. And while the Holy Sepulchre did 
not escape the pollution of a temple erected to 
Venus, and the cave at Bethlehem was not shel
~~ed _from the defilement of a grove planted to 
. Onts, the hallowed Chamber of the lncarna

ti~n, th e sacred Room where the Lord resided 
with His blessed Mother and foster•father for thirty 

years, was in no way desecrated or dishonored. 
The Reverend prtacher related in touching terms 

the history of the Santa Casa , the part taken by 
the ~aintly Empress Helena in enclosing it within 
the precincts of a magnificent church, and restor
ing the ancient altar on which Apostles had cele
brated Divine Mysteries, and at the consecration 
of which had been present James the Great, whom 
soon a martyr's crown was about to ·remove from 
the earthly House of Jesus to the "House not 
made with hands." 

Nothing could be more impressive or instruc
tive than the manner in which Father Best de
scribed _the numerous miracles wrought in this 
place, miracles so manifest that they cannot be 
denied, so stupendous that the most eloquent 
cannot worthily extol them, the countless favors 
obtained, the overwhelming griefs alleviated, the 
many illnesses cured, and moral infirmities 
healed. 

Father Best also dwelt on the fact that the 
modern woman, in her pursuit of public notori
ety, is apt to forget her first and most sacred 
duty , that of being the centre and elevation of 
the home. He drew our attention to the fruits 
of woman 's work and influence, to the real hero
ines of the world-the mothers of great men, 
who instilled into their opening hearts and open
ing minds those principles of truth and honor, 
those seeds of piety and self-sacrifice, that in 
after yt!:Hs bore such rich and abundant harvest. 

During the day we were, of course, en fete, 
and its close was marked by a soiree and a bril
liant illumination of the house, which looked like 
the enchanted palace of some mighty prince, 
shedding a perfectly clear radiance on the glisten
ing whiteness around, weird as the pl!y of t he 
northern lights. It would be difficult to say 
which of us privileged children of Loretto en
joyed the festivity most. All hearts seemed to 
overflow with kindly feeling and gratitude to 
those who have giv1m up all things to devote 
themselves to us, and who feel an ever-new joy 
in adding to our comfort and happiness. 

FAIL URE after long 
grander than never to 
enough to be a failure. 

PEARL HAWK. 

perseverance is much 
have a striving good 



,, 

I I 

40 NIAGARA RAINBOW. 

:a jfa\?ortte 1baunt. 
1 rt ES, I think all will _ag~ee with me when I 
~ say that the studio 1s the spot to which 
we are most frequently lured with some inde
scribable attraction. True, there is the sanctum 
a most delightful spot, we must admit, but as ai'1 
are not gifted in the literary line, some are of 
necessity excluded from the privileges enjoyed 
by the staff, and only hear through more fortu
nate fellow-students of the important transactions 
that take place at the assemblies. After looking 
all day at the same dull blackboards, globes, and 
charts of every description, is it any wonder that 
we enjoy a visit to the studio where we can de
!ight our visi_on with all that is beautiful, not only 
m art, but m nature also, for we get from its 
windows and galleries an excellent view of the 
river in the distance, of the turbulent Rapids, 
and of the Horseshoe and American Falls. 

Let us first look at the embroidery. There 
seems to be a universal interest manifested in it 
perhaps because it is something at which all mak~ 
an attempt, and even if the stitches are not just 
what they ought to be, the fact that it is our 
handiwork commends it to the loved ones for 
whom the dainty fabric is intended . Then there 
is the china-painting-a leading attraction-never 
before excelled in variety. But what shall I say 
of the array of waxen beauties, large and small? 
Gowned gorgeously and simply, baby dolls and 
lady dolls, they prove fascinating to the small 
army of visitors who come daily to look once 
more at the interesting people from quaint dolly
land, who are to accompany them to their re
spective homes and prove such acceptable Christ
mas gifts 

The embroidered linens are strikingly attractive, 
also the pretty boxes and cases in hand-decorated 
celluloid . Clipping books, photo holders, glove 
c:ises and many other articles, useful and artistic, 
are here delicately wrought LaLe-frilled pin
cushions, the new styles, long and narrow, 
cushions in every variety, as well as all sorts of 
pretty trifles, are awaiting the home going of 
their respective owners and will be sure to an
swer the purpose of a dainty gift. 

Now we shall glance a t the pictures. On the 
right of the entrance door is an incident in the 
life of the great lawgiver of Israel, in crayon. 

Surely, in all the annals of woman there is no 
story more touching of a mother's love and faith 
than that of Jochebed, the mother of Moses. 
Great as was her love, greater was her faith, or 
she could not have committed the child to the 
treacherous waves in his frail ark of bulrushes. 
Opposite is one of the most beautiful of the 
modern ideals of the Madonna Ineffable sweet
ness, tinged with sadness, is portrayed in the 
countenance of the mother as she gazes on the 
Infant Jesus; and the heart goes out to meet the 
soul in the eyes of the child, who seems to be 
looking with grave intelligence into the far fu
ture. But chief among all is a copy of the Mater 
Dolorosa of Carlo Dolci, perhaps the most perfect 
expression ever given to profound and unspeaka
ble, yet resigned grief. Its grace and tenderness, 
its freedom from all touch and taint of bitterness, 
its acceptance of a sorrow too great and too 
sacreJ for words, are all conveyed with a mean
ing which touches the height and depth of exal
tation and despair. It is a wonderful conception 
of the sublime Mother, and will remain as long 
as hearts can be reached and eyes gratified by 
what is finest in execution. 

Very few persons, comparatively speaking, 
pause to consider how much of the beauty of our 
lives we owe to the Reproductive Arts . Yet, 
when we do think about it, we find in such in
quiries a great deal both of interest and instruc
tion. It is scarcely possible to realize how bar
ren our lives would be if we were forced to rest 
content with the originitls of beautiful pictures, 
and, taking one single example of the myriads of 
pictures we possess, how many would be fami lia r 
with the sentiment and ideal of the Madonna, if 
her image were known only to those who could 
procure an original copy ? Probably there is not 
a single village in the civilized world to which 
the idea conveyed by a picture of the Madonna is 
unknown. Among the older masters, there is 
scarcely one of whom it can be said that in the 
course of his career he did not try to immortalize 
his own conception of Motherhood; and no sta
tistics can convey to us the frequency of the repro
duction of the least known, far Jess of those 
world-renowned creations which have been 
propagated by millions of ~opies. 

MARY FoRMOSA, 
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B\?e ! 
From the vast region of the stars 
May joy let down the silver bars. 

And swift its flight as arrows sing, 
May Peace come at your beckoning. 

And Love bathe home in its delight 
The sunny day and star -lit night. 

And Christmas blessings hail the morn 
With you and yours, when Christ is born. 

CLARA CONWAY. 
Ninety-eight. 

a:aprt:::11' slan~ of <Boats. 
'?"r-HE scenery of this little island on the south 
\Ji(' side of the Bay of Naples, is of unusual 
beauty, and some of the sea-caves are unrivalled 
for the splendid colors reflected on the rock. In 
ancient times Capri formed the terminating point 
of one great spur of the Apennines, but by vol
canic force it was separated and now stands alone 
like a sentinel rock far out at sea. 

The inhabitants still retain distinct traces of 
the Greek type of countenance and figure , they 
speak the Italian language, but Capri is not an 
Itali an island though it stands so near the shore, 
separated only by a space of three miles and a 
half from the promontory of Sorrento. In addi
tion to the cultivation of what can be reclaimed 
from the rock, the people depend on the capture 
of the quails which visit the island in May and 
December, and many of the young men take part 
annually in the coral fishery off the coast of 
Africa . 

Its two villages, Capri and Anacapri , resemble 
in no way the villages of the mainland . The 
island is not fertile like the Philippines, about 
which we have been read ing so much of late, 
still it is not without its emerald spots, where 
the orange blooms and the vine clings, notwith
standing its precipitous rocks which defy the foot 
of man or beast. 

The name above all others that stands out in 
connection with Capri, is that of Tiberius. To 
this day the cruelties perpetrated by the tyrant, 
eighteen centuries ago, have not been forgotten. 
He built twelve palaces, but very little remains of 
them, for after his death the senate ordered them 
to be destroyed. Had they been allowed to 

stand, they would have surpassed in grandeur all 
other ancient palaces . The halls once occupied 
by the emperor, now afford shelter to cattle. 

The ruins of the Villa of Jove are most worthy 
of a visit. Situated on the eastern extremity of 
the island, they command a view of the main
land and of the beautiful bay for miles around. 
The highest point upon Capri is Monte Solaro, 
one thousand, nine hundred and eighty feet 
above the sea level. Few take the trouble to as -
cend it, finding the view from the lower points 
sufficiently interesting, but those who do are well 
repaid by the sight of all the beauty beneath their 
feet . 

The inhabitants of Capri boast that their island 
is built upon grottos and supported by natural 
arches; even if this is not true, all along the shores 
are lovely grottos, such as the Blue Grotto, 
which far surpasses all others in beauty. The 
entrance to this grotto is very narrow, and if the 
sea is high, it cannot be entered at all The sailor 
who conducts the party through the opening
only three are allowed in the boat-has great 
difficulty in passing through without having his 
little craft dashed to pieces. The occupants of the 
boat are obliged to lie on their backs, while the 
guide taking advantage of the rising wave, with 
one great push enters the cavern. The eyes are 
at first dazzled by the magnificent scenery. The 
water is blue as the sky, and its sheen is that of 
molten silver. Objects dipped in it partake of 
the silvery brightness, and when the sailor 
plunges in for the amusement of visitors, he 
emerges clad in a garment of flashing light. Be
sides the Blue Grotto there are several others, 
such as the Green, White, and Red, each bearing 
the name of the color of its waters. 

Of late years, the pure air and blue skies of 
Capri have formed a great attraction for visitors 
from all parts, and there is a mingling of ranks 
and grades that seems strange to the dwellers in 
large cities . Capri is in some degree one of the 
" Happy Islands." 

CYRENA KEAN. 

To GOOD listening is due a great part of the 
noble thought, the golden instruction, and the 
brilliant wit, which has elevated. enlightened, 
and brightened the soul of man, 



NIAGARA RAIN BOW . 

J. MCGARRY, M. D., 

MAIN STREET. 

N IAGARA FALLS SOUTH. -------ONTARIO. 

WM. ROHLFING & SONS, 
MUSIC PUBLISHERS AND IMPORTERS. 

PU BLISHERS OF "EDITION ROHLFING, " 
. . • AND • . 

WESTERN DEPOT FOR ALL THE STANDARD CHEAP EDITIONS 

OF CLASSIC Music. . . 

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

A.ff.ABBOTT 
1'.'iO r_r;o Chicago 

lhdi!OD St.U \.\ • 

~ ... 
~ 

M MALONEY, _ __ ..,..,oa,. 

DEALER IN THE BEST GRADES OF 

Anthracite al)d Bituminous Coa l 
Coal well Scr eened and P romptly D e li ve r e d, 

TELEPHONE 70-0. 

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

The W. J. FEELEY CO. 

ECCLESIASTICAL WARES 
IN GOLD AND SILVER . 

----M E DALISTS-----

OF'FICE AND F ACT OR Y.

PROV IDENCE, R, I, 

C H IC AGO O F FICE ,. 

71 E, WASHINGTON S 1" , 

J\/ICWAH B R OS. , 

B AKER AND CoNFECTIOl\IE a 
All kinds of Cakes, Pastry and Confectionery 

Wed d ing a nd B i rtl)day Ca~es a Specia lty. 

NIAGARA FALLS, ONT. 

College and Seminary or Our Lady of Angels, 
-----SUSPE NSI ON BRIDGE, N . Y .-----

CONDUCTED BY THE -PRIESTS OF THE CONGREGATION 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 unrivaled Southward , 1t commands J magnificent view of the Seminary Rapids, Whirlpool and 

Great Cata,act; northward, 1t looks over the beauties of Niagara's tortuous bank, and the wide expan,e of Lake Ontario . The 
bu1ld111gs are large and well furnished. No pains are spared to secure the comfort of the students. The opening of studies takes 
place on the firs t Wednesday of September The scholastic year consists of two terms : the first ends on the first of February, 
and the second on the last Wednesday of June. 'r ER MS : Board, tuition, washing and mending of things washed, per 
tenn, $100.00. Vacation, 1f spent at the Seminary, !$40.00. Extra Charges: Piano, Organ, Violin, Flute, Clarionet, 
Guitar, 111cl11ding u,e of instrument, each, $40.00. il1/rFor further particulars address the P1esident. 

NiAGAR,A RAINBOW. 

• THE - • 
Niagara Falls Acetylene Gas App_~ratus 

Patented in Canada, United States and Great Bntam. 

THIS is the only machine perfectly automatic in its 

action , requiring little or no attention. Machines 

made in t0 SIZES, costing $35 arid upwards. 

Acetylene Gas the Coming Light. 
.JI. Cheaper than Electric Light, Coal Oas or Coal Oil . .:f. 

For Private Dwell ings, t:5 u~iness Houses, Churc hes, Public Halls, and Office~, 

For part ·culars , ,vrite to the __ .~~ 

Niagara Falls Acetylene Gas Machine Co. (Limited. ) 
Dli agar a F a lls , Ont., and Ni a g a ra F a lls, N . Y . 

~lorious ~ 1Riagara.,,,. • 
. ... The best view of the River, Rapid~ and Falls is gained by a trip over • 

---"r I-I. E • G C> ~GE • ~C>U"rE 
AUEK[CAN Ll:',K Niaga ra F all s & Le w is ton lt . H . 

Tl . s lendidly equipped Elentric Trolly Line traverses the entire lengt~1 of th e Niagara f0 r~t ~~ ::t 
, _us · pl close to the water's erlgc, from the Falls to Lewi~ton, pa~srng many Caves, ,1,pic ~, a e ..... n1encan s 1ore, · . . . . 
Ground~ and Historic Points. · · 

F are, R ound Trip, 60 C e nts. 

,J. M. BRINKER, President. 

Trains run every ten minutes. 

BUFF,\LO, N. Y, D. B. WORTHINGTON, Gen. Pass. Agent. 

METAL e CEILINGS 
, . ARE . . 

PERMANENT, ORNAMENTAL 
AND FIRE PROOF. 

Ea,;ily applied to New Buildings and over Old Plaster or Wood. 

Send for Catalogue a.nd Esti 1na t es. 

A. B. ORMSBY & CO., 
12H Queen Street, East , TOH.ONTO, Ont. 

---
CORNI CES, SKY-LIGHTS AND ROOFING. 
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THE wn. HENGERER co., 
mi,(ffor fo>' £ {$re:01t <Be:p01 rtme:¥2t ij0i,l£€: 

. <>N"E P:RICE '"r<> ALL. 

TSCBABOLD & CHANDLER, 

. ~in.e Qtonf .e.ction.ery . 
ICE CREAM AND I CES, 

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

1'el epbone No 160 

Canadian Souvenirs, "Mai~~::r~~~Y Filled." 

Spoons, Broaches, Hat Pins, Etc. 

Ambrose Kent & Sons, 
====MANF. ,TEWELEHS,-=-=----.:.. 

I56 Vonge ~treet, 

5 and 7 Richmond Street, west, TORONTO. 

MAYER & CO., 

OF MUNICH AND LONDON,. 

Stained Glass, Statues, 

Stations of the Cross, Etc . 

No. 47 Barclay St., New York. 

GEORGE GAISER, 

Real E tate and Insurance, 
2112 MAIN STR,EET. 

reJ,phone 70 A. NIAGARA FALLS, N. Y. 

ADVERTISE 
IN THE; 

JOHN DOBBIE, 

Cut Flowers and Floral -•-----NL QR J ST 
Designs a Specialty l' • 

VASES AND BASKETS FILLED. 

:rse~bfng IPlanta In Season ... 
Hardy Flowering Plants and Bulbs in Spring and Fall . 

Gre-_nhfJUSu: 

Viclnia Avenue. TELEPHONE N IAGARA FALLS, 
ONT. 

D. MAHONY, 
. . DEALER IN ..• 

General Groceries, Provisions, Etc. 

31 Morrison St. , 1 Block Soutb-West of Market 
' 

Telephone 40 . 
----- CLIFTON, ONT. 

In Use in the l,orclto r\cadt:m.v, 
// --, -- -

NIAGflR.fl FALLS. ONT. 

ENDORSED BY • 

TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF Musrc; TORONTO COLLEGE OF 

l\'Iusxc; HARRY l\'I. FIELD, TORONTO; J. D. A. 

TRIPP, TORONTO; A . S. VOGT, TORONTO; 

SIGNOR D'AuRu; SrnNon DEr,Asco. 

Factory and Warerooms 69-75 Sherbourne St, TORONTO 

CITY WARliROOMS: 188 YONGE ST. 

NIAGARA RAINBOW. 

J. W. DICKERSON, President. GEO. W. WALSH, Vice-President. A. E. GILBERG, Treasurer. 

CALUMET TEA AND COFFEE CO., - ~-233 Lake St., Chicago, Ill. 

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

F. P. BEGY & SON, 

INTERIOR and EXTERIOR DECORATORS 
A full and complete assortment of 

,van Paper, R o om Mouldings, Window Shades, Curtain 
Poles, ~tc. Palntlng, Paper Hanging, and Gen

eral Decorating. 
rt yo11 purpose having any work done in ou r line, please address us 

and we will gladly furnish you with our figures. 

No. :I James Street, St. Cath arines, Ont. 

P I., s·d I n J-lote I Directly Opposil< a r'\. - I e n 'J I I . Q,tee/1 VicloYla Park. 

NIAGARA FALLS, Can ada Side. J. McRO Y, Proprietor. 

OPEN SUMMER AND WINTER. 

Magnificent view of both Canadia n and Am erican Falls from the 
verandahs. Electric railway and street care conn ecting with 
the Grand Tnmk within 100 y'd• of h ouse. H ates, 82 per d ay 

T elephone and Bathe. Carriages at Reasonable Rates . 
20() y'de from M. C. R. Depot; 300 y'ds from New Suep. Bridge, and 

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

PATRONIZE •• • 

'"me,.. ~ Sl"ui,da~e 
•• FOR .. 

Coaches, Omnibus and Baggage when at Niagara Falls. 

Prices moderate and uniform. 

!®lire <3rGtpe \nl irJe 
Our brands are the best, ask for them. 

Fine Old P ort, Golden Diana, 
Dry Concord , Sherry, etc. 

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

EUGEi\E D' ALHERT: From fullest con
viction I declare them to be the best In stru
ments of America. 

DR. HANS VO~ BULOW: I declare them 
the absolutely the best in America. 

ALFRED GIWNFELD: I consider them 
the best In struments of our times. 

P. TSCBAJl{OVSl{Y: Combines with 
great Volume of Tone a rare sympathetic and 
noble Tone Colour and perfect action. 

BALTIMORE. NEW YORK. 
22 noel 24 E. Baltimore St . 14.8 Fifth Aveuue. 

WASHINGTON, 1422 Pennsylvania Ave, 

PUR,DY , MANSELL & MASt-jlNTER,, 

Practical Plumbers and Steam Fitters, 

46 Adelaide Street West, Toronto . 

Advice given regarding 
Plumbing, Ventilating and Heating. • 

Engraving and Stationery ,;I, 

ESTIMATES 
FURNIScll::O 

For your Calling Cards and for Note Paper elegantly 
stamred with your initials or address, go to 

331 Main Street . . ... BUFFALO. 

I-ierJs @ ~elly, 

Dry (~oods, ~otions, 1[illinrry Furnishing-s, 
Infants ' and Childrcns' Wear. 

47 -480-482-4 4-486-488 Main , 8 and 10 W. Mohawk St. 

BUFFALO, N. Y. 

THE NIMBEL PENNY will be master of a 
most extraordinary ag-

greg ,lion o( wondPrfnl Yalnes in onr Holidny Goods 
Deparlmen t. 

THE HUB CLOTHIERS, 

Gluck Building, Niagara Falls, N. Y. 

M. H. BUCKLEY & CO., 
Manufacturers and Oealers in all Styles of 

Household Furniture, Pdrlor Suits, Bedroom Suits, 
U/\ RPJ<;TS, LINOLEU .11!' , 

Mattresses, Spring Beds, Reed and Rattan Goods, Baby Carriages, 

\Vindow Shades, Glass, Etc. 

Picture Framing. Carpets Made 1 Laid ancl Repairs done on the shortest 

not ice. Artists' Supplies. 

TELEPHONE. Park St., Niagara Falls, Ont. 
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Heated hy Steam Electric Bells. 
Lighted by Elcct~irity. Bathroo1u ou each floor 

Close by ~~~NJ.w SteeFI Arch Bridge. Grand Trunk Railway 
18gara. alls Park & River Railwa~·. 

The HOSLI HOTEL 
Tbe onl~nii~~!i ~~~~d8\fo\fndF~Muroishecl Throughout. . 

nc YFall~~t-class Accommodation at the 

RATES: $2 -00 TO $3.00 PER DAY . 

CHARLES C, I NCLIS , - Proprietor. 
NIAGARA FALLS, CANADA , 

A LEX. FRASER W, f. . W OODRUFF 

Barristers, Solicitors, -Notaries, &c. 

Office, t-joward Block . Niagara falls , Can . 

----

<.tataract 
Douse, 

NIAGARA FALLS, N, Y. 

The Leadin~ Hotel. 

Strictly first=class. 

Adjoining State -Ile= 

sl!rvntion. 

Overlooldng Am c r i= 

can Rapids. 

OPEN FROM KAY TO NOVEMBER, 

Tl)e most beautiful drive 

at Nia gara from the Cataract 

t-fouse , is to and from Loretto 

Convent. .. 
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Kodaks, Flims and Plates, 
AMATEUR PHOTO SUPPLI ES. 

-AT-

CROY'S DRUG STORE, 

American Side. 7 Falls Street. 

BENZIGER BROTHERS, 

Printers lo the Holy Apostolic Set. Pontifical lmlilulc of Christian Art. 

@lJB!..t!SHE~S ,',AND,'. BOOI{SE!..tl..tE~S, 

Manufacturers and Importers of 

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

United States for the Celebrated Religious Statues ofFroc-Robert, 
Paris; Royal Bavarian Art Institute for Stained Glass, 

F. X. Zettler, Munich . 

36 and as Barclay St,, (P, 0 , llox, 2677 ,) New York. 

- FORSYTH'S -

Great Shoe -House 
OF 

- --== BUFF A LO.===---

Ladies' Shoes ! School Shoes ! 

57 SF.}NECA STREE'r. 

G. E. CURTIS, 

~ botograp ber 
Cor. Main and Falls Sts., NIAGARA FALLS, N. Y, 

Views of the Falls , Portraits, 

The New Platina Finish, a Specialty. 

_WILL & BAUMER CO., 

BBESWAX .'. BLEAGHE~, 
0 

And Manufacturer of all kinds ot 

===ALTAR CANDLES=== 

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

Bawner's Ca11d/es are acknowledged to be the Leading 

and mos/ Reliable for Altar use. 

GET 
A 

KODAK 
And remember " its all in the lens. '' In the prac
tice of our profession as Opticians, we have studied 
lense from the ground up. W e examine and thor
oughly te. t every lens in every Instrument we sell. 

Full line Cameras and Supplies at popular prices. 
Oculist prescriptions promptly filled. 

FAILING OPTICAL COMPANY, 
455 Main St., German Insurance Building. Buffalo, N. Y. 

Ofl1fl10MAN~--... •.,.. 

@ @AHVEY @ 

......... ______ @OMF>ANY 

WHOLESALE 

TEAS, COFFEES, 
Spices, Baking Powders, Etc. 

56 La Salle Street, 

OHIO~~GO., ILL-
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D. LYNCli & SONS, 

=====--S HOES~ 
n1AGA~A FAl.d..1S AND -;.• * 

SUSPENSION B~IDGE, n. '(j. 

A. C. CRYSLER, 
•----DENTIST-

flllen 's Block . 0 falls Street, 

NIAGARA FALLS, N. Y. 

-• 

Of.!AGARA 'PHARMACY. 
]Prescriptions prepare{) at all bours. 

:.agencu for 1bnuler's :fl3on=<1Sons 
"' anti Cbocolates. "' 

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

H. A. MENKER & CO., 

FINE CANDIES, 
At Wholesale and Retail. 

Low Prices Prevail with us, 

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

r:n 
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0 
0 

0 
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DRY GOODS. 
WHEN IN WANT OF 

Dry Goods, Furnishings, Etc., 
Try the New Store 

We caa save you Moaey. 

ZUCKMAIER BROS. 
No. 9 Falls Street, Neilson 's Old Stand. 

DRY GOODS 

A.Cipher!~ 

All things are worse than nothing when illy done. 

Photography of the past decade is no longer recognized 

as Art. 

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

am able to please you. 

~PHOTOGRAPHER--

233 First Street, NIAGARA FALLS, N. Y. 

THOMAS WARD & CO., 
~IMPORTERS OF~ ~=~ 

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

DEALEKS IN 

Ready-made Cloth111g, House Furnishings, Carpets, Rugs, 
Matting, Oil Cloths, Trunks, Valises , Furs, Robes, Cents' 

Fur111shings. Everything to be found in a First-
. class Dry Goods House. . 

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

,Uost convenient to the Depots and Fal/s. 

~HOTEL IMPERIAL 
Niagara alls, N. Y. 

The "New Porler Hotel" having been connect•tl with the 
Jmporial makes it one of lar~est and most modern Hotels at the 
Falls. Rates $2 50 to $4.00. 

C. N. OWEN, Proprietor. 

FOREVER TO THE FRONT! 

jfor tbe finest jfanc)Z anti G,enernl <5roceries anti 
~oultru, tt wtll pa)Z uou to call on 

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

Gluck Block, Niagara Falls, N. '/. 

HARRY VV SMITH, 

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

Pure Drugs, Patent Medicines, Toilet Articles, &c, 
PRESCRIPTIONS A SPECIALTY. 

CITY DRUG STORE, NIAGARA FALLS, ONT 

COLE & McMUR.R.AY, 
1 

~LUMBERS, STEAM, GAS I WATER FITTERS 
---DEALERS IN---

HARDW ARE, PAINTS, OILS, ETc. 
NIAGARA FALLS, ONT. 

STODDART 

@l,e:a]ists GtJ:7al 
Pln•sicians · Prescriptions a Special (v. 

Surgical Instruments, all kinds of Deformity Appliances, 
Trusses, Supporters, Elastic Stockin~s and Da.tter1et1. Paruc-uJar 
attention given to sharpening of fine 1nstruments-Kmvrs, Sl'1ssors, 
and Razors. We save you 20 per cent. on all goods. 

84 Seneca Street, BUFFALO, N. y, 
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